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THE  YOUNG  BARONET. 


CHAPTER  I. 


OF    DBUBCLEIQH  AND  ITS  DOINGS. 


Loudly  rang  the  old  bellsof  the  venerable  town 
of  Drunileigh,  at  the  hour  of  noon,  on  the 
second  day  of  July  in  the  year  of  Grace, 
eighteen  hundred  and  thirty-two ;  loudly 
rang  out  the  brave  joy  peals  of  those  clamor- 
ouSf  monkish  bells,  so  loud  and  brain-filling 
that  they  had  a  kind  of  fierceness  in  their 
mirth ;    crash  and  crash  again  went   the  old 
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church  bells,  pelting  forth  their  clcai-  welkin 
tones  to  the  bright  blue  summer  sky  ;  sharp 
and  defying  was  the  hasty  roll  of  the  noisy 
drums,  and  prompt  ai.d  stirring  the  random 
trumpet  notes  of  coming  gatlierings,  as  they 
poured  into  the  8(|uare,  tlie  wide  Town 
Square  of  Drumleigh.  The  shops  were  shut, 
and  liir  up  and  down  the  long  High- Street 
firirt  floor  windows  were  open  and  occupied, 
and  where  there  were  balconies  they  were 
filled  ;  flags,  some  of  them  old  Covenanting 
streamers,  floated  from  the  venerable  Town 
House,  which,  though  bearing  marks  of  the  bat- 
terings of  angry  times,  stood  strong  and  hoary 
in  the  centre  of  the  square,  in  the  severity  of  that 
cold  majesty  which  time  gives  to  hardy  great- 
ness ;  for  bluff  and  rude  were  the  stone  orna- 
ments on  its  tluck  grey  walls,  and  surly  and 
grim  the  carved  cfligics  set  among  them — 
Wallace  holding  his  rusty  sword,  standing  in 
stained  freestone  in  his  nook  ;  John  Knox,  in 
an  opposite  niche,  looking  on  the  people  in  the 


TSS  TOUNG  BABOKST.  3 

sculptured  steadfastnesd  of  his  Geneva  frown  ; 
Kings'  busts  and  Scotland's  arms,  and  decay- 
ii^  iron  on  which  traitor's  heads  hod  been  spiked 
in  the  rough  old  days  ;  deeply  set  doors  with 
musket  baUs  imbedded  in  them ;  broken 
traceries  and  splintered  pillar  stones— other 
houses  here  and  there  had  hanging  flags,  but 
these  looked  not  so  natural  on  them,  for  the 
domestic  character  of  such  buildings  was  gro- 
tesquely apparent  in  the  midst  of  this  guise  of 
playing  a  public  part,  but  about  the  old  Town 
House,  the  gathering  pmnt  of  the  scene,  there 
was  nothing  domestic  at  all — it  had  no  fire- 
ttdes  and  no  gentle  ones  to  sit  at  them,  its 
very  chimney  smoke  rose  to  heaven  in  an 
official  kind  of  way ;  it  had  no  small  arrange- 
ments for  comfort  concealed  within  it,  all  was 
stony,  depressing,  and  cold ;  it  might  have 
been  a  hero  to  its  valet,  that  old  Town  House, 
and  it  was  a  sacred  place  to  the  grey  man  that 
kept  life  within  its  walls  ;  and  now  it  was  en- 
livened by  a  state  of  things  genial  of  the  cha- 
B  3 
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TOflt,  followed  by  other  magistrates,  had  pre- 
sented to  the  crowd  at  the  stone  balcony  of 
one  of  the  larger  windows  of  the  old  building 
uncovered  in  acknowledgment  of  the  cheer. 

^  My  friends,"  said  the  Provost,  addressing 
the  vast  mass  of  men  that  now  almost  com- 
pletely filled  the  square,  ^^  Sir  Renault  Fal- 
coner of  Woodlee,  who  has  just  come  to 
take  his  forefathers'  place  at  the  Old  Hall  up 
yonder,"— there  was  much  cheering  again,— ^^  has . 
consented  to  direct  the  procession  to-day.  He 
has  been  a  cavalry  officer  in  his  time,  but  it  is 
not  on  that  account  alone,  that  I  asked  him  to 
be  your  leader  on  this  occasion  ;  but  because 
I  knew  he  would  also  be  welcome  to  you  as 
die  worthy  descendant  of  a  race  of  bold  and 
true  men,  who  for  two  centuries  and  more 
have  been  the  honoured  friends  and  at  times 
the  stout  defenders  of  this  ancient  borough, 
and  the  undaunted  supporters  of  those  princi- 
ples, the  triumph  of  which  we  have  this  day 
met  to  celebrate.** 


t^- 
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Other  companies  of  persons  continued  to  join  it 
as  it  advanced. 

Slowly  it  wound  its  vast  length  along  the 
ancient  streets,  the  tall  old  buildings  of  which 
now  standing  against  the  pure  blue  light,  like 
dark  rocks  against  the  clear  depths  of  a  cahn 
bright  lake,  and  passed  out  towards  a  large 
green  hill  at  some  distance,  on  the  summit  of 
which  a  crowd  of  persons  was  collected — 
passed  out  over  a  broad  valley  road  lined  with 
green  trees,  garden  walls,  and  the  iron  railings 
of  villa  lands. 

The  sun  shone  brightly,  for  the  day  was 

summer's  own,  so  brightly  it  shone  that  even 

the  shadowy  spots  were  glistening,  the  bells 

rang  clearly,  more  clearly  it  seemed  as  the 

distance    gave    their  sharp  tones  that  light* 

hearted  sweetness  which  is  so  a-kin  to  purity, 

that  all  good  men  think  of  young  hearts  very 

kindly  when  they  hear  old  church  beUs — the 

mudic  of  band  after  band  rose  cheerily  as  the 

rude  but  imposing  spectacle  poured   out  its 
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yet  they  were  walking  at  march  time  for  all 
dial — these  poor  men  were  walking  at  march 
time,  and  sacrificing  a  day  on  the  bleakest 
altar  of  festivity ;  moving  there  without  an  in- 
^vidoal  motive,  the  absence  of  which  was 
compensated  for  by  moving  together. 

On  they  went,  and  the  summer  wind  blew ; 

and  the  small  forest  trees  in  the  miniature 

plantations   of  citizens'  villas,  like  the  smi^l 

nobility  in  their  saloons,  dallied  there,  but 

looked  out  of  place ;  the  summer  wind  blew, 

and  the  brown  pines  on  the  heights   waved 

their  cavemed  tops  together  and  gave  again 

the  hill  echoes  of  the  music  that  lingered  in  the 

hursts,  as  it  rose  on  the  continuous  waves  that 

the  long  breezes  made  from  the  valley  which 

the  road  ran  through ;  the  summer  wind  blew, 

and  the  moving  flags  beat  in  blindfold  flutter- 

ings  with  it,  while  the  rich  light  burnished  their 

barge  letters  of  gold ;  it  was  a  day  and  a  time  of 

triumph — although  the  very  day,  and  the  very 

time,    had  been  set  apart  for  triumphing;  it 
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was  an  hour  of  liigh  festival,  and  it  had  it« 
own  reality  in  that,  however  imperfect  in  this 
important  quality  of  things  might  have  been 
the  festivity  of  which  it  was  the  attribute — 
but  tlie  summer  wind  blew,  and  the  endless 
line  of  men  kept  moving  along  the  windings  of 
the  patient  valley  road,  at  the  end  of  which — 
a  }K>int  that  commanded  a  magnificent  view — 
numerous  open  carriages,  many  of  them  with 
the  equipments  of  rank,  and  chiefly  filled  with 
ladles,  were  drawn  up  on  either  side  of  the 
'vay. 

Slowly  the  procession  winded  its  tedious 
length  from  the  railed  bases  of  those  green, 
rising  grounds,  band  after  band  sounding  more 
loudly  as  it  approached,  and  melting  into  faint- 
ness  as  it  passed  away,  the  long,  moving  masses 
all  the  while,  in  endless  succession,  keeping  up 
the  continuous  chain,  when  the  scene  was  sud- 
denly enlivened  by  a  horseman  on  a  noble 
g^ey,  galloping  rapidly  past  towards  the  head 
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of  the  line.  The  slight  change  made  the 
{ucture  vivid. 

^'  Sir  Benault  Falconer  T  whispered  many 
voices,  and  many  a  pair  of  bright  eyes  followed 
the  retreating  progress  of  the  rider,  as  the 
proud  horse  took  him  fleetly  on. 

"  Who  do  they  say  it  is,  Gertrude  ?**  en- 
quired a  lady  in  a  luxuriously  appointed  ba- 
rouche, with  an  Earl's  coronet  on  the  panels, 
turning  a  pair  of  dark  eyes  to  a  young  girl 
that  sat  by  her  side. 

"  Sir  Kenault  Falconer,  of  Woodlee." 

"  Has  he  then  come  down  so  soon  ?"  en- 
quired the  other  with  Some  animation.  "  I 
thought  he  was  not  expected  till  September.'' 

"  He  returned  yesterday.  You  know  Re- 
nault Falconer  then  ?" 

^^  I  have  met  him,"  replied  her  companion 
sinking  back  on  the  glossy  cushions  of  the 
barouche. 

The  last  speaker  was  the  Countess  of  Glen- 
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more,  wife  of  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  the 
County,  and  there  were  many  fair  faces  around 
her,  but  in  beauty,  aspect,  in  the  unobtniding 
guise  of  conscious  rank,  and  that  demeanour 
wliich  has  no  details,  but  like  the  demeanour 
of  an  exquiaite  statue — for  in  all  grace  there 
is  demeanour  elementary  of  its  very  exis- 
tence— is  not  an  independent  charm,  but  the 
subtle  unity  which  makes  tlicm  real,  the  young 
Countess  was  the  most  striking  object  in  the 
varied  grouping  by  which  the  carriages  was 
filled. 

Her  person,  even  as  it  reclined,  had  the  ele- 
gance of  graceful  stature,  the  fine  countenance 
had  much  softness,  but  yet  was  expressive  of 
the  reposing  haughtiuess  of  thought  and  vnM  ; 
the  eyes  were  full,  dark,  and  instinct  with  the 
quiet  intelligence  of  passion  :  the  hair  almost 
jet  black,  a  thick,  silken  tress  having  escaped 
from  under  her  bonnet,  lying  carelessly  on  her 
white  throaty  the  moutli  was  small  and  ripo^ 
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and  the  cliiii^  under  a  domino,  would  have  had 

a  coyness  that  might  have  beckoned  kisses  to 

it.     She  was  young  ;  but  it  was  the  youthful* 

ness  of  womanhood,  for  she  seemed  to  have 

passed  twenty,  for  four  or  five  years. 

Her  companion,  who  appeared  to  be  younger, 
was  of  a  slight,  but  rounded  and  graceful 
figure  ;  she  was  plainly  dressed,  and  her  veil 
was  down.  This  was  Gertrude  Lennox,  the 
daughter  of  a  country  gentleman  of  the 
neighbourhood. 

The   last   band   had  passed,   and    the  last 

Une  of  its  followers,  walking  in  the  silence  of 

its    distance,   had   moved   by  and   was  gone, 

and  the   noble    scene,  for  a  moment  or  two, 

was  all  that  appeared   at  this  point  of  view. 

Hie    old  town  stood  in    the   sun-light,  with 

its  broad  river  gliding  by  its  feet;  the  large 

wooded  valley  with  its  sweet  lights,  cool  shadows, 

and  bright  green  braes,  lay  in  silence  as  before, 

while  the  eye  ranging  farther  saw  a  bold  line 

of    hills    rising  bluely  in   the   back   ground, 
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and  down  away,  at  the  distance  of  a  few 
miles,  in  the  opposite  direction,  the  cold  green 
waters  of  the  western  sea.  These  were  the 
only  objects  that  filled  the  scene,  until  the 
long  procession  was  seen  winding  up  the 
green  hill  already  mentioned,  and  forming  in 
orderly  masses  round  three  upright  beams  set 
triangularwisc,  which  appeared  on  the  sum- 
mit. 

But  the  proceedings  there  were  the  hid- 
den matters  of  doings  far  away.  By-and- 
bye  a  flag  ran  swiftly  up  above  the  silence 
of  the  crowd ;  there  was  a  peal  of  ordnance 
which  all  tlie  Iiills  around  revibrated  in  crumbl- 
ing echoes,  and  a  cheer  arose  swelling  in  thun- 
dering fulness  on  the  valley  winds ;  the 
trumpets  rang  forth  their  rich  clangour  on 
the  hill,  the  line  of  procession  passed  slowly 
out  from  the  dark  mass  of  men,  flags  mark- 
ing its  classes,  as  it  moved  towards  the  town 
«gain. 

And  once  more  it  passed  into  the  valley ; 
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the  bands  plajing  cheerily  as  before,  the 
handfiome  leader  on  hie  chafing  horse  now 
riding  at  the  head  of  the  line,  and  once 
more  the  very  last  of  the  procession  had 
disappeared,  leaving  the  broad  road  bare, 
and  the  hedge  birds  twittering  louder  than 
their  wont,  in  timid  indignation  at  their  own 
startled  muteness  a  short  while  ago. 

The  bells  nmg  as  if  new  force  was  set  to 
them,  and  cheers  arose  again  from  the  old 
town  square.  Hogsheads  o£  nappy  ale  were 
broached,  horn-drinking  cups  and  frothing 
pails  were  handed  round,  and  sped  their  way 
heartily ;  while  one  man,  a  lightly  built,  wiry 
limbed  fellow,  of  some  fifty  years,  arrayed  in 
corderoy  smaUs^  grey  worsted  stockings,  red 
waistcoat,  a  short  grey  coat,  ¥rith  metal  but- 
tons, and  a  glazed  hat  stuck  jauntingly  on 
one  aide  of  his  head,  nimbly  ascended  an  iron 
lamp-post  in  the  c^itre  of  the  square,  and 
taking  dangerous  footing  on  the  empty  ring  at 
the  top,  tock  off  his  hat,  and  holding  in  his 
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left  hand  a  cup  of  ale  which  a  grinning  friend 
had  h&nded  up  to  him,  thus  addressed  the 
crowd: — 

"  Men,  and  brothers,"  commenced  the  ora- 
tor, "  my  iimnortal  countiymcn ;  civil  and  re- 
ligious liberty  all  over  the  world !  hip,  hip, 
hip,  hurrah  I  hurrah  I  hurrah  !"  continued  the 
speaker,  waving  his  hat,  while  the  cheers  rose 
lustily  around  him  ;  '^  this  is  not  a  rotten 
borough,  but  a  free,  civil,  and  religious  town, 
or  I  would  not  stand  on  the  top  of  a  lamp-post 
to  proclaim  it.  Our  glorious  Reform  Bill,  and 
God  save  the  King  !" 

"  Bravo  Dick !"  shouted  the  merry  part  of 
the  crowd,  "go  on,  Dick  f 

**  FiD  my  noggin  again,  ye  Scribes  and  Pha- 
risees," resumed  the  orator,  throwing  his  empty 
cup  to  those  below  him.  "  This  is  a  glorious 
day ;  the  Tories  arc  vanquished !  the  very  skirts 
of  their  coats  are  disappe^ng  from  the  politi- 
cal horizon ;  their  last  act  of  tyranny  was  to 
alter  the  spirit  measures,"  continued  the  speaker, 
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bending  precariously  down  to  receive 
his  replenished  cup  ;  "  their  last  act  of 
tyranny  and  oppression.  But  be  joyful,  oh, 
ye  trades,  and  cock  your  bonnets  ye  strapping 
foresters,  ye  might  that  slumbers  in  the  pea- 
sant's arm !  for  every  man  may  now  smoke  hifi 
pipe  under  his  own  fig  tree.  I  don't  care  a 
groat  for  anybody — I'm  a  civil  and  religious 
reformer,  all  over  the  world  T 

**  Go  on,  Dick  T  shouted  his  friends.  "  Bravo, 

Dickr 

"  This  is  a  great  day  for  Drumleigh,"  re- 
sumed the  orator,  after  taking  a  draught  of  the 
ale.  "  Our  Provost  has  this  day  laid  the  foun- 
dation stone  of  a  reform  monument,  to  look 
over  the  town  of  the  true  blue  Whigs,  and 
ancient  stronghold  of  the  Knights  of  Wood- 
lee.  Hurrah  for  the  fighting  Falconers  ! 
our  stout  allies,  and  trusty  friends  !  Three 
cbeers,  ye  sons  of*  the  old  covenanters  who 
liaTe  gone  up  this  day  with  young  Falconer,  to 
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Raiuotli  Gilead  ;  three  cheers  for  the  young 
baronet  of  Woodlee  I" 

They  were  given  heartily  and  loud. 

**  Fill  my  noggin  again,  ye  majesty  of  the 
people  ;  thanks,  sweet  friends,  kind  friends  ;  if 
I  had  a  mind  to  stir  you  up  to  mutiny  and  rage, 
I  think  I  could  now  send  out  a  first  rate  article 
of  the  kind ;  health  to  you  all !  Aye,"  continued 
the  speaker,  after  he  had  emptied  the  cup  again. 
"  He  is  a  good  man,  and  his  father  was  a  good 
man  before  him  ;  but  if  he  is  like  him  in  other 
things,  keep  your  wives  at  home,  if  they  are 
bonny  ones,  and  your  comely  lassies  out  of 
evil's  way.  But  that  is  Sunday's  reading. 
Well,  my  friends,  I  hope  if  he  go  to  Parlia- 
ment, he  will  help  to  make  laws  to  do  the  poor 
man  good.  Good  laws  for  man  and  beast,  bb 
Tarn  Watson  says,  for  Tam'a  horse  can  boast, 
like  many  another  Whig,  that  he  is  old,  and 
Heaven    knows  he  has    suffered    grievously 
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under  the  old  Constitution.  Ah  !  there  he  is  I 
Whig  Tain,  I  rejoice  to  see  you  ;  keep  on 
your  hat,  Mr.  Thomas  Sir.  Fill  my  noggin 
agun,  ye  men  of  Moab^  fill  the  noggin  for  Poor 
Richard,  the  man  of  the  people." 
It  was  done. 

*'  And  now,  gentlemen,  every  man  for  him- 
self, and  the  Beform  Bill  for  us  all ;  I  am 
standing  on  the  top  of  a  lamp-post,  and  drink- 
ing heady  ale,  so  I  must  be  as  brief  as  loving 
kindness,  or  I  shall  fall  head  foremost  among 
you.  Fill  your  noggins,  my  merry  men  all, 
and  be  ready  to  drink  one  other  health  with 
me,  and  then  go  home  with  smiling  counte- 
nances to  your  wives  and  families." 

"  We  are  ready  !"  cried  the  crowd  about 
him. 

"  Well  then,  my  children,  we  have  a  Provost, 
a  good  man,  wholesale  and  retail,  and  he  has 
a  bonny  lassie  for  a  daughter.  Aye,  a  good 
man  is  the  Provost,  although  like  me,  he  has 
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natural  enemies  among  the  wicked.  The  Pro- 
vost, then,  and  Lilly  Kamsay  I  Ilurah  !  hur- 
rah !     Ilo-ray !" 

The  cheers  were  loudly  joined  in,  and 
the  speaker  clambered  down  from  the  iron 
post. 

The  streets  continued  to  present  an  ani- 
mated appearance  while  the  day  time  crept 
away  ;  but  towards  the  evening  they  were 
deserted.  The  church  spire  now  stood  mute 
as  though  it  never  had  a  voice  except  to  tell 
lost  hours  in  an  accusing  tone  ;  the  sunbeams 
were  narrowing  in  their  range,  and  the  white 
moon  was  waiting  for  its  time  to  sliine. 

But  the  old  Town  Hall  was  lighted  up  bril- 
liantly, imposingly.  God  wot  it  was  an  ancient 
place,  and  its  lofty  arches  had  yawned  over 
rough  deeds — though  they  tcU  by  chivalrous 
terms  in  chronicles  now — for  as  time  runs  on, 
the  records  of  the  stormy  past  become  set  to 
the  mumc  of  troubadours  again — white  clothed 
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tables  ran  down  the  lofty  room,  and  shorter 
ones  crossed  the  raised  flooring,  whereon  at 
other  times  was  the  judgment  seat ;  the  feast 
w«8  over;   about  five   hundred  persons  had 
l>Mquetted,  and  now  the  board  was  covered 
with  fruit  and  wine — fading  likenesses  of  grim 
men  with  beards,  and  full  length  portraits  of 
bare  faced,  healthy  looking  gentlemen,  with 
cocked  hats  and  wigs  (former  Provosts  of  the 
Mcient  town)  hung  around   the  walls,  with 
«we  and  there  flag-staves,  with  their  tattered 
"^pery   fiirled   around  them,  set  to  incline 
'^st  some  of  those  old  pictures—  for  they 
"vcd  in  rough  days,  those  painted  Provosts  of 
the  fighting  times,  and  upheld  watch  and  ward 
^hen  these  were  matters  written  in  the  neces- 
sities of  the  hour,  as  well  as  in  the  wording  of 
*  charter  deed — and  the  portrait  of  a  Knight, 
in  dark  armour,  hung  on  the  centrepiece  of 
the  head  wall  of  the  Hall,  a  spread  hawk,  in 
tarnished  gilding  (the  crest  of  the  Woodlee 
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Falconers)  surmounting  the  frame  ;  and  imder 
it  the  Town  Arms,  carved  and  emblazoned  on 
the  oaken  wall,  (two  leopju-ds  rampant,  sup- 
I)orting  a  lozenge  shield)  ;  at  the  upper  tables 
sat  the  town  magistrates  and  other  chief  per- 
sons of  the  borough,  and  numerous  whig 
gentlemen  of  the  county,  and  along  the  other 
tables  were  ranged  the  greater  portion  of  the 
men  of  substance  in  Drumleigh. 

The  Provost  rose — he  was  presiding  at  the 
banquet —and  the  whispering  sounds  of  the 
vast  room  ceased.  He  looked  for  a  moment 
down  the  hall,  and  Ids  eye  brightened  as  he 
surveyed  tlie  grouping  before  hinu 

He  was  an  old  man  ;  his  hair  was  silver- 
grey.  There  was  much  character  in  his  as- 
pect ;  the  bald  forehead  had  that  clear  smooth- 
ness which  wrinkles  are  long  in  telling  on ;  the 
eyes  were  bright,  penetrating,  and  benevolent, 
the  features  well  cut,  and  their  manly  expres- 
sion bore  the  living  stamp  of  worthiness  ;  the 
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dress,  too,  the  blue  coat,  white  neckcloth,  and 
buff  waistcoat,  united  in  effect  with  the 
healthy  freshness  of  the  face,  and  gave  his 
guise  a  presence  which  loses  dignity  by 
details. 

He  was  one  of  the  last  of  a  class  once  nu- 
merous in  Scotknd,  but  which  now  has  nearly 
all  passed  away,  a  class  that  combined  the  seem- 
ingly incongruous  conditions  of  the  man  of  race 
and  the  man  of  trade,  in  those  days  when 
gentle  blood  was  respected  whateyer  were  the 
duties  of  those  through  whose  veins  it  ran. 

"  The  King,"  with  a  small  panegyric,  "  the 
Queen,"  with  less  said  about  her,  a  Whig  Duke 
of  the  blood,  and  the  rest  of  the  Royal  Family 
in  a  heap,  were  proclaimed  in  that  neat  inanity 
of  language  used  and  observed  by  all  men  on 
these  occasions,  whether  it  be  to  shew  a  cor- 
rect knowledge  of  the  decencies  of  that  loyalty 
which  is  the  attribute^  of  caste,  or  whether  as, 
in  the  present  case,  it  has  a  living  reaUty  in 
the  unexpressed  feelings  from  that  heraldric  as- 
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sociation  of  thought,  which  regards  the  Crown 
not  merely  as  a  term  of  magistracy,  but  as 
that  of  the  centre  of  a  system  of  classes  in 
the  unity  of  which,  by  rank  or  birthright, 
the  speaker  has  a  place — the  grey  haired 
I^rovost  spoke  forth  the  Royal  names  heartily, 
and  in  that  natural  way  which  no  one  but  a 
gentleman  can  do  so  fitly  or  so  well ;  the  band 
broke  out  the  national  anthem  and  other  tunes 
of  established  connection  with  these  illustrious 
subjects  of  primitive  glasses  of  wine  ;  other 
national  toasts  followed,  and  then  the  Provos 
rose  again. 

The  old  man  looked  slightly  flushed,  for  b 
convivial  principles  were  of  the  by-gone  dj? 
when   there   was    a    worthiness    in    drink 
fairly  :    he  was  slightly  flushed,  the  old  I 
vost  was,  and  his  eyes  looked  brigliter  foi 
slight  glow  on  his  cheeks,  and  his  curly  ' 
hair  looked  more  silvery,  for  the  good  / 
re<1ncs8  of  the  small  well-shaped  ears,  ? 


THE  YOUNO  BABONBT.  25 

this  gave  his  maimer  a  tone  in  good  harmony 
with  his  position  there. 

**  Gentlemen,"  said  he»  '^  I  have  now  to  call 
on  you  all  to  drink  health  and  happiness  to  one 
to  whom  I  am  sore  yon  all  wish  it  welL  We 
have  the  young  baronet  of  Woodlee,"  there  was 
much  cheering, ''  the  young  heir  of  the  proud 
name  and  bonny  barony  of  his  ancient  race — 
we  haye  him  for  our  honoured  guest  in  this  hall 
where  so  many  of  his  forefathers  have  been,  and 
to  testify  his  adherence  to  the  good  old  cause 
which  they  have  often  in  this  place  pro- 
clidmed  with  harness  on  their  bocks,  and  at 
the  peril  of  their  heads  and  lands ;  a  fur  sprig 
of  the  noble  tree  under  the  shelter  of  which 
thi»  borou^  has,  more  than  once,  been  fain  to 
cast  its  fortunes,  and  which  well  repaid  that 
trust ;  isnd  the  only  son  of  one  of  the  warmest 
hearted  men  that  ever  bore  the  rank  of 
Scottish  gentleman  (this  was  well  responded 
ta)  He  was  my  fnend,"  continued  the  old 
man  with  something  of  that  natural  emotion 

\0L.   I.  c 
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which  now  and  then  starts  forth  oo  those  occa* 
sions  of  the  flushed  congress  of  forbearance^ 
to  be  with  graceful  manliness  checked  again — 
and  there  is  much  language  in  a  diecked  tear 
chilling  in  a  proud  man's  eye — ^  he  was  my 
friend/"  continued  the  speaker,  '^  in  days  when 
such  friendship  was  a  staff  and  stay,  and 
throughout  his  life  his  influence  was  alwaya 
ready  to  be  bestowed  on  the  interests  of  this 
borough  ;  all  parties  r^arded  him  as  their 
common  friend,  and  worthily  did  he  maintain 
that  ancient  friendship^  which,  for  centuries 
has  existed  between  the  town  of  Drumleigh,and 
the  knights  of  Woodlee.  We  have  got  his  son 
this  day  for  a  guest,  and  no  guest,  however 
high  Ids  rank,  could  be  half  so  welcome  to  us — 
a  general  election  is  at  hand,  and  this  borough 
can  now  choose  its  own  representative.  I  believe, 
gentlemen,  our  dioice  is  already  made,  (great 
cheering)  and  I  trust  that  I  shall  soon  have, 
in  this  hall,  to  pronounce  Sir  Benault  Falconer 
duly  elected  member  fin:  the  borough  of  Drum- 
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Ugh.  (Load  cheering  agaiiL)  Let  ns,  then,  one 
laiall,  drink  health,  long  life,  and  happiness 
to  Urn.  See,  yon  are  all  charged,  gen-tle-men ! 
Sb  Benanlt  Falconer,  with  three  times 
thecr 

T^  words  were  warmly  responded  to,  and 
tbecheering  made  the  rafters  ring;  the  band 
*nd[  up  ''  The  Braes  of  Woodlee,"  and  when 
it  oeued,  the  jo^ng  baronet  rose,  and  the  room 
WMhuahfid. 

He  was  of  fair  stature,  and  in  the  prime  o( 
youth;  a  high  white  forehead,  a  profile  of 
<inioet  perfect  beauty,  and  a  dark  grey  eye, 
&II9  dear,  and  sensitive,  gave  fine  effect  to  a 
eoDStenance  which  was  thonghtfid  and  intelli- 
gent;  while  the  8inq)I]city  of  dress,  plain  even  in 
tlie  neatness  of  the  costume  which  the  hour 
lequired ;  the  absence  of  all  ornaments,  and  of 
aO  pretension  of  guise,  gave  his  aspect  that 
tone  which  is  not  called  striking,  but  is  £dt  to 
beaa 
He  ifKike;  and  his  voice,  soft,  subduing,  and 
c  3 
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luusicaly  made  the  silence  deeper  that  it  broke 
upon  ;  and  then  warming  as  he  continued,  its 
rich  strength  and  vast  compass  made  it  to  be 
iieartl  above  all  the  cheering  which  his  wordff 
called  forth ;  for  eloquently  he  spoke,  and  with 
the  enthusiasm  of  a  warm  and  passionate  na- 
ture, which,  though  tempered  by  good  taate^ 
and  the  modesty  of  intelligence,  broke  forth 
Jit  times  in  all  the  splendour  of  a  brilliant  fancy 
:in(l  a  burning  heart ;  for,  with  Sir  Henault 
Falconer,  it  was  no  mere  jmrty  term,  that  set 
hini  on  the  people's  side,  he  was  devoted  to  the 
popular  cause  of  the  day ; — and,  perhaps,  in  the 
luiity  of  cliaracteristics,  a  finer  subject  for  a 
picture  of  its  class  could  hardly  have  been 
tbund,  than  in  the  graceful  bearing  of  the 
young  and  manly  speaker,  the  severe  character 
of  the  earnest  groups  around  him,  and  the  old 
hall  with  its  high,  dark»  arches,  and  the  cold, 
musty  fretwork  of  its  oaken  roof,  with  the 
carved  leopards'  heads  looking  fiercely 
dov;n  upon  the  scene ;  while  the  energy,  natu- 
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nd  aad  self-sustained,  of  tbe  young  man's 
words,  shewed  that  in  the  slightest  detail  there 
was  no  assumption  for  effect — and  casting  the 
sabject  from  him  with  the  same  ease  acs  he  had 
taken  it  up,  he  thanked  the  meeting  in  all 
courtesy  for  the  grace  they  gave  him,  and  re- 
sumed his  seat  amid  their  deafening 
cheers. 

Old  men  walked  up  to  his  place  to  shake  his 
liand,  and  the  tumult  of  this,  and  other  homage, 
might  have  disturbed  the  propriety  even  of  a 
t)aDquet  scene,  had  not  Sir  Renault  risen,  and 
in  words  drawn  at  usance  on  the  merits  of 
chief  magistrates,  proposed  the  Provost's 
healtL 

But  as  to  the  other  things  which  were  said 
and  done  on  this  occasion,  are  they  not  all 
duly  chronicled  in  the  *' Drumleigh. Indepen- 
dent**— to  which  the  curious  are  respectfully 
referred ;  it  only  remains  here  to  add,  that  at  a 
somewhat  later  hour.  Sir  Renault  left  the  place, 
accompanied  by  the  Provost,  and  the  greater 
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portion  of  the  gentlemen  who  had  sat  in  the  high 
places  of  the  hall,  from  whom  he  parted  on  the 
flag-stones  before  the  door  of  the  '^  Falcon  Hotel 
and  Posting  house,"  and  retired  to  his  own 
rooms.  And  that,  when  all  was  quiet,  and  the 
white-washed  lobby  was  empty  again,  he  issued 
forth  wrapped  in  his  cloak,  and  passed  under 
the  shadows  of  the  tall  houses  of  the  silent 
Town  Square. 
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CHAPTER  IL 


THE  OLD  BRIDGE. 


The  streets  which  Sir  Benauit  passed  through 
were  quiet  and  deserted,  though  the  moon,  re- 
▼ealiag  the  night,  made  it  nearly  as  light  as 
day;  the  church  dock  struck  eleven  as  he 
passed  under  the  church->yard  wall,  and  the 
lone  sound  struck  out  depressingly  above  the 
mute  head  stones ;  a  stray  dog  went  by,  at  a 
stealthy,  houseless  trot;  and  the  momentary 
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sounds  of  solitary  footsteps  were  heard  whole 
streets  away. 

After  a  walk  of  some  time,  which  took  him 
to  the  most  remote  suburbs  of  the  town,  he 
passed  down  a  narrow  lane  of  mean-looking 
houses,  leading  to  the  river,  then  walked  along 
the  bank,  by  a  rutted  cart-way,  towards  an  an- 
cient bridge. 

On  this  bank  were  one  or  two  cottages, 
somewhat  distant  from  each  other,  having  small 
cabbage  gardens  enclosed  by  turf  walls  from 
the  bare  pasture  ground  amid  which  they 
stood ;  lower  down,  towards  the  stream,  the 
ground  was  shelving,  covered  with  sedges  and 
itifihes,  with  the  water  glistening  through  their 
sodden  greenness ;  and  flat  bottomed  boats 
moored,her6and  there^  at  inlets,  nodding  above 
the  restless  plash  of  the  small  waves  which 
the  **  Bwirr  of  the  current  made  upon  the 
beach. 

The  river  here  was  wide,  well  wooded  on 
the  opposite  side,  although  the  banks  on  this 
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were  bare  and  desolate.     A  short  distance  fur- 
ther down,  the  old  bridge  stood  in  the  moon- 
light, apanmng  the  running  water  with  four 
peaked  arches ;  gaunt  and  hoary,  like  a  slice  of 
6ome  strong  fortalice,  it  branched  with  its  ris- 
ing centre  across  the  open  view  of  the  stream ; 
the  narrow  road  leading  from  it,  and  winding 
«p  the  opposite  hill,  looking  grassy  and  neg- 
lected;  for  lower     down  the    river,   a  new 
bridge,  with  its  broad,  level  road,  had  made  the 
Mcient  bridge  a  deserted  place  even  in  the 
dajtime,  and  now  the  steep  highway  rising 
from  it,  had  its  long,  grey  course  as  desolate  as 
the  sleeping   fields — there  was  no  sound  or 
aght  of  motion  in  all  the  ni^ht,   except  the 
hollow  murmur  of  the  distant  sea-waves,  the 
ripple  of  the  river,  and  the  glitter  of  the  long 
moonbeams. 

And  some  miles  below,  tlirough  the  arches  of 
the  bridge,  the  dun  sands  of  the  glittering  At- 
lantic were  seen,  witb  the  small,  white-topped 
waves  rolling  on  them,  in  that  ceaseless  mur- 
c  6 
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mur>  which,  when  listened  to,  (and  it  is  only 
at  night  that,  in  the  distance,  it  is  heard)  makes 
the  heart  so  sad :  the  banks  from  the  bridge 
to  the  mouth  of  the  stream,  low,  cold,  and  ac* 
customed  to  the  bleak  western  winds,  had  no 
beauty  of  any  kind ;  the  river  flooded  on  its 
fierce  course  between  them,  as  if  anxious  to  join 
the  conflict  of  sea  and  stream  at  "  the  bar,'*  or 
meeting  of  their  opposing  tides,  and  all  about 
in  that  direction  seemed  to  be  a  sort  of  downs, 
the  monotonous  look  of  which  was  broken 
only  by  what  appeared  to  be  a  fishing  village 
at  some  distance  beyond  the  river  mouth,  and 
a  rude  harbour,  before  which  a  few  vessels  of 
light  burden  were  moored,  giving  additional 
repose  to  the  scene,  from  the  perfect  absence 
of  everything  like  life  about  them. 

The  moon  was  getting  low,  her  brightest 
beams  were  pouring  on  the  western  sea,  far 
away  from  the  shore  the  trembling  waters  cast 
up  again  the  boiling  light  of  their  dnj^gljug 
sheen,  but  the  shadows  were  widening  on  the 
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bud,  the  hois  were  fading  into  the  dimness  of 
their  mistSy  snd  the  depths  of  the  valleys  were 
becoming  shrouded,  though  the  moonbeams 
were  playing  on  their  western  sides ;  the  owl, 
iwakened  to  a  new  night,  was  hooting  aloud  in 
hidden  places,  and  the  wind  was  becoming 
heard  in  breezy  murmurs,  as  it  wandered  into 
tiie  solitudes  of  the  nig^ 

Sir  Benault  reached  the  last  cottage  of  the 
stnggling  group.  It  was  at  some  considerable 
distance  from  the  rest,  and  lay  under  the  sha- 
dow of  the  bridge,  on  a  slight  devation  of  the 
huik,  and  within  a  few  feet  of  the  dark, 
oold  water  that  rushed  swiftly  through  the 
arches. 

It  was  very  old;  the  colour  of  the  walls 
resembled  that  of  the  bridge,  and,  had  their 
strength  permitted  the  idea,  might  have  seemed 
of  equal  antiquity;  here  and  there  they 
bulged  a  little,  and  the  ground  lay  unevenly 
anmnd  them ;  grass  and  wall  weeds  grew  be- 
tween the  atones,  the  roof^  covered  with  old 
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thatch.  Imperfectly  preserved  its  original  shape, 
tlie  windows  were  small,  and  irregularly  placed 
and  the  door  was  narrow  and  low. 

The  moon,  as  has  been  said,  was  near  her 
setting,  and  the  shadows  everywhere  were 
very  cold,  but  here  they  had  a  chill  of  sullen 
loneliness  that  resembled  death,  while  the 
dreary  sound  of  the  current,  as  it  mourned  in 
ceaseless  echoes  amid  the  gloomy  arches, 
seemed  to  tell  the  imagination  of  the  sufferings 
of  the  dead. 

There  was  light  w^ithin  the  cottage;  Sir 
Renault  knocked,  and  a  female  voice  bade  him 
enter.  He  did  so,  and  found  a  woman  sitting 
by  the  side  of  the  hearth,  before  which  was 
suspended  a  black  iron  lamp.  A  brazen  faced 
clock  was  ticking  in  the  comer  to  the  sullen 
rushing  of  the  stream  below,  an  oaken  dais 
ran  along  one  side  of  the  room,  on  the  mantel- 
piece there  was  a  small  metal  image  of  our 
Saviour  on  the  cross ;  salmon  spears^  fowling 
pieces  and  other  suspicioas  looking  implemeata 
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of  forbidden  induatry  appeared  in  varioas  parts 
of  the  room,  the  floor  was  earthen,  but  clean 
swept  and  hard  as  stone,  and  a  turf  fire  was 
buming  brightly  notwithstanding  the  lateness 
of  the  hour. 

The  woman  sat  in  aroundarm  chair  of  old 
dark  wood,  near  to  her  hungarosary  of  ebony; 
a  tobacco  pipe  stood  on  the  hearth  bende  her 
bee,  and  a  brindled,  Caithness  cat,  of  the  lai^ 
mountain  breed,  crouched  in  tiger-like  repose 
on  a  "creepie,''or  low  four-legged  stool,  a 
Avourite  fire  front  seat  of  elderly  women  of 
the  Scottish  peasantry. 

The  personal  appearance  of  the  woman, 
whose  accessaries  are  thus  carefully  described, 
was  somewhat  peculiar.  She  was  evidently 
old,  but  her  appearance,  although  it  indicated 
little  loss  of  strength,  had  not  that  hale  look 
which  gives  such  a  pleasing  character  to  the 
aspect  of  age.  The  cheeks  were  deeply  fur- 
rowed, the  eyes  black,  very  bright,  but  hard 
and  dry  like  beads,  the  forehead  was  low  and 
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broad,  and  the  eye-brows  coarse  and  grey. 
The  features  were  nearly  acquillne  and  bore  their 
outline  well,  but  the  lips  were  thin,  the  cheek 
bones  high,  and  the  character  of  the  face 
forbidding. 

Even  her  dress— in  ornaments  at  least — was 
of  an  unusual  kind.  On  one  of  her  skinny 
hands  there  was  a  broad  hoop  of  gold — a  silver 
broach  shaped  like  a  heart  was  on  her  breast, 
a  string  of  large  amber  beads  was  round  her 
throat,  and  a  black  crucifix  edged  with  silver 
hung  at  her  girdle.  She  was  shawlwrapped, 
self-contained  and  fortaliced  in  appearance,  as 
an  old  woman  should  be,  but  there  was  a  glit- 
ter in  the  keen  dark  eyes,  -and  a  malignant 
expresuon  in  the  whole  countenance,  which 
made  it  unpleaaing  and  something  more. 

''  Stand  in  the  light,  Renault  Falconer,"  said 
the  crone,  in  answer  to  the  young  man's  greet- 
ing, aa  she  fixed  her  eyes  on  him;  '<a  £ur 
alipfraetheanldBtodkl  Tour  fitther's  look  and 
the  glance  o'hifl'ee;  the  aame  brent  brow  and 
comely  form  that  he  carried  sae  saudly  in  the 
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blythe  auld  days.     Nae  manrel  his  heart  clung 

tohisainr' 

'^  I  have  been  considered  like  my  mother," 
nid  Sir  Bemult. 

The  woman  laughed  so  strangely,  that  the 
yoong  man  gave  a  look  of  slight  enquiry. 

"  Ye  ken  little  o*  your  mother.  Sir  Renault,** 
muttered  the  crone. 

'^Little  indeed,  Nance;    she  died  when  1 
waa  not  many  weeks  old." 
The  w(Hnan  laughed  again. 
''What  does  thismummcrymean,'* demanded 
Sat  Benault,  **  and  why  have  you  sent  for  me  f 
it  IB  a  late  hour  for  reading  riddles.** 

**  Te  ask  me  why  I  sent  for  you ;  ere  I  an* 
«wer  that,  Benault  Falconer,  I  will  tell  ye 
why  ye  came.  Ye  have  na  forgotten  that  in 
your  father*B  time  the  doors  o*  Woodlee  Ha* 
were  never  shut  to  my  coming;  ye  have  na* 
forgotten  that  your  fother  in  his  proudest 
hours  would  turn  pale,  when  they  tell't  him 
that  Nance  Morton  was  waiting  his  pleasure—* 
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pleasure!*'  and  the  crone  laughed  again  in  the 
same  devilish  way  as  before. 

There  was  something  so  unexpectedly  true 
in  this  to  his  own  unacknowledged  impressions, 
that  the  young  baronet  was  staggered  for  the 
moment  that  the  strange  laugh  struck  liis  ears 
coldly  again. 

"  Renault  Falconer,"  resumed  the  crone, 
"  they  have  this  day  \velcomed  you  to  your 
braid  lands  and  your  proud  place  among  the 
belted  Scottish  knights ;  they  have  walked  at 
your  stirrup  and  hurrahed  at  your  bridle  rein ; 
they  have  set  you  in  high  places  in  the  ha' 
where  your  forbears  have  often  stood,  and 
gi*on  you  honor  as  great  as  theirs,  though 
they  won  it  by  grim  deeds  and  bloody 
wounds,  and  you  by  a  raised  hat  and  a  gentle 
word — it  is  a  fair  time  and  a  lusty  for  the  braw 
baron  o'  Woodlee  P 

"  And  was  it  to  tell  me  all  this,  that  you 
«ent  for  me,  Nance  r 

'*  It  was  to  teU  you  that  the  canker  is  the 
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busiest  where  the  ripening  is  the  readiest,  and 
that  the  heads  highest  carried  fall  the  swiftest 
tothegroimA" 

"  All  that  is  very  true,  or  may  be  very  true, 
Nance ;  but  this  is  not  an  hour  for  wise  saws, 
unless  there  be  better  occasion  for  them 
tlian  I  can  see  at  present ;  and  if  you  wish  me 
to  keep  patience  with  you,  you  will  tell  me  in 
ahorter  words  why  you  have  brought  me 
here." 

The  eyes  of  the  crone  flashed  as  she  an- 
swered— 

''The  need  of  your  patience  will  begin 
when  ye  leave  me,  and  you  and  yours  have 
been  sair  teachers  o'  patience  to  me  and  mine ; 
bat  my  time  is  comiog.  Renault  Falconer,  the 
great  man's  secret  often  falls  to  the  poor  body's 
keeping,  and  the  secret  o'  Woodlee  has  fallen 
to  mine."       ' 

"  And  what  is  this  secret,  Nance  ?" 
"  Ane  that  will  mak'  you  nameless,  landless, 
ud  penniless,  as  the  poorest  herd  that  sits  upon 
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your  brae8>  and  I  shall  live  to  see  it.  I  hac 
felt  the  hard  hand  o'  your  race,  me  and  mine 
hae  felt  it,  but  it's  a  lang  road  that  has  nae 
turning,  and  mine  has  been  a  lang  and  a  weary 
road ;  a  lang  and  a  weary  road,"  muttered  the 
crone  rocking  herself  in  her  chair. 

Sir  Renault  said  nothing. 

"  Aye,"  continued  the  old  woman,  from 
whose  countenance  now  everything  venerable 
had  vanished,  except  the  sharp  lines  which 
make  the  expression  of  malignity  more  rigid 
than  in  younger  faces — '^  I  have  cauld  thanks 
to  gie  the  house  o*  Woodlee.  A  son  banished, 
a  daughter  ruined  and  dead,  a  husband  mur- 
dered before  my  e'en  on  the  cauld  sea  sands — 
and,  in  early  days,  a  father  shot  on  his  ain 
hearthstane,  and  a  mother*— oh,  but  the  curse  o' 
my  heart  was  the  deepest  for  her !— *they  came  to 
her  bit  house  upon  the  hill,  it  was  on  Christmu- 
day,  and  a  merry  time  it  was  F*  continued  the 
crone  laughing  louder  than  before,  ''a  merry 
time,  Sir  Renault ;  it  was  a  fell  day,  the  snow  by 
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deep,  and  the  stifling  drift  was  blawing  ower 
moor  and  braes.  They  took  her  all  I  for 
she  bad  na  paid  her  rent — her  very  bed^  her 
bits  o'  clothes.  They  took  her  wedding  ring 
frae  ber  finger,  the  widow's  wedding  ring  I 
eyerything  that  the  house  held  they  took  awa', 
and  left  OS  there  within  the  bare  walls.  Was 
tttitamerry  Christmas  time!  My  moiher^s 
bean  was  breaking ;  she  went  out  through  the 
drift  and  brought  in  a  stone,  and  sat  upon  it 
Iwbre  the  cauld  hearth,  but  she  spoke  nae 
^*^  The  night  came  on ;  I  was  but  a  lassie 
tben,  and  I  said  that  I  was  hungry  and  cauld. 
9iedrew  me  to  her— I  felt  her  tears  upon  my 
dieek,  I  could  not  see  her  face,  but  ere  lang  I 
Ika^  tbat  she  was  dead.  I  was  but  a  lassie 
^  and  a'  that  mirk  night  I  stood  by  the 
c(^ in  that  harried  house  my  leesome*  lane. 
I  waa  but  a  lassie  then,  but  that  night  made 
oe  in  heart  a  woman  grown,  and  I  lifted  up 
^  Tdce  in  that  lane  hour,  and  cursed  aloud 
^  Falconers  of  Woodlee  T 


v.*  yn   iiic  woiniiii,  had   o 

nvettc'(l  to  wliat  .she  said. 

'*  Look  at  tliat  I"  said  the  crouc, 
with  glittering  eyes  to  the  Popish  ima, 
the  health.     "  I  hae  ken't  the  day  wl 
a  thing  as  that  would  hae  needed  nae 
to  bring  down  hard  measures  on  an 
that  lived  within  a  ten  miles  circuit 
town  o'  Drumleigh,  or  the  House  of  'W 
Jacobite^  Papist,  Erastian,   were    the 
that  broke  down  roof  trees,  and  ruined 
hames — by  an  accursed  law  it  was  dcni< 
as  held  not  wi'  the  kirk  to  meet  on  S 
days,  and  if  shame  spared  bloodshed, 
that  held  the  plough,  and  sons  that  w 
widow's  stay,  were  hurried  awa'  and 
king's  ships,  or  m***  "'•'  "'^^ 
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lee  !  Hanying  and  hounding  since  the  bloody 
'fifteen  and  'forty  five,  they  hae  been  the  will- 
ing instruments  of  God's  judgment  within 
their  bounds." 

^^  But,  Nance,  I  remember  to  have  heard 
flome  of  the  evils  which  you  lay  at  the  Fal- 
coner's door  accounted  for  by  readier  causes. 
Your  father  and  husband,  if  tales  are  true, 
were  smugglers,  and  both,  I  understand,  were 
killed  in  affairs  with  revenue  officers.     Your 
sou  was  banished  the  country  for  a  hundred 
crimes.    Your   daughter  was  ruined,  I  have 
heard,  by  Frank  Logan,  one  of  my  father's 
keepers,  but—" 

''  1  saw  him  commit  murder,  and  hang  on  a 
^we  for  it,"  screamed  the  crone.  "  I  saw  him 
<lo  an  act  that  you  have  benefitted  by,  but  the 

^  comes  when  the  true  man  shall  have  his 

ab." 

"^  I  am  dull  at  reading  riddles,  Nance,  but 
^  ^  the  woman  that  was  harried  on  the  hill. 
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how  comes  that  to  be  laid  to  the  Falconer's 
charge?" 

"  There  I  there !"  shrieked  the  crone,  point- 
ing to  the  image,  "  it  was  that — ^it  was 
because  to  harry  and  oppress  the  innocent, 
whose  fathers  had  fought  against  the  Falconers, 
had  become  a  good  deed,  and  a  boast.  Great 
lords  and  little  lairds  trembled  at  the  name  o' 
the  Knight  o'  Woodlee,  for  fines,  penalties,  and 
death  itsel'  were  buckled  in  his  belt,  and  he 
flang  them  where  he  listed.  No  man  durst 
harbour  a  Catholic  or  Erastian  on  his  lands, 
for  dread  o'  the  hard  riding  Falconers. 
Hamilton  of  Buthlaw  took  God  to  witness,  at 
Drumleigh  Cross,  that  he  never  would  hae 
given  up  my  father's  widow  to  the  law,  but  for 
dread  of  Sir  Allan  Falconer,  and  them  that 
xade  ahint  him,  if  he  kept  a  Papist  on  his 
lands.  He  was  a  doure  man,  your  father^a 
gnmd&ther — and  where  was  the  Falconer  that 
was  na  doore— to  ncas  didnahaud  wi'  them?— 
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and  Iiad  liyed  ower  lang  wi'  the  auld  Whigs,  to 
keo  wliere  the  gate  o'  mercy  lay.  He  had 
kept  hloodhounds  to  hunt  the  Western  Jaco- 
bitefly  and  had  come  ower  baronies  like  a  blast, 
withering,  oppressing,  and  harrying.  Oh,  but 
to  me  and  mine  I  to  me  and  mine  I  what  hae 
the  Falconers  been  I  but  our  time  is  coming, 
Benault  Falconer,  your  father  died  without  a 
JQdt  heir  o*  his  name ;  the  lands  o'  Woodlee 
bekmg  to  your  cousin  Norman  Comyn,  and 
the  title  to  the  winds.    I  saw  the  deed  that 

"  And  what  deed  was  that,  Nance,  if  it  may 
beahortlytold?' 

^  Shortly  and  merrily  may  it  be  told,"  sud 
the  crone,  her  eyes  dancing  with  devilish  light. 
"^  Sit  ye  down,  Renault  Falconer,  and  ye  shall 
^)  this  night,  mair  than  ye  dreamt  o'  when 
the  noon  sun  was  shining  ower  ye.  Ye  hae 
l^ttrd  of  Nell  Rutherford  in  your  early  days  ?" 

*  Sie  was  my  foster-mother — was  she  not  ?** 

^  She  was  mair  I^  sud  the  crone,  with  an- 
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other  Iftugh.     «  They  said  she  was  well  born 
and  gently  bred,  but    grace    comes  not  wi' 
favoured  birth,  nor  good  deeds  wi'  early  tend- 
ing.    They  were  strangers  here ;  her  mother 
lived  at  Larch  Cottage,  near  the  kirk  brig  o' 
Woodlee,  and  after  her  death— I  laid  her  out, 
it  was  the  first  year  o'  my  widowhood — as  Nell 
grew   up  to  be   a  woman,  her  beauty   was 
s|K>kcn  o',  far  and  near.     Your  father  was  a 
young  man  tlien — they  said  he  was  to  be  mar- 
ried to  a  noble  English  leddy,  but  she  was  far 
awu\  and  Xell   was  ane   that  would  set  her 
snooil  at  knight  or  virL   My  leddy  came  hame, 
slio  was  a  bonny  bride,  but  the  mark  o'  death 
was  on   her ;   and   Nelly  pined,   for  she  had 
sinned.     It    was    a    bitter    time  for    her — a 
bitter  time.      I  worked  for  her,  for  I   was 
a  widow,  and  had  lain  a  daughter  in  the  grave. 
I  worked  for  her,  for  I  was  the  poor  widow, 
and  she  was  the  great  man's  light  o*  love.    But 
there  was  shame  to  be  concealed^your  fiither 
gave  her  ready  dower,  and  Frank  Logan  made 
her  hia  wife.    She  was  soon  the  mother  of  a 
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boy,  and  in  a  month  or  twa  my  leddy  died  in 
giving  yoar  father  an  heir.  The  bairn  was 
«ent  to  be  nursed  by  NelL  You  turn  white, 
Sr  Seoault,"  said  the  woman,  fixing  her  glit- 
tering eyes  on  his. 

"  Go  on,  Xance,  let  me  hear  the  end  of  all 
tkifi." 

"  The  end  o'  it  a'  1  it  is  nearer  than  ye  think, 
it  is  nearer  than,  this  night,  ye  will  believe. 
Bat  ye  shall  hear.  I  was  sent  for,  now  and 
tben,  to  work  for  Nell,  to  work  for  the  wife 
0*  the  man  that  had  ruined  my  ain  fatherless 
Iwac ;  but  I  went,  and  my  time  cam".  I  thank 
God  that  nane  who  have  injured  me  or  mine 
"^  We,  in  themselves,  or  in  their  race,  been 
heavily  requited  for  it.  Your  father  banished 
my  boy— it  was  by  his  warrant  that  the  hus- 
"Wdo'my  youth  was  murdered  on  the  sands, 
^  his  house  has  been  the  oppressors  o*  me 
^  nunc  for  langer  than  the  length  o'  man's 
^n  hut  that  house  will  soon  be  sped,  and  I 
■l^  live  to  see  a  stranger  in  the  Ha'  o' Wood- 

▼ou    L  D 
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Ice.  Nay,  never  bend  your  brows,  Renault 
Falconer— but  ye  wouW  hae  me  tell  you  vl\ 
I  worked  for  Xell  now  and  then,  and  saw 
strife  and  discord  in  her  hame.  She  was  sad 
at  heart,  for  her  husband  often  gave  her  bitter 
taunts:  he  turned  to  drinking  and  evil  ways; 
tho  shame-gotten  gold  did  not  prosper  in  his 
hands." 

"  Something  of  all  this  I  have  heard." 
"  It  was  nae  secret  thing.  One  night  Xell 
sent  for  me  to  come  to  her.  She  tel't  me  she 
was  going  out— Heaven  kens  on  what  errand, 
but  out  she  went,  and  I  was  left  wi  the  bairns. 
Nell's  boy  was  ailing  and  I  had  to  tak*  it  frae 
her  knee,  but  it  fretted  itsel'  to  sleep,  and  I 
put  it  to  rest— the  other  bairn  wakened,  and  I 
had  to  raise  it,  and  lay  it  on  my  knee,  as  the 
other  had  been.  It  was  a  dark  winter's  night. 
The  wind  blew  as  if  the  windows  would  burst 
in,  and  the  moans  of  the  trees  o*  Woodlee 
cam'  down  upon  the  sough  o'  the  blast,  till  I 
thought  I  could  hear  words  in  them.     I  ken*t 
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^t  evil  was  abroad  that  night,  as  I  watched 
and  listened  to  the  wind." 

The  woman  paused  a  moment  as  if  following 
the  recollection  of  impressions  which  she  did 
■ot  care  to  express— then  returned — 

"  I  ken't  that  there  was  a  wail  of  blood  in 
the  skirls  that  rose  upon  the  wind,  but  I  made 
the  fire  bum  brighter,  and  the  bairn  slept  in 
peace  upon  my  lap.  Ere  lang  I  felt  drowsiness 
coming  on  me.  I  was  between  sleeping  and 
waking  when  I  heard  the  door  open,  and  saw 
Frank  Logan  come  in.  He  looked  raised  and 
uncanny,  so  I  closed  my  e'en  again  and  seemed 
to  sleep.  He  set  his  heel  on  the  grate  cheek, 
*nd  glancing  at  the  bairn  on  my  knee  cursed 
*^d  ground  his  teeth — but  still  I  seemed  to 
dose.'* 

It  was  marvellous   how   the    woman's   face 

now  lightened  up.      The  eyes  glittered,   the 

hard  features  seemed  to  have  become  flexible 

■gain,  and  the  whole  countenance  had  an  ex- 

D  3 
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prcssion  of  glee  which  it  was  painful  to  look 
upon. 

"  I  hac  heard  mony  a  man  curse  and  swear," 
she  continued,  "  but  I  never  heard  such  curses 
as  I  heard  that  night ;  and  aye  the  burden  o' 
them  was  the  bastard  o'  Woodlee,  tliat  for 
miliar  that  was  now  spent  he  Iiad  made  himsel' 
a  father  o'  shame  to.  *  If  it  were  but  out  o'  my 
siirht,'  he  said — I  heard  him  eav  't — I  was  na 
feared,  no,  no,  no— he  was  a  strong  man,  but 
I  was  na  feared.  *  K  it  were  but  out  o'  my 
sight/  he  said,  *  I  might  yet  ken  a  happy  hour.' 
I  continued  to  dose,  but  I  watched  him  wi^  the 
tail  o'  my  'ee,  for  I  saw  that  my  time  for  re- 
venge was  coming.  I  thought  upon  my  ruined 
lassie  in  Woodlee  kirkyard.  I  thought  upon 
my  mother  in  the  liarried  house,  my  ain  good- 
man  lying  in  blood  upon  the  sands ;  I  thought 
owcr  a'  the  wrongs  to  me  and  mine,  and  I  saw 
that  my  time  was  coming.  I  was  na  feared 
for  aught  he  mi^ht  do  to  me,  no,  no,  no — I 
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continued  to  dose,  but  I  watched  him  like  a 
bwt" 

The  woman  paused  again  for  a  moment  or 
two  as  if  enjoying  these  reminiscences,  then 


"  The  storm  seemed  to  rise  in  strength.  It 
was  the  night  when  frae  the  mouth  o'  Drum- 
1^  water  to  the  Heron  cliff,  a  distance  o' 
twa  score  miles,  the  loss  o'  one  ship  was  within 
fic  distance  o'  that  o^  another,  that  they  that 
ttiTelled  the  sea  road,  on  the  following  days, 
were  neyer  fairly  out  o'  the  sight  o'  wrecks. 
Mony  a  braw  elm  in  Woodlee  Park  was  torn 
fr«e  its  roots  that  night,  and  I  ken't  Nell 
wooldna  leave  the  Ha',  till  the  storm  had  fallen 
<!Bough  to  mak'  the  park  roads  safe.  Ha,  ha, 
ha!  I  could  laugh  at  this,  as  lang  as  ane  might 
play  a  merry  tune.  I  ken't  where  Nell  was, 
^Wgh  Frank  thought  she  was  on  another 
^'wri.  He  lighted  a  long  pipe,  and  began 
to  tmoke,  and  for  a  time  did  naething  else ; 
fcttt  I  aaw  that  his  een  were  growing  brighter 
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and  brighter — till  they  burned  like  living  coaU. 
At  Ijist  lie  turned  and  looked  about  him,  then 
at  nie  -  but  I  neither  spoke  nor  gave  a  sign, 
and  then  looked  at  the  burden  on  my  knee  } 
but  such  a  look  I  I  saw  that  the  devil  had 
entered  into  his  soul — I  thought  I  saw  my 
hir'rfie  turn  in  her  coffin — and  I  heard  the  lang, 
cauld  skirl  o'  the  wind  rise  like  a  screech  o' 
pain  aboun  the  dwallin',  as  he  turned  to  the 
bairn  again.  He  put  the  moutli  o'  his  pipe 
bowl  to  the  face  o'  the  poor  sleeping  thing, 
and  forced  out  a  thick,  stifling  blast !  It 
nearly  struck  me  down,  though  my  face  was 
turned  awa  ;  but  I  bore  it— aye,  I  bore  it  P 
screamed  the  crone.  **  I  could  hae  borne  red 
hot  wires  in  my  eye-balls,  rather  than  hae 
lost  my  revenge.  I  bore  all,  Renault  Fal- 
coner, and  I  got  it — I  got  it — I  got  it !  It 
nearly  struck  me  down,  the  fell  blast  did  ;  but 
I  still  seemed  to  dose.  The  bairn  had  started 
frac  its  sleep — it  was  struggling  for  breath ! 
I  felt    it   fighting   on   my   knee  I*-he  gave 
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another  blast,  another,  another,  and  another  ! 

«8  fiwt  as  I  speak    the  words.      The  bairn 

almost  sprang  frae  my  lap  in  its  death  pangs  ! 

but  it  had  na  breath  to  utter  a  ery ;  its  gasping 
vas  without  a  sound— and  hotter  and  thicker 
<^e  the  blasts — till  my  ain  head  swam,  as  I 
felt  the  bairn  give  its  last  struggle,  and  stretch 
in  stiffened  death  upon  my  knee  I  Oh,  Grod! 
it  was  a  blythe  time  T  screamed  the  crone,  "  a 
'oerry  time  I  a  merry  time !  I  would  hae 
^ced  and  sung,  danced  and  sung,  and  clapped 
my  hands,  and  skirled  louder  than  the 
wini" 

'^It  was  a  cruel  and  inhuman  deed,'^ 
^  Renault,  much  horrified  at  the  re- 
^H  and  in  the  manner  in  which  it  was 
made. 

"  I  had  my  revenge !  the  morsel  of  my  heart  I 
the  thing  I  had  ever  pined  for,  but  ever  knew 
would  come.  I  had  my  revenge !"  continued 
^  crone,  whose  excitement  seemed  to  increase, 
''  for  the  bairn  he  killed,  was  na  the  shame 
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cime  be  on  him !     And  oh,  the  tears  that  late 
•ad  early  were  in  her  bonny  bkck  e'en ! — and 
tbe  cruel  words  I  spak'  to  her  when  her  heart 
waa  breakmg — and  the  bitter  death  she  died, 
«nd  her  dying  prayer  for  him  1    I  had  my  re- 
venge !  and,  had  I  griped  his  beating  heart  in 
my  band,  he  could  na  hae  felt  a  greater  pang 
than  my  words  gave  him,  when  I  set  the  dead 
bttrn,  stark  and  stiff  beside  its   bastard  bro- 
ther on  the  crib,  and    tell'd    him  that   the 
hiim  that  had  died  in  a  fit !  ha,  ha,  ha !  had 
^  ma  fit  P*  screamed  the  crone,  in    such 
ierMi  tones,  that  the  grim  tiger-cat  became 
«wu8ed— «  had  died  in  a  fit !     I  tell't  him  the 
°^  corpse  had  died  in  a  fit !  and  that  I  was 
•■Ificpl  ha,  ha,  ha  I — asleep  1  may  I  be  baffled, 
™*ked,  if  I  slept  one  moment  frae  the  time 
™  drunken  step  struck  upon  my  ears — that  the 
anrdered  bairn  that  had  died  in  a  fit,  ha,  ha, 
"*!  o'  croup  may  be  1  ha,  ha,  ha  I  or  o'  inward 
■P^^nia  may  be !  ha,  ha,  ha  I  or  o'  death  of  the 
"*^  may  be !  ha,  ha,  ha  I — that  the  dead  bairn 
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wjis  the  hc'ir  o'  AVoodlec,  and  I  pointed  to  his 
wife's  bairn  sleeping  sweetly  beside  the  corpse. 
And  there  is  something  in  the  look  o'  death, 
tliou^li  it  be  but  that  o*  a  bairn,  that  mak's  the 
ntrong  man  trail.  I  telFt  him  again,  that  the 
Laird  o'  Woodlee  had  lo«t  his  heir,  and  I 
pointed  to  the  corpse  that  I  had  laid  upon  the 
b(jd.  I  s-aid  that  he  ought  to  bear  a  merry 
heart  that  it  was  the  laird's  bairn,  and  no  his 
ai:i,  that  had  been  sae  suddenly  ta'en  awa' — 
t!iat  Providence  was  kind  to  the  poor  man's 
bairns,  and  spared  their  lives,  when  the  oflF- 
spring  o'  the  great  were  carried  awa' — I  spoke 
o'  my  ain  lassie,  and  telPt  him  how  she  aye  said 
he  had  a  tender  heart,  untU  I  had  maddened 
him,  ha,  ha,  ha !  that  he  ruslied  out  of  tlie  house, 
ha,  ha,  ha  I  and  the  next  morning  they 
found  him — but  I  saw  him  do  the  deed — I  saw 
him  fix  the  cord — ^I  saw  him  !"  screamed  the 
woman,  "  I  saw  him  mak'  the  knot,  I  feared 
the  branch  would  break,  but  it  bore  him— it 
bore  him,  and  I  saw  him  struggling !— for  I 
ook  out  a  lantern  to  sec  him,  and  I  skirled 
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into  iiis  dying  ears  what  I  ken't,  and  what  I 
W  done  I    It  was  a  fearful  night,  and  yet  I 
danced  and  sung,  wi'  the  dead  baun  on  the 
crib,  and  the  dead  man  hanging  on  the  tree.  I 
danced  and  sung,  ha,  ha  I     I  danced  and  sung, 
Benault  Falconer,  ha,  ha,   ha  I     My  curse  on 
jou,  and  yours,   Renault  Falconer,   was  the 
word  I  said  that  night,  and  my  curse  on  you 
•od  yours,  is  the  wish  I  tell  you  now.     Nay, 
Beyer  rise  in   anger,  but  hear  my  story  out. 
Nell  cam'  hame,  and  had  a  merry  welcome  frae 
n»e-but,    though  she   flung  herseP   on    the 
p^md  and  tore  her  hair,  time  calmed  her  sor- 
rowing for  a  husband   she  never  loved — she 
W  now  the  means  o'  providing  for  her  bairn 
""^e  gave  out  that  it  was  her  ain  son  that  had 
died-that  the  bairn  on  her  bosom   was  the 
°^  o'  Woodlie ;  and,  in  due  time,  she  gave  it 
^P  to  its  father  as  his  wedlock  child.     That 
cnfld  ye  are,    Sir   Renault,    and  your  father 
^dl  kent    it   at  last,   but    Nelly's     scheme 
Med  m  fruits  to  her,  for  she  soon  after  dis- 
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ai>pcared,  and  inony  think,  met  an  untimely 
end.  Ye  are  the  son  of  Woodlee,  but  not 
his  heir,  nor  the  bearer  of  liis  name.  The 
lands  belong  to  Norman  Comyn,  your  grand- 
father's sisters  grand-son — the  title  and  the 
auld  name  have  passed  away." 

Sir  Renault  was  staggered  for  a  moment  or 
two.  A  strange  memory  like  that  of  a  dream, 
or  of  something  which  had  been  told  long 
ago  and  long  ago  forgotten,  seemed  to  flash 
upon  his  mind;  but  the  next  instant  its  liglit  was 
gone,  and  he  in  vain  strove  to  give  intelligence 
to  the  effect  which  the  words  tlius  produced 
— but,  quickly  rallying  his  judgment,  his 
whole  feelings  repelled  the  thought  the  mo- 
mentary effect  of  which  now  seemed  to  have 
been  produced  merely  by  its  strangeness— and 
he  asked, 

*'  On  what  authority^  Nance,  am  I  required 
to  believe  all  this?" 

"  Believe  it  1  What  matters  what  ye  be- 
lieve   about   it?     The  time  is  coming  fiiftt 
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wien  beKef  will   be  a  needless  word  on  this 
occasion.    There  are  mair  witnesses  than  me  ; 
some  o'  them  are  far  awa*^  but  they  are  on  the 
road  hame,  and    the    Woodlee  land  and  Ha' 
will  soon  call  another  master.     Your  father 
ken't  a*  this — ^he   had  banished  my  boy^  and 
tried  to  restore  him  to  me,  but  he  had  fled 
frac  the  bondage  land,  and  nane  kent  where  he 
k«d  gone.     I  am  a  withered  trunk — ^the  bonny 
Itnnches  that  sheltered  me  hae  been  torn  firae 
^J  side ;  but,  ere  I  gang  to  my  account,  I  shall 
^  the  race  of  the  Falconers  blotted  out,  as 
*key  have  blotted  out  the  auld  name  my  father 
wre.    And  now,  Benault  Falconer,  gang  back 
to  the  braes   o'  Woodlee,   and  see   if  in  the 
^OTn^s  sun  they  will  look  as  fair  as  when  ye 
l^ft    them     this     day  ;     and    think    at    lie- 
*»ne  times,  o'  auld  Nance  Morton  at  the  Brig- 
end." 

"  Your  tale  then  is  told,  Nance,"  said  Sir 
Benault,  rising  and  throwing  his  cloak  round 
him — "  and  it  was  to  tell  lue  this,  that  you  sent 
former* 
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"  Even  so,  and,  by  leave  o'  grace,  it  has  been 
a  merry  communing." 

"  It  has  been  an  idle  one  on  my  part — but 
good  night,  Nance,  and  till  you  have  better 
^  things  to  tell  me,  don't  send  for  me  to  Bridge- 
End." 

"  Good  night,  Renault  Falconer,  and  merry 
dreams  till  we  meet  again." 

He  passed  out  upon  the  bank.  The  moon  hiid 
set,  and  a  cold  wind  was  blowing  over  the 
river ;  the  sound  of  the  sea  waves  had  risen  to 
a  moaning  roar  that  filled  the  ear  depressingly, 
and  a  white  owl  flitted  across  the  gloomy 
arches  of  the  bridge. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


WOODLEE. 


A  sharp  drive  of  four  miles  brought  Sir  Re- 
nault's carriage  to  the  Woodlee  Park  gate  that 
looked  upon  the  Drumleigh  road.  Midnight 
was  duly  clinked  by  the  Woodlee  parish  church, 
^  the  owls  and  the  tall  dark  trees,  duly 
<^ed  out  from  the^bald  square  spire,  as  it  stood 
^  the  nakedness  of  its  masonry  above  the 
dence  of  the  lonesome  place ;  the  four  hand- 
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some  greys  sped  at  a  journeying  long  trot 
over  the  granite  bridge  that  spanned  the  steep 
banks  of  a  chirping  brook  which  ran  by  the 
church-yard  wall,  and  swelled  out  into  a 
broader  stream  for  swans  to  swim  on  nearer 
the  many  chinmcyed  mansion  that  peeped  in 
the  distance  above  the  thicket  gatherings  of 
the  lofty  woods — for  the  parish  church  was 
within  the  wide  precincts  of  the  outer  grounds 
— the  moon  had  set,  and  yet  it  was  not  dark, 
for  the  country  could  be  seen,  and  there  was 
no  gloom  in  the  dimness  of  the  suuuner 
night;  for  though  so  deep  that  the  face  of 
known  places  was  changed,  it  was  genial 
of  the  spirit  of  the  hour,  and  came  on  the 
senses  kindly. 

The  farm  dog*s  surly  bark  and  the  lonely 
bay  of  distant  answers,  fitful  in  silence  and 
sudden  minglings,  shewed  by  their  clearness 
the  absence  of  other  sounds,  as  the  four  grey 
horses  trotted  hastily  over  the  smooth  park 
road,  duly  railed  in  from  the  silent  trees,  and 
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tbe  carriage  bowled  rapidly  along  the  sylvan 

^i^uMliogSy  now  and  then   as  it    passed  over 

other  bridges    subduing  the  cold  tinklings  of 

tbe  brook;  until,  at  length,  an   open   sweep 

n^e  the  sound  of  the  carriage  wheels  fainter, 

aa  a  gravelled  pathway,  as  broad  as  a  military 

road,  skirting  a  wide  bosoming  lawn,  shewed 

the  faint  hght  better  by  the  absence  of  shade, 

Md  a  large  irregular  building,  flanked  by  dark 

nwMes  of   wood,   appeared   as  the   goal    the 

Iwrsea  were   trotting  for,   looking   as  if   too 

proud    to     care     for     who     went     or    who 

came. 

Lights  moved — ^the  great  door  opened,  and 
Sr  Renault  entered  the  halL 

"  Jlr.  Norman  Comyn,  your  cousin,  sir,  is  in 
the  maple,**  said  the  grey-haired  servant,  who 
c«nie  with  lights  to  meet  him. 

Sir  Renault  started,  as  if  he  had  received  a 
stab. 

"  He  arrived  about  nine  o'clock  in  a  post 
<^^^  and  a  bonny  time  he  has  kept  it  sin'  he 
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cam'.  The  clayrit  o'  the  wast  cellar,  laigh  bine, 
was  na  good  enough  for  him — he  behoved  to 
hae  the  Margaux,  vintage,  fifteen  and  now  he's 
hard  at  a  Barbary  pipe.  The  tapestry — it  has  a 
l>ower  o'  handing  smells — the  tapestry  will  be 
rile  wi'  tobacca  for  the  next  twa  generations. 
In  the  maple,  sir,  there's  a  fire  in  the 
cedar  parlour,  if  ye  like  it  better — tliis  «iray, 
sir." 

"  Comyn !"  exclaimed  Sir  Renault,  taking  his 
cousin's  hand,  as  the  latter  started  up  from  a 
richly  covered  easy  chair,  in  the  tall,  panelled 
room. 

"  Ah,  Falconer !"  replied  the  other,  returning 
the  clasp ;  "  how  long  you  have  stayed  with 
those  people  of  Drumleigh !  You  didn't  expect 
to  see  mc  on  your  return — ^but  how  are  you, 
after  all  the  honors?" 

^'  You  had  used  to  be  a  philosopher,  Nor- 
man,"  answered  Sir  Renault,  taking  off  his 
cloak ;  "  and  to  hold  it  a  proverb,  that  honor 
was  a  mere  scutdieon." 
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"  Not  a  bit  of  it,  Renault  Honor  is  no 
niore  a  mere  scutcheon,  than  life  is  a  mere 
church-yard  sculL  Were  there  not  a  vast 
reality  in  life,  there  would  be  none  at  all  in 
death;  and  were  there  not  a  living  glory  in 
gKMi  deeds,  there  would  be  no  such  things  as 
cKQtcheons.  Have  you  seen  Lady  Glenmore, 
«bcc  you  came  down  ?" 

**  No,  I  have  not.  I  am  glad  you  have 
>  fire  here.  I  am  chilly ;  don't  you  feel 
tor 

"Chilly!  this  room  is  as  warm  as  punch. 
But  have  you  quarrelled  with  anybody,  Fal- 
woer  ?  You  look  as  if  you  were  going  to  fight 
^dnel,  or  had  gambled  deeply,  or  had  seen  a 
^K^  And  talking  of  ghosts,  I  was  saluted, 
like  a  second  Macbeth,  by  a  witch,  or  a  mad 
woman,  or  some  such  troubled  spirit,  near  the 
chuieh  bridge,  predicting  that  I  should  one  day 
he  the  Baron  of  Woodlee — so  you  see,  Renault, 
I  have  an  interest  in  your  state  of  health.  But 
what  db»  ail  you  7^ 
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"  I  am  very  weU,**  said  Sir  Benault^  pourin^^ 
out  a  glass  of  claret ;  "  and  yet,  though  I  fee^- 
the  blood  running  cold  in  all  my  limbs,  my"^ 
forehead  is  hot,  and  my  throat  parched.  Your  ^ 
good  health,  Comyn — just  touch  the  bell,  and  ^ 
let  us  have  more  claret.  It's  a  good  wine  to 
dream  uiKvn." 

'^  So  it  is,  but  I  can  dream  on  anything. 
Malt,  sir,  and  a  mcershaum,  after  all,  are  ge- 
nuine blessings  of  civilization  to  a  man,  who, 
being  anything  of  a  philosopher,  cannot  get^ 
choicer  wares.  Light  your  Turkish  tube,  my 
friend,  and  let  us  muse  on  life's  vicissitudes. 
And  you  are  to  go  to  Parliament  with 
your  borough  on  your  back  —  that  rascally 
butler!" 

"  More  claret,  Carr." 

'^  The  Sunt  Julien  in  the  wast  bin?— it  is  a 
choice  wine." 

*'  This  claret  is  very  good.  I  know 
nothing  of  the  bins.  Is  the  St.  Julien  bet* 
ter?" 
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ens  to  be  execrable,"  said  Comjn^ 
%btiiig  Iiis  meenhaimi. 
"Bring  us  more  of   what  we  have  been 


"  Clavrit  is  cauld  on  the  stammack  at  night. 
Wad  na  ye  like  some  o*  the  anld  port  ? 
there  is  a  power  o'  choice  port  in  the  south 
cellar;  or  a  drap  speerits  and  water;  or 
wme  o'  the  strong  yill,  in  silver  tan- 
karis-." 

"  Or  a  little  spring  water  in  pure  crystal,** 
nid  Comyn,  removing  his  pipe,  and  looking 
cnriously  at  the  old  butler  through  the 
nwke. 

"Spring  water,"  Maister  Comyn,  I  aince 
•^^  a  great  man  say — and  that  was  the 
"Mortal  Chatham,  when  he  was  here  on  a 
^C€8it  to  your  worthy  grandfather,  Sir  Re 
'^t-'he  lay  in  the  gilt  damask;  he  was  a 
'derate  man,  a  wonderfu'  mo-derate  man« 
water,  Carr,^   said  he  to  me,  *  spring 
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water    was  Adam's  wine.'      I  had  heard  the 
remark  before,  but " 

"  Go  away  and  get  us  more  claret,"  said  his 
master. 

"  Oil  aye,  oh  aye,"  muttered  the  old  man 
retiring,  *'  but  there's  nae  aboun  twa  score 
dizzen  left  o'  the  Margaux,  and  its  waistry  to 
drink  it  ower  tobacco  pipes,  the  flawvour  is 
lost  and  thrown  awa.     Choice  Margaux  !** 

"  And  now,"  resumed  Comyn,  gracefully 
holding  his  well  lighted  meershaum  between 
his  thumb  and  finger,  with  his  elbow  on  his 
knee.  "  I  must  tell  you  what  has  brought  me 
down  to  Scotland.  The  wind  has  passed  over 
me.  Falconer,  and  barring  the  innate  gifts  of  Pro- 
^-idence,  I  am  a  ruined  man.  And  these  gifts 
are  quite  of  an  elementary  kind — they  are 
simply  a  passable  appearance  (  the  speaker 
was  a  young  man,  but  of  later  youth,  some 
what  about  thirty,  as  it  seemed,  of  hand- 
some features  which  were  also  intellectual^ 
and    had    the    character    of    race— the  eyes 
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were  bright  and  keen,  the  mouth  sensual  but 
well  cut,  and  the  teeth  as  white  as  snow — he 
was  of  middle  stature,  but  was  shrewdly 
shaped  and  well)  the  birth  and  education  of 

•  gentleman,  a  cool  head,  an  exquisite  appre- 
ciation of  animal  comforts,  a  heart  at  peace 
with  my  own  judgment,  and  a  sharp  intelli- 
gence, which  is  moreover  quickened  by  a  con- 
fiderable  knowledge  of  the  world.  And  I 
Blight  add  to  these,  a  constitutional  courage, 
were  it  not  a  quality  shared  with  the  brutes, 
and  too  common  to  be  distinctive ;    yet  it  is 

*  good  thing  as  a  personal  matter  for  all  that, 
for  it  keeps  much  irksome  self-punishment 
»^ay;  and  I  thank  God  that  I  never  feel  till  I 
^  hit.  Do  I  get  prosy  Coz  ? — for  I  have  been 
^one  all  the  evening." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,  but  I  am  curious  to  know 
^nat  you  are  driving  at." 

**  Sweet  friend,  I  am  not  driving  at  any- 
thing, I  am  being  driven,  and  a  sharp  matter 
'^  set  in  my  handling,  and  that  is  neither  more 
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nor  less  than  my  peace,  comfort,  and  happi- 
ness on  earth.  I  had  a  bad  hand  when  I  be- 
gan life's  hazard— I  played  it  well,  I  verily 
believe,  but  the  honors  told  against  me.  And 
now  I  am  getting  old." 

"01d,Comyn!" 

"  Old,  in  the  possession  of  youth  as  a  com- 
modity. I  am  gibing  the  heels  of  thirty — a 
shrewd  time,  let  me  tell  you,  young  man,  who 
are  seven  years  my  junior,  aye,  a  very  shrewd 
time  of  life  is  the  heart's  incisive  record  of 
thirty  calendar  years.  Bright  hopes,  the  best 
and  brightest  hopes  are  then  extinguished  if 
delayed,  the  question  is  changed  from  "  what 
I  may  be,"  to  "  wluit  I  am.''  Thirty !  it  is 
a  time  of  life  for  luxury  and  peace,  a  period 
when  the  senses  of  enjoyment  are  most  crav- 
ing, ^-igorous  and  ripe;  it  is  the  very  apex 
of  the  period  of  all  the  enjoyment  which 
the  world  can  give — there  is  no  fooling  with 
one's  destiny  then;  the  hazard  has  been 
played,    it  is   a  reckoning   time— the   shine 
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tf  hope  18  taken  off — ^there  is  less  of  a  wish 

for  hmrdous  climbing,  than  of  a  desire  to 

'^  the  fall-^lo   hedge,   or  ride  easy;  to 

W  pleasure  with  the  qmiet  of  a  connoisseur; 

to  minister    to    the  senses — for  the   cuisiney 

the  wine  cellar,  the  voluptuousness  of  sexual 

h)ye,  with   all   its   idealization  gone   except 

tudi  as  ministers  to  this  voluptuousness,  these, 

tod  other  omilar   matters,  at  this  period  of 

Gfe,  hold    a    higher   rank   in  the   affections 

than  one  cares  to  avow.     At  thirty  years  of 

tge,  a  man  feels,  as  the  sailors  say,  that  the 

BBore  he   enjoys  himself,  the  more  he  gains 

hy  the  voyage — ^for  the  venture  of  life  is  a 

Operate  one,  and   cold   is   the   harbour   for 

whiA  we  steer.     Do  you  know  that  a  bad 

^er  frets   me,  and  almost  makes  me   feel 

that!  have  lost  a  day  T 

**  Yon  must  exaggerajte  your  own  feelings 
to  yonrself,  Comyn." 

^  I  am  an  older  man  than  you.  Falconer— 
^9  hear  me,    I  don't  say  that  I  am   more 
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highly  gifted  with  intellect,  far  from  it>  but 
you  know  turtle  get  fat  in  casks  with  nothing 
but  pure  water  about  them,  and  so  men  learn 
wisdom,  by  simply  living.  The  atmosphere 
of  time  is  filled  with  intelligence.  I  tell 
you  what  it  is.  Falconer;  I  am  thoroughly 
convinced  that  the  pleasures  of  youth  arc  only 
what  Franklin,  that  timber  minded  craftsman 
of  industrial  cheerfulness,  what  Benjamin 
Franklin  calls  the  art  of  procuring  pleasant 
dreams ;  but  thirty  years  of  age  is  a  season 
of  wakefulness,  when  the  energies  are  to  be 
nursed,  and  not  set  to  draw  great  loads — ^it  is 
the  time  of  life  for  the  enjoyment  which  youth 
takes  its  trouble  for — for  no  young  man  feel* 
any  lively  interest  in  what  he  may  be  when 
his  hair  is  grey ;  thirty  is  a  time  of  day  too 
late  to  sacrifice  the  present  for  the  future  at ; 
a  period  greedy  of  enjoyment,  and  of  impa- 
tience of  waiting  longer.  Bat  here  comes  the 
butler  I  and  the  dog  has  had  the  forethought 
to  mull  one  of  the  bottles." 
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"In for  a  penny,  in. ' foe. f^ pound,  Maieter 

Coffljn;  I  hae  a  kind. o' r^ipect  for  the  auld 

iuoo'Mugaux,   for  there  was  a  celebrated 

Bsn, apenon  one  does  najsee  eyery  dayr^' 

'^  Pat  down  the  wine  and  go  away/'  sqid  hU 

*'  Uj  lord  ChathamfT,  continued  the.i.  butler 
pattiiig  down  the  wine,  ^^neyet'  would  drink 
but  0*  this  bin,  he  destroyed  the  wine  wi  de- 
lotin'  it  wi'  water,  and  I  made  bold  to  teU  him 
^  but  Carr,  said  1^^  pure  w.«ter  was  Adam*6 
^e.  I  have  heard  the  same,  ^thing  said,  be- 
fore, but  never  by  a  lord  o*  parliament";  •   T- 

""Well,  well,  Carr,  gOrdown  stairs,?  t^^^his 
nuster. 

'TQ  just  sort    up  thci-fire  first.    Aye  it 

^d  be  a  good  change. frae  i<9e  talk  to  hear 

^  that  my  lord  said.     There's  lords  enough 

^omg  us.  Heaven  kens,,  and  a  4ne  set  they 

ve,  but  never  in  my  lang  life  hae  I  seen  what 

I  Would  ca'  a  lord  o'  public  bizziness,  sae  simple 

^  moderate  in  his  ways.     Keep  the  flagon 
3  B 
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mair  to  the  perpendicular^  Sir  Renault ;  it 
spoils  wine  to  pour  it  that  gate — and  it's  choice 
Margaux.** 

^'  Gro  down  stairs,  Carr,  and  let  us  be 
alone." 

**  Oh  aye,  oh  aye ;  its  a  cauld  walk  by  the 
lung  gallery,  and  ye  hae  a  bonny  fire  here.  Ye 
had  braw  doings  at  Drumleigh  this  day.  Sir 
Renault." 

'^  I  wonder  how  you  can  endure  that  old 
rascal,"  said  Comyn  re-lighting  his  pipe. 

Renault  emptied  his  silver  cup  in  silence, 
for  he  was  far  from  being  attentive  to  what 
was  passing  in  his  presence. 

**  Rascal  is  a  ready  word,  and  has  a  ready 
answer  to  it,  Master  Comyn,  but  I'm  no'  a 
man  to  lose  my  temper  at  the  idle  words  o' 
boys.  Sir  Renault  has  to  be  at  Cuickglen 
the  mom,  and  it's  high  time  that  he  gaed  to 
bed." 

'*  Don't  stand  prosing  there  any  longer^  Carr," 
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ttid  iiifl  master  impatiently,   '^  go  away,  we 
wkh  to  be  alone." 

The  butler  went  to  the  table,  and  began  to 

poor  the  wine  into  the  cupa     **  That's  the  way 

to  hand  the  flagon.  Sir  Renault,  the  movement 

u  in  die  wrifit,  and  not  in  the  elbow.      Keep 

the  bottom  steady,  raise  it  gently  firae  the 

horizontal,  this  way ;  ye  see  the  wine  runs  as 

V^  as  ruby  stone.    Fine  doings,  gran'  doings 

St  Dromleigh  this  day,  as  they  tell  me.     They 

^7  7^  are  to  gang  up  to  parliament — a  bonny 

thing  that  would  be,  and  you  hardly  weel  back 

to  your  estate.     I  should  like  to  ken  wha's  to 

P*7  7our  ezpences  if  ye  gang  your  ways  to 

the  Lonnon  Parliament.     There  will  be  a  nice 

^^Uing  o'the  auld  trees;  I  think  I  hear  the 

xes  already  ringing  the  prodigal's  bells  in 

h^7  Woodlee  park;  but  my  hope  is  that  ye 

h*ve  never  been  sae  far  left  to  yoursel*  as 

^  promise  to  gang  to  parliament  for  the  folk 

o'Drumleigh." 

''  YovL  must  go  down  stairs,  Carr,"  said  his 
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master^    in  a  tone  that  shewed  he  was    in 
earnest. 

*^  You'll  no'  then  just  satisfy  me,  if  ye  are 
raelly  sac  soon  to  turn  your  back  on  the  auld 
house  or  no?'* 

"  My  plans  are  very  undecided — now,  go 
away,"  said  his  master,  very  impatiently,  for  he 
saw  that  the  butler  was  going  to  frame  another 
remonstrance. 

"  It's  high  time  that  ye  should  gang  to  bed," 
said  the  old  man  in  return.  ^' It's  amang  the 
sma'  hours.  And  there  has  been  that  auld 
cummer,  Nance  Morton,  haunting  the  house 
again — it  bodes  ill  where  she  sets  her  foot.— 
There's  another  quean  by  the  kirk-yard  brig 
nae  mickle  better,  and  they  hae  been  hauding 
high  resort,  and  brewing  mischief,  I'sc  be  bul 
-^I'se  kent  the  day  that  sic  like  carlings  would 
hae  been  burnt  for  witches— as  witches  they 
undootedly  are.  I  hae  two  or  three  other  things 
to  tell  you.  Sir  Renault,  if  you  could  spore 
me  an  orra  time.** 
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**  TcHDorrow,  Carr,  I  ehall  hear  anything 
you  hare  got  to  say.  Go  away  now,  and  don't 
annoy  as  any  more." 

*Weel,  weel,  weel,  I  wish  your  honours 
baith  good  rest  There's  nae  need  to  keep  the 
hoofie  langer  up  I  trow ;  Fm  ga'en  to  my  ain 
bed,  and  if  ye  want  me  ye  need  na  ring,  for 
Fm  oat  o'  the  hearing  o'  bells.  And,**  con- 
tmaed  the  old  man  muttering  as  he  went  to- 
wards the  door,  ^'diel  a  drap  mair  o'  the  auld 
Margaax  shall  ye  getT 

"  How  few  men  of  your  age  can  compare  lots 
with  you.  Falconer  I    The  heir  of  a  fine  old 
name,  the  possessor  of  one  of  the  oldest  ba- 
ronetcies in  Britain  ;  of  a  magnificent  estate — 
tbc  timber  on  your  park  is  a  fortune  in  itself — 
bnndaome,  acoomplished— nay,  hear  me,  I  am 
^ealdng    of   gifts— handsome,    accomplished, 
talented,  and  young  ;  if  the  good  things  of  this 
life  can  give  pleasure,  by  few  will  it  be  ex- 


Fiilcoiicr  said  notliiiiLT,  but  si 
eyes  iixed  upon  the  fire. 

"  Now   what  is  my   conditii 
Comyn,   "  nearly   thirty,   withi 
profession,   getting  towards  mi< 
nothing  I  can  call  my  own^  bui 
bloom  of  youth  gone,  and  no  fru 
—I  have  lost  all  my  enthusiasn 
comfortable   income  would  give  i 
tious  thoughts — all  aspirations  ai 
greatness.    I  am  becoming  selfish 
on  others,   and  sluggish  in  calk 
Do  you  know,  I  am  getting  f<Mid  ( 
sayings,  and  the   small  wisdom 
words  ?      I  could   write  you  a  I 
thegms  as  wi-'*  —   ' 
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''If  it  be  not  a  true  picture  of  lifetime  at 
"^h  it  IB  a  correct  one  of  myself— the 
*^e  of  bloflsoming  is  past;  it  may  be,  other 
^en  at  my  age  gather  fruit,  but  what  is 
'^e?  a  tamarind  stone,  aye  a  tamarind 
'^I  a  smooth  surface,  but  all  below  bitter 
^  bad !    Let  us  drink  more  wine." 

They  filled  the  silver  cups  to  the 
brim. 

"What  a  thing  life  is,"  said  Comyn,  fall- 
ing back  in  his  chair;  **  had  it  but  breathing 
times,  it  might  be  better;  but  it  has  no 
breathing  times.  It  is,  indeed,  a  journey, 
^  sharp  travelling  too.  Old  Time  does 
Dot  even  wait  to  change  horses — there  is  no 
gsttii^  cot  of  his  car  to  rest  awhile— to  sit  and 
^  about  us.  We  are  on  a  headlong  course,  and 
>U  that  we  can  do  is  to  hold  on  and  try  to  whistle! 
^Tast  vehicle  will  not  even  wait  a  moment  at 
oar  journey's  end  ;  it  throws  us  off  into  dark- 
le*; others  take  our  places — faugh !" 

"What  has  brought   all  these  gloomy  re 


^o^^*"         ,ouTf«i^*^**'    \  .ours--    ^<^\ 
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I  am  u  nearly  gravelled  as  a  man  can  be^  and 
yoQ  are  mounting  the  ladder  with  the  steps 
cuabioned  for  you ;  and  yet  we  sit  together  here 
like  men  who  meet  on  equal  terms  P 

^  Yon  say  you  are  pressed  in  circumstances, 
Comyn ;  that,  many  a  man  is ;  but,  if  your 
fortune  is  exhausted,  you  have  ready  ways  of 
wcruiting  it— you  have  many  friends.  Of  my 
^i  I  need  not  repeat  what  on  this  subject  I 
havcever  said ;  nor  will  I  take  this  opportunity 
tf  reproaching  you  for  the  little  good  which  I 
have  been  permitted,  by  your  sensitiveness,  to 
*>yoiu  I  repeat,  that  ^if  your  fortune  is  ex- 
'''UBted,  you  have  many  friends^  and  that,  if 
yoo  had  none  but  myself—" 

**I  should  tire  you  out,"  interposed  the  other, 
drily. 

^  As  you  like  to  say  it,  Comyn,  so  let  it  be ; 
bat  jou  were  the  patron  of  my  boyhood,  and 
when  I  grew  up   to  be  a  young  man,  like 

you^" 

^  Nay,  nay.  Falconer  ;  don't  let  us  speak  of 


....   .,  ,<.v    vii    uicjr  own  Tl;itt< 
tun  -    taken   when  wa'V  yonni:: — tbi 
strange,  Falconer,    is   it    not  ?  that 
family  have  a  passion  for  thinking 
fore-fathera  were  tyrants^  freebooter 
likc^  rather  than  worthy  men ;  so  ha 
XLSy  in  manhood,  a  wish  to  believe,  th 
life,  we  were  anything  but  good  boys, 
knew  a  man  yet  who  was  not  pro 
ferocity  of  his  ancestors,  and  the  d 
his  early  d^ws — just  as  all  old  gentl 
vain  of  being  considered  to  have  beer 
their  youth.     To  give  virtue  zest,   i 
that  it  is  not  low  spirited,  it  i»  alway 
necessary  to  represent  peace  of  days 
edition  of  the  prodigal  son.     Now,  1 1 
a  proiMiral  ann   anA  T  «« — •■  '-•" 
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^thiiig  else  will  do.      I  have  come  down  to 
^"^^<)tland  as  a /nir  oZfer -^the  commodity  I  am  in 
^*nt  of,  18  in  Dromleigh  Town." 
"  Tcra  surprise  me,  Comjm," 
**  Aye,  and  I  am  surprised  myself.    When 
^^=^^ige  the  Fourth  was  dying,  he  called  out, 
^7  God !  this  is  death  T  and  when  I  am  being 
^^^3smed,  I  have  no  doubt  my  sensations,  at  the 
^^Meoua  reality  of  my  situation,  will  be  very 
similar  to  those  of  the  king.     But  let  us  fill  our 
^ps,  for  death  and  marriage  are  neither  of 
tiiem  very  cheerftil  subjects." 
They  did  so. 

''I  remember  this  old  room  so  well,*"  said 
Comyn,  looking  round  the  apartment  while  he 
)dd  the  shining  cup  in  his  hand.  ^^  That  is 
the  portrait  of  your  mother,  is  it  not?  IIow 
pile  you  get  at  times !  Falconer.  Aye,  I  recoi- 
ls you  as  a  boy  in  this  very  room.  And,  I 
Agoing  to  say,  when  I  broke  the  thread  of 
®7  diflcouTse,  that  as  a  boy,  you  held  me  in 
•«nc  respect,  because    I  taught  you  many 
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things  which  you  had  not  previously  known;  but 
that  as  a  man^  we  never  put  our  horses  well  toge- 
ther; yet  for  all  that  we  have  been  good 
friend?.  I  have  had  many  friends,"  continued 
Comyn,  musing,  "  but  I  have  borrowed  money 
of  them.  Kay,  listen  to  me,  kinsman  and 
knight — borrowing  in  friendship  is  like  a  for- 
lorn hope  in  war ;  there  is  many  a  man  fit  to  be 
a  good  soldier,  if  you  don't  send  him  on  a  for- 
lorn hope,  and  many  a  man  well-fitted  for 
friendship,  if  you  don't  borrow  money  of  him.** 

"  Comyn,  I  am  surprised  to  hear  you  speak 
in  a  strain  like  this.  You  surely  cannot  fancy 
that  it  is  no  gratification  to  the  friend  who 
happens  to  be  the  richer  one,  to  be  able  to  give 
pleasure  or  peace  to—" 

*'l  understand  aU  this,  and  that  in  some 
cases  the  obligation  is  removed  from  the  re- 
cipient to  the  donor ;  but  that  is  not  what  we 
are  justified  in  calling  a  conmion  case.  In 
the  instance  of  yourself,  perhaps,  it  may  be ;  for. 
Falconer,  I  have  first  andlaat  borrowed  conm- 
derable  sums  of  yoa— ** 
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'^  Wliat  has  taken  possession  of  you.  Corny n^ 
that  you  continue  this  broken  talk  T 

^  Jiut  hear  me.  If  there  was  nothing  but 
matter  of  courtesy  in  borrowing  and  lending, 
no  gentleman  would  ever  be  much  richer  or 
poorer  than  another^  and  like  Indian  septs, 
circles  of  firiends  would  have  everything  in 
common.  But  that  is  out  of  the  question,  andj 
therefore,  there  is  no  necessity  for  me  shirking 
the  tme  narration  of  my  own  case.  I  tell  you 
then,  Falconer,  that  I  have  had  friends,  but  I 
haye borrowed  money  of  them — egad!  nearly 
of  them  all,  except  of  such  as  have  refused  to 
lend  me." 
**  Comyn,  I  really  cannot  see  what — " 
''Hear  me,  Benault,  you  are  warm-hearted 
hj  nature,  and  only  know  life  with  a  piirse  in 
your  pocket ;  but  I  have  known  life  in  its  re- 
I^on  to  the  purses  of  other  men.  I  have  had 
lending  friends ;  I  paid  no  man  anything,  and 
7ct  insisted  that  we  should  love  one  another ; 
^)  when  I  had  money,  I  employed  it  for  imme* 


bllity  of  iii:ri£rtmg  on  thciu ;  they 
currud  by   the  chances  ul'  a  wii?li 
by    the    worthiness  of  a  wi^h    t( 
I  lost  my  own  respect.     I  shrank 
pondencc.     I  had  become  a  commo 
a  num  full  of  promises^  resting  on  1 
feather  might  have  turned — 1  began 
when  men  lent  me  money,  they  fell 
that  they  were  making  a  gift  of  it- 
becoming  a  pauper  on  my  order  uph 
in  my  place  —and  no  torture  of  heai 
animalgratifications  become  paramou 
ture  of  heart  has  so  keen  a  sting ;  n< 
Death  and  woe,  and  all  that,  are  dr< 
stupifying  things  ;  but  caste  holds 
even  at  funerals,  and  grief   in    hi 
has  its  sincerity  Bootlied,  by  the  subtle  I 
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"^  Nothing  that  has  come  suddenly.    I  have 

^^1  off  the  thing  firom  my  mind,  from  time  to 

^^"^He,  thia  marrying — this  moral  strait  waist- 

^•t— it  is  an  abominable  thing  to  be  compelled 

'  iQtny^  as  Sergeant  Thin    was  compelled 

» die,  when  he  was  not  the  least  in  the  mood ; 

^^icn  there  is  no  passion  to  blind  our  progress 

""""^but  to  buy  a  ring  and  become  domestic  when 

^lere  is  no  yearning  that  way — and  yet  I  say 

^^%lji  for  domestic  happiness  is  the  load- 

^  of  the  sweetest  hopes   in  the  heart  of 

Qtto— but  it  should  be  stimulated  into  produc- 

^  by  love's  abandonment,  and  not  by  a  know- 

Wge  of  dowry  in  the  three  per  cents — 1  have  put 

the  thing  off  my  mind  from  time  to  time,  but  it 

WQa*tdoany  longer.  I  must  marry.  Had  I  taken 

eirlier  time  to  look  about  me,  I  might  have  done 

better  than  wed  myself  to  such  obscurity  as  I 

<^template.    But  I  must  remember  my  ne- 

ceadtiesy  and  twenty  thousand  pounds  on  a 

ouniage  day,  and,  as  some  say,  thirty  thousand 

more  on  the  father  s  death,  are  not  so  bad  for  a 
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man  who  is  stumped-  for  I  don't  think  that  I 
soiild  squeeze  another  hundred  pounds  out  of 
all  that  belongs  to  me.  So  coz,  I  have  come 
down  to  Scotland  to  get  twenty  thousand 
pounds,  and  a  wife." 

«  And  who  is  the  lady  ?" 

"  Lilly  Bamsay,  as  they  call  her ;  Miss 
Lilias  Ramsay,  sir-.-Provost  Ramsay's  daughter. 
I  met  her  some  twelve  months  ago  at  Ramsay 
of  Braesides — the  lassie  is  of  good  kin — I  saw 
that  I  pleased  her — some  one  told  me  that  she 
would  one  day  have  half  a  plum,  so  I  paid 
court  to  the  girl,  who,  after  all,  is  pretty  and 
accomplished  enough,  even  for  a  man  who 
might  have  happened  to  have  a  choice  in  the 
matter.  The  Provost  bears  favour  to  my 
race,  and,  I  understand,  gives  twenty  thousand 
pounds  on  his  **  dochters"  marriage  day. 
Now,  with  that  sum  I  may  carry  on  the  war 
pretty  well  till  better  times  cpme." 

"  But  the  girl — ^have  you  asked  her  yet — 
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bsve  you  corresponded— or  is  she  aware  at  all 

of  your  intentions  ?" 

"  I  have  neither  asked  her,  nor  corresponded 

with  her,  nor  is  she  aware  of  my  intentions ; 

\>ut  I  have  reason  to  think  the  poor  thing  has 

given  me  her  hearts     She  is  young,  fond,  and 

Tdying — wants  somebody  to  love  her,  as  much 

tfl  I  want  twenty  thousand    pounds.       The 

Micros  condition  in  life  might  be  an  objection 

to  soDie,  and  I  don*t  much  like  it  myself,  but 

meatUas — as  the  Latin  grammar  says,  has  no 

'•w,  or  rather  is  a  law  unto  itself;  the  only  law 

tW  u  never  broken.     I  have  no  time  to  do 

better;  I  have  not  any  other  golden  opportu- 

%.    I  shall  get  caged  if  I  don  t  make  quick 

"  Don't  let  the  fear  of  that,  make  you  com- 
promiae  yourself  so  seriously  as  you  seem  to 
owwider  this  marriage  will  do.    You  know 

that  I "" 

**  Have  always  been  ready  and  willing  to 
send  me    cheeks  on  Drummond's;    but  my 
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friend,  money  that  lays  one  under  such  serious 
obligations,  unless  it  be  for  a  temporary  neces- 
sity to  preserve  independence,  is  only  like 
keeping    up  a  dying    man    with  stimulants. 
Borrowing,  as  Falstaff  says,  'but  lingers,  lingers.' 
I  am  sick  of  it ! — and  by  the  way  this  will  be 
very  pleasant  news  to  many  of  my  friends. 
'  Man  is  mortal,'  as  the  Oxford  scout  said,  in 
vindication  of  a  small  bit  of  pride  which  had 
not  been  quite  kicked  out  of  him,  '  and  Tm 
not  kippered  salmon' — I  have  not  yet  been 
salted  and  smoked,  so  I  would  fain  preserve 
what  is  left  to  me  of  the  vitality  of  a  gentle- 
man." 

"  Do  you  love  the  girl  ?" 

^*  As  much  as  most  men  do  their  wives,  even 
after  they  have  known  them  for  a  term  of 
years.  I  don't  dislike  her — ^no  man  could. 
She  is  very  young,  about  nineteen;  vezy 
artless,  and  has  brilliant  teeth;  the  girl's 
figure  is  exceedingly  good,  and  what  is  more, 
has  the  advantage  of  being  naturaL      She 
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hta  very  fine  hands,  small  ears,  a  good,  bud' 
<ling  biifit,  beautiful  feet  and  ankles,  and 
walks  well  She  may  turn  out  troublesome — 
tlut  ia  a  chance  every  marrying  man  must 
take;  but  women  are  not  so  scarce  that  a 
pcnon  of  parts  need  lay  his  whole  venture 
rf  loTe  on  a  wife.  And  to  speak  like  a  true 
^DiQ  there  is 


"  A  gentle  ladj  of  high  degree/* 

^O'Hi  in  this  neighbourhood,  for  whom  I  en- 
tertam  the  most  passionate  admiration  I  ever 
fek  for  woman.     She  is  of  the  proudest  birth, 
tbe  jomt  heiress  to  large  estates,  a  lovely  and 
noble  creature — not   so  brilliant  perhaps  as 
subduing ;  a  finely  toned  heart  that  sweet  girl 
bas  for  him  who  shall  have  the  luck  to  win  it. 
^  she  refused  me,  and  the  repulse  was  so 
^  in  its  modest  gentleness,  so  maidenly  and 
V^i,  that  I  loved  her  better  for  it — I  never 
>o  signally  failed  to  win  a  heart  not  previously 
''^wed.      I  mistook  her  character  the  most 
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when  I  thought  I  knew  it  best — but  the  know- 
ledge of  women  is  like  the  knowledge  of 
diseases^  the  difficulty  does  not  lie  in  the  prin- 
ciple, but  the  diagnosis.  And  yet  I  confess  to 
you  that  I  love  her  stilL" 

"  Upon  my  word  an  enviable  state  of  things 
for  your  future  wife !  But  am  I  to  understand 
that  you  are  serious,  Comyn,  in  wishing  to 
nmrry  this  Miss  Kamsay,  who  1  understand  is 
a  beautiful  and  amiable  girl  ?" 

"  My  good  friend,  are  the  Fleet  and  King^s 
Bench  prisons  fictions  ?  I  am  as  serious  as  those 
are  reaL  This  former  love  affair  is  a  con- 
sideration foreign  to  my  necessities.  What  I 
want  is  a  home,  a  snug  establishment,  a  couple 
of  horses,  a  good  cook  and  easy  circumstances. 
I  dare  say  the  wench  will  knit  by  the  fire-eide 
as  well  as  another,  and  receive  a  friend  or  two 
for  me  with  as  much  grace,  as  if  she  had  smelt 
carriage  varnish  earlier  in  life.  I  once  in- 
deed thought  that  I  should  be  in  love  with  the 
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woman  that  I  married — and  I  believe  that  it 
u  a  comiDon  wish  among  young  men.** 

"  And  by  no  means  an  unnatural  one." 

'^It  is  ayerj  unreasonable  one,  however.  You 
^  rely  upon  it.  Falconer,  that  the  marriages 
ve  tbe  iiappiest  where  the  husband  has  his 
wits  about  him,  and  these  he  cannot  have  if  he 
has  fallen  in  love.  He  must  either  deceive  the 
woman  or  deceive  himself.  There  is  no  such 
^kiog  as  equality  in  the  affections.  True 
friendship  and  true  love  depend  on  each  sup- 
I^aog  the  other  better  or  more  sincere  than 
^l^eioselves ;  and  two  people  of  equal  pene- 
tration would  be  totally  unfit  for  each 
other.'' 

^  I  should  have  difficulty  in  agreeing  with 
you  in  r^ard  to  that  ;  but  is  it  your 
^®rc  to  complete  this  scheme  of  yours 
"Mediately  ?" 

"Of  course  it  is.  And  though  I  marry 
the  laarie   from   necessity,   the    chances  are, 
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that  I  make  her  a^  good  a  husband,  as  if  I  had 
married  her  from  love.^ 

"Poor  girl  r 

"  ^\Tiy  do  you  say  so,  Renault  T 

"Because,  in  plain  English,  Xorman,  this 
scheme  of  yours  looks  like  a  piece  of  profligacy 
— the  sacrificing  of  another  for  life,  to  your  own 
immediate  occasions." 

"  Sacrifice !  she  will  consider  it  no  sacrifice 
to  marry  a  man  she  loves  ;  if  there  b  sacrifice 
at  all,  it  is  on  my  part." 

"And  pray,  what  do  you  sacrifice?"  de- 
manded Renault. 

"  My  chance  of  getting  a  better  wife — my 
life ;  my  liberty,  my  birth,  my  position  in 
society — ^nay,  Renault,  these  are  commodities 
of  my  own,  they  have  a  value  in  the  marriage 
market,  and  I  have  a  good  right  to  dispose  of 
them  at  the  value  they  may  bear.  It  is  fair 
^vc  and  take — the  wench  is  just  as  likely 
to  be  happy  with  me   as  with  another— but 
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let  OS  say  no  more  on  this  subject,  for  it  is  one 
I  flee  on  which  we  shall  not  wgt^^  Yott'  say 
vou  \mt  not  seen  Lady  Gletlmore  since  you 
came  down?" 

"  Jfo,  I  have  not  seen  her." 

"  Her  carriage  passed  me  on  the  road ;  but 
let  us  fill  our  cups  again.  I  am  forced-  to  play 
the  host  myself,  Falcomer;  you  are  quite  distrait 
^quiaite  wine,  upon  my  word,  and  the  efiect 
"superb.  Well,  I  don^  wonder  at  people' in 
a  world  like  this  taking  to  drinking.  Intoxica- 
tion is  the  religion  of  the  senses,  and,  even 
^ong  true  believers,  the  certainty  of  death 
^ther  makes  men  reckless  than  good.  You  will 
go  to  parliament    at  a  rare  time.  Falconer." 

"  It  is  very  strange  how  cold  this  room  feels 
tome.' 

"  Indeed  it  is,  for  the  room  is  very  warm ; 
hot  you  are  strangely  silent  to-night.  They 
We  worn  you  out  at  Drumleigh — you  look 
exhausted,  coz.  But  you  must  not  suflfer  those 
plebeians  to  affect  you  thus.      Aristocracy  ia 
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the  priesthoodof  society 'and  it  is  not  always  well 
to  minister  too  fax  beyond  the  pale.  The  secret  of 
the  strength  of  power  often  lies  in  its  elasticity, 
and  this  can  only  be  preserved  by  retention  of 
force.  You  were  always  something  of  an  en- 
thusiast, Renault,  but  you  will  find  that  even 
in  the  advocacy  of  a  popular  cause,  the  cool- 
ness of  caste  is  as  necessary  to  the  most  bril- 
liant talents,  as  the  coolness  of  leaves  is  to  the 
sunniest  fruit.  But  I  begin  to  babble.  Let  u» 
finish  this  bottle  and  go  to  bed.*^ 


it 
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CHAPTER   IV. 


THE  GLEN  OF   THE   CUCKOO- 


Is  the  neighbourhood  of  Woodlee,  those  coun- 
try neighbourhoods^  which,  in  the  wide  range 
t>f  their  affinities,  take  in  long  miles  as  if  they 
were  street  crossings,  and  change  road  dis- 
tances from  the  ex  cathedra  pronouncings  of 
cold  carved  stones—heartless  to  the  pedestrian's 
weariness — to  the  short  measurement  which 
time  tells  patience  of,  in  the  easy  carriage 
bowling  over  the  mile  stone's  stubborn  ways— 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Woodlee  there  was  a 
place  called  Cuikglen,  or  the  glen  of  the 
F  3 
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cuckoo,  and  a  fair  place  it  was,  of  lake  aiiC 
woodland,  with  a  grey  clustering  mansion  ia 
the  midst ;  and  there  lived  a  gentleman  of  the 
old  Scottidh  name  of  Lennox,  the  lineal  repre- 
sentative of  an  attainted  earldom,  and  the 
possessor  of  the  greater  portion  of  the  family 
estates ;  a  man  of  singular  character,  seeludetl 
hubits,  and  unbending  haughtiness  of  conduct 
and  purpose  in  all  intercourse  of  relations 
with  the  outer  world.  Ill  beloved  although 
respected,  and  dreaded  although  known  to  be 
just,  he  lived  in  a  state  of  comparative  isola- 
tion from  tlie  community  of  his  class,  and,  in 
some  degree,  even  from  that  of  his  kind.  If 
any  s^portsman  trespassed  on  his  ground,  and, 
in  many  cases,  if  any  tenant  failed  in  payment 
of  his  rent,  they  were  mercilessly  left  to  the 
unchecked  course  of  law,  and  yet  he  cored 
little  for  his  game,  and  was  far  from  being  a 
lover  of  money^there  was  an  unflinching  ab- 
sence of  all  amenity  in  his  conduct,  and  yel 
his  n.&nnei0,  though  graYe^  had  a  manly  dig* 
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nitr  becoming  his  birth — there  seemed,  in  his 
n"D<i  to  be  a  thorough  unconcern  for  all  the 
feelings  and  opinions  of  others,  and  yet  he  was 
a  man  of  integrity  and  honor — there  was 
nothing  grasping,  nothing  insincere,  nothing 
paltry  ever  laid  to  his  charge,  and  yet  they 
were  few  who  had  any  good  to  say  of  him. 

Hia  history  was  eventful ;  his  youth  had 
been  spent  in  the  army;  he  distinguished  him- 
wlf  by  his  gallantry  in  the  Peninsula,  and 
was  rapidly  rising  to  high  military  rank,  when 
*  night  attack  which  had  been  intrusted  to  his 
<»inmand,  but  which  by  a  mistake  of  his 
S^es  had  been  rendered  less  effective  than  it 
°^t  have  been,  having  produced  a  General 
^er  in  which  his  fedlure  was  mentioned 
with  severity,  he  threw  up  his  commission, 
«»d  returned  to  Britain. 

Soon  after  coming  home  he  married.  He 
™  already  succeeded  to  his  estates,  and  the 
^de  he  brought  to  his  hall  was  a  gentle  and 
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lovely  one.  But  their  union  was  not 
ha{)py. 

She  was  the  orphan  daughter  of  an  English- 
man of  rank ;  she  was  young  in  heart  as  well 
as  years,  but  lier  nature,  though  aiFectioQate, 
was  pensive  and  reserved,  and  whether  it  was 
that  her  husband's  temper  was  soured  by  the 
previous  events  of  his  life,  or  that  her  mild 
diameter  was  irksome  in  communion  with  one 
whose  nature  had  no  serenity  but  that  of  pride, 
the  passive  estrangement,  early  created,  nither 
increased  than  diminished. 

She  bore  him  a  child,  a  daughter ;  ill  health 
came  on  her,  and  there  was  no  prospect  of 
further  issue.  Lennox  had  ardently  wished 
for  an  heir,  he  now  neglected  his  wife,  and  his 
child  he  hardly  looked  upon. 

Little  Gertrude  was  nearly  four  years  old 
when  her  mother  died.  The  child  was  left  de- 
solate in  the  old  grey  mansionJiouse,  solitary 
and  forlorn.     Her  father  had  gone  abroad. 

There  was  a  large   acacia  tree  near    the 
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^Qse,  under  which  she  had  often  eat  with  her 

mother.   It  was  there,  the  very  night  on  which 

ahe  died,  that  she   first   told  Gertrude   that 

death  ii?as  near,  and,  drawing  the  child  to  her 

^>oeom,  spake  with  many  tears  of  the  sad  lot 

to  which  she  should  have,  to  leave  her.     She 

broke  a  blood  vessel  during  the  night,  and  died 

«re  the  east  was  grey. 

And  under  this  tree,  the  child,  when  tired  of 
its  lonely  wanderings  about  the  grounds,  would 
<>ften  sit,  thinking  sad  thoughts  of  a  strange 
melancholy  beyond  her  years;  and  of  nights 
he  long  hours  awake  in  the  large  chamber  of 
^nich  she  was  the  sole  occupant ;  and  neither 
"^e  coronetted  bed,  the  pictures  on  the  walls, 
^^  the  cold  state  of  the  old  times  by  which 
^^  Was  surrounded,  could  keep  tears  away 
^Kttle  Gertrude's  pillow. 

^t  Was  a  weary  time,  a  most  weary  time  for 
"*e  child.  The  housekeeper  was  an  ancient 
S^tlewoman,  peevish  and  decayed ;  she  made 
^  solitary    girl    continue  the    lessons    her 


».!viMi       nut       llir       <>l(l      fi.-hrnii; 
'•iKirLif  (•{'  til'-  Lni<lcn  ln'ook^  and 

He   liked  her — he  hud    liked 
pcrh»j)d  it   was  hecause  when  in 
ehe  Avas  fond  of  angling,  perhaps  i 
he  saw  she  Huffered,  or  perhaps  it 
she  was  kind   to   him.     But    frc 
cause  it  had  been,  the  old  man  \o^ 
lassie,  and  would  roAV  her  about  on 
evenings,  and  speak  cheerily  and  g 
when  she  wept  upon  the  lake. 

A  year  was  thus  8i>ent,  at  the  c 
time  her  father  returned.  But  h 
alone  ;  another  bride,  bright  and  b 
companied  him ;  and  she  too  wi 
birth  and  gentle  name. 
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Dp^  her  dark  laughing  eyes  had  much  tender- 
ness in  them— she  admired  and  honoured  her 
stately  husband,  and  he,  with  the  waywardness 
of  his  nature,  loved  her  passionately. 

That  morbid  pride  which  rankled  in  his 
feelings  and  made  him  regard  the  world 
through  an  atmosphere  of  gloom— that  way- 
ward fierceness,  which,  though  cabn  in  its  out- 
ward bearing,  often  put  ashes  in  his  heart — 
and  that  cold  ungeniality  from  the  sympathies 
of  surrounding  life,  all  seemed  now  to  be  mo- 
dified or  removed ;  or  what  remained  of  them 
^as  ill  seen  under  the  prominence  of  the  nobler 
P^rts  of  his  character ;  and  he  appeared  to  the 
world  in  his  better  light  of  a  proud-hearted 
and  high-spirited  man. 

*^  child  was  born,  a  girl  again,  and  after  the 
infeuess  of  its  beautifiil  mother ;  and  the  neg- 
lected  Gertrude  had  something  to  love.  Her 
*tep-mother  had  always  been  kind  to  her,  and 
^^^  that  she  saw  the  fervour  with  which  the 
8^  Rave  up  her  whole  heart  to  her  daughter, 
F  5 


:iii'l   tlie  iatherV  licart  \v:is  filled. 

A  lew  yeurt;  pushed,  and  (jrcrtrude's 
her  sister  Aline  (it  was  named  ai 
mother)  increased  as  the  time  ran  o 
was  the  untiring  minister  to  the  chiL 
enjoyments;  she  would  often  walk  v 
alone  in  the  grounds ;  and  would  tal 
the  acacia  tree,  and  sit  by  her  side  w 
own  mother  had  used  to  sit.  And  tl 
eyed  child  loved  her  gentle  sister,  tl: 
loved  Lis  boy,  and  the  happy  moth 
them  all. 

Such  was  the  state  of  things,  when  t 
of  a  relation,  and  the  office  of  execute 
Mr.  Lennox  felt  himself  called  upoi 
suddenly  summoned  him  to  London. 
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tiuQ  the  occasion  seemed  to  warrant.  He 
took  fiirewell  of  them  all,  kissed  Gertrude's 
forehead  and  her  sister's  with  the  like  indiffer- 
ence, but  pressed  his  little  boy  to  his  bosom ; 
uid  the  child,  accustomed  to  his  caresses,  re- 
turned them  more  warmly  than  the  girls  had 
ventured  to  do.  His  parting  with  his  beauti- 
fiJ  wife  was  more  passionate  still,  and  she  sat 
Jong  gazing  after  the  carriage  that  took  him 
away. 

But  the  time  soon  came  when  he  was  to  re- 
turn, and  a  happy  time  it  was,  when  tlie  wife 
^^ly^  the  letter  acquainting  her  that  on  the 
following  day  at  latest  he  should  be  at  home 
*6^  He  spoke  of  the  joy  of  their  approach- 
"^  ineeting,  and  of  the  transport  with  which 
ke  should  see  her,  and  their  little  boy. 

The  later  sunbeams  of  a  summer  day  were 
pouring  on  the  clustering  pinnacled  mansion 
^hen  the  letter  was  being  read,  the  children 
^ere  near  her,  and  she  told  them  with  a  happy 
^'^c  that  their  father  would  so  soon  return — 
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the  evening  was  most  beautiful;  the  lai^ 
lawn  trees  stood  as  if  enjoying  its  stillness, 
and  the  lake  sparkled  purely  under  its  gorge- 
ous light ;  for  the  long  rays  seemed  to  toy  and 
play  with  the  objects,  as  if  their  part  now 
was  to  cast  beauty  on  them — the  children 
looked  out  ujwn  the  scene,  and  the  boy  often 
turned  his  eyes  to  his  mother's  face ;  he  saw  it 
was  a  time  when  a  favor  would  be  hard  to  be 
denied,  and  lie  begged  her  to  let  them  all  have 
a  siiil  upon  the  lake.  His  sisters  joined  in  the 
request,  and  it  was  granted;  small  prepara* 
tions  were  needed,  and  they  soon  set  out  to- 
gether across  the  lawn. 

Tlie  old  fisherman  pushed  from  shore  with 
his  precious  freight  in  his  paint^jd  barge ;  the 
cool  Avaters  rippled  and  rushed  by  the  sides  of 
the  gliding  boat,  tlu*  old  man  in  regular  time 
made  his  oars  dip,  and,  feathering  them,  cast 
oflF  their  trickling  drops  bright  with  the 
evening  sun  ;  the  smooth  lake  was  motionless, 
though  the  long  beams  made  places  here  and 
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"^re  soem  to  boil  like  molten  gold ;  the  wild 

^^^^  led  its  short-tailed  brood  from  the  long 

"^^^iges  under  the  shadows,  or,  with  outstretched 

^^ck  skimmed  across  the  water,   beating  its 

*^*ckering  wings;    the  swans  were  sailing  in 

'^^^^laucholy  moodiness  far  away  by  a  distant 

^^,  and  over  the   wide  lake  the  cry  of  the 

plover  was  still  heard  from  the  hill,  and  the 

^^ice  of  the  cushat  from  the  silence  of  the 

^oods. 

They  had  sailed  about  for  some  time  enjoy- 

^'H?  the  evening  and  the  scene,  when,  as  the 

"^•^^t  \7a8  passing  a  floating  water-lily,  the  boy 

leant  forward  to  grasp  it,  and  fell  overboard. 

*^he   mother  gave  a  shriek  that  was  echoed 

^gain  from  the  steep  hill  grounds,  and  sprung 

forward  to  save  her  child,  the  two  girls  and 

t\ie  old  man  did  the  same,  and  in  so  doing  up- 

^t  the  boat  I     At  that  instant  a  post-chaise 

vith  four  horses  dashed  down  the  road,  which, 

'fecending  from  the  higher  ground,  led  to  the 


rl.^iii_r    t'roui   dl.-t;iiit    l»ai;k- "i'  t:;o 
out   i)t'   iIjc   curriu^^c.     -Vi-  »ut    a 
from  him,  he  saw  the    boat,  keel 
some  forty  yank  from  the  shore, 
and  children  struggling  in  the  wat 
Uttering  a  wild  cry  he  shouted 
tillions — they  too  saw  the  accident 
running  to  the  place,  and  needed  1 
to  use  whip  and  spur.     But  fierce 
shouts  of  their  passenger  on  their 
him,  though  they  gallopi)ed  at  wild 
scarcely  seemed  to  crawl ;  and  in 
nutcs  they  reached  the  spot — but  < 
tance  had  already  arrived,  too  late 
save  the  wife  and  son,  but  just 
restrain  the  father  from  lyin;;^  by  t 
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save  her,  the  old  fisherman,  though  no  great 
fiwifflffler,  soon  seized  the  elder  girl  and  pre  - 
vented  her  from  sinking;  the  sisters  were 
thus  supported  together,  and  after  a  few  fruit- 
ier efforts  to  save  the  mother,  who  quickly 
sank  with  her  little  boy  clasped  in  her  arms, 
the  old  man  in  a  nearly  exhausted  state  and 
thus  burdened,  made  for  the  shore,  and  with 
great  difficulty  reached  it.  But  all  efforts  to 
save  the  others  were  fruitless,  the  boat  had 
Deenswam  to,  driven  ashore,  turned  and  pushed 
out  agam  into  the  lake  ere  Mr.  Lennox  ar- 
'^ved;  but  it  was  some  hours  before  the  bodies 
of  his  wife  and  child  were  found.  Long  ere 
^en,  he  had  been  in  a  state  of  insensibility, 
^d  the  medical  man  who  had  been  promptly 
summoned,  left  the  hall  that  night,  believing 
that  the  two  girls,  whom  he  also  attended, 
^^^d  on  the  morrow  see  their  father  laid  cold 

^J  sheeted  by  their  mother  and  their  brother's 
side. 

-out  it  was  otherwise — for  days  the  bereaved 
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man  lay  in  a  state  of  the  fiercest  agony,  alter- 
nately broken  by  intervals  of  insensibility,  but 
more  days  came,  and  Time  that  takes  the 
poignancy  even  from  despair,  Time,  Time,  that 
does  not  wait  till  avoc  be  past,  but  goes  on 
heaping  present  things,  in  all  the  cold  fresh- 
ness of  their  reality,  over  the  smouldering 
ashes  of  the  best  that  we  have  loved,  till  the 
heart  aches  more  deeply  in  the  knowledge  that 
it  will  not  break ;  old  Time  that  beats  his  black 
wings  over  the  date  of  griefs,  enabled  a  con- 
stitution naturally  strong  to  rally  from  the 
effects  of  a  shock  perhaps  the  severest  that 
life  could  have  struggled  against— Time  went 
on— ^weeks,  months,  a  whole;  year  passed,  and 
the  baroil  of  Cuikglen,  though  isolated  from  the 
world,  still  lived  in  the  old  hall  with  his  two 
motherless  girls ;  and  years  ran  on,  and  fricndt> 
that  kindred  made  did  their  duty  by  the 
daughters  of  this  lonely  man.  Their  educa- 
tion suffered  no  check,  their  instructresses  were 
continued,  the  girls  were  removed  to   new 


THE  YOUNG  BARONET.  113 

scenes,  and  strange  as  it  may  seem,  they  loved 
their  father  well,  though  he  seldom  appeared 
to  acknowledge  much  communion  of  affection 
with  them.  Still  they  loved  their  father,  and 
he  felt  that  his  days  were  darkest  when  they 
fl^ere  not  by.  Grertrude,  the  eldest,  had  for 
some  time  returned  to  him,  but  Aline  was  still 
abroad. 

And  on  this  night,  and  at  the  time  when 
Sir  Renault  Falconer  was  on  his  way  to  the 
cottage  at  Bridgend,  *  Lennox  of  the  Glen,'  as 
the  heads  of  this  old  Jacobite  house  had  been 
caBed  for  a  hundred  years,  was  sitting  with 
hw  daughter  in  a  lofty  circular  room,  in  one  of 
"»e  turret  gables  of  the  large  pinnacled  build- 
^'^g—which  might  have  puzzled  a  wiser  nar- 
'^tor  to  give  a  trim  term  of  intelligence  to, 
^^  the  way  of  architectural  style ;  for  huge 
*^d  hoary  its  strong  proportions  rose  above 
^^  bonny  green  sward,  and  no  one  at  a  first 
glance  could  have  told  if  it  had  been  a  for- 
^"uice  or  a  religious  house — in  a  lofty,  circular 


.-.^*^     » .lA    away    uniieei 
.scene  witliout  was  so  unscreened 
iicsa  of  the  night,  that  not  enougli 
time    was    left    upon  it  even  to 
character   of  wakefulness — all  brij 
tcring  it  lay   beneath   the   moon, 
thus  for  a  thousand  years  it  mighi 
in  wrapt  enchantment,  and  never  m 
absence   of    the   sun — the   lake  g. 
pouring  trembles  of  ceaseless  briU 
its  steep,  heathy  braes  looked  barer 
wont,  and  yet  their  nakedness  was  I: 
and  soft  with  purple  tints  in  the  shi 
amber-hued  in  the  dim  bleakness  of 
the  valley  depths  lay  in  the  stilln< 
night,  and  the    lawn  trees  stood 
they  would  npvo*.  ^^ — 
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On  the  nearer    side  of  the  lake,  the  fore- 
ground was  partially  level ;  clumps  of  spread- 
iflg  beeches  dotted   it   here  and  there,   with 
their  bosoming  shadows  darkening  the  sward, 
which,  broad    and    verdant,   appeared   more 
richly  covered    with   trees,   as  the   spreading 
^Jistance  took    their    groupings  in  woodland 
iMaaes,   until    it    looked    with    its   irregular 
patches  of  shadowed  green,  a  very  place  for 
thewflddeerto  flicker  through,  from  the  sound 
of  the  twanging  horn ;  and  it  was  bounded, 
this  lawn-like  range,  but  its  bounds  were  far, 
rt  was  bounded  by  a  small  river  which  would 
We  been  unseen,  but  for  its  sparkling  here 
^d  there  through  a  dark  line  which  marked  its 
couTise  to  the  lake  ;  this  dark  line  being  formed 
b)  the  meeting  shadows  of  the  trees  on  either 
b*^;  and  boldly  on  the  opposite  side  above 
Hie  fringe  of  wood,  a  large  hill  or  mountain, 
wild,  bare,  and  solitary,  reared  its  receding 
uplands  of  naked  moor  on  one  hand,  branching 
^^^  towards  the  lake  and  joining  the  banka. 


Hi)  rm:  voi  xc   nAHoxi/i. 

so  that  they  seemed  a  portion  of  its  base,  giv- 
ing a  strange  rudeness  to  this  part  of  the 
scene ;  and  on  the  other,  abruptly  losing  its  gra- 
dations, as  if  these  had  been  cut  off  by 
the  river,  which,  skirting  the  hill,  ran  far  away 
down  a  long  riclily  wooded  valley,  that,  at 
this  point,  opened  to  the  mansion  a  vast  front 
range  of  view ;  the  distant  windings  of  the 
river  being  marked  by  a  hazy  line,  so  pure  and 
indistinct  in  its  transparency,  that  it  seemed 
but  the  random  floating  of  a  diamond  mist  of 
the  lavish  moonliglit ;  and  further  round,  far- 
ther away  from  hill  and  lake,  towards  the  other 
extremity  of  the  range  of  view,  copses  and 
garden  walls,  green  hills  spotted  with  resting 
sheep,  lying  like  white  stones  upon  their  braes ; 
snug  fonnsteads,  dark  fir  woods,  and  lonely 
heaths,  with  here  and  there  a  mosspool  shining 
on  them,  made  up  the  wide  unity  of 
scene   that   lay  before    the    long    bow    win- 

dOAVS. 

And  as  Mr.  Lennox  looked  silently  upon  it. 
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seated  in  his  long  backed  leathern  chair,  in 
that  old  rooiD,  with  the  mute  portraits  hanging 
darkly  on  the  high  panelled  walls^  there  was, 
not  in  aspect  or  lineaments  alone^  but  in  the 
whole  presence  of  the  man,  something  that  told 
his  onler  more  strikingly,  than  if  it  had  been 
eyinboUed  forth  by  crest  or  cognizance,  and  all 
the  storied  emblazonry  which  forms  the  gro- 
tesque text-book  of  dignity.  There  he  was, 
and  none  but  he  could  have  fitly  filled  his 
place  in  that  black  arm-Kjhair— tl)ere  was  no 
mirtaking  him  for  aught  other  that  he  might  be 
—it  Was  not  the  well-bom  squire  looking 
on  hie  acres,  nor  the  man  of  fortune  enjoy 
i^  the  beauty  of  the  night,  but  the  Scottish 
g^tleman  of  blood,  who  bears  in  his  mien 
^  aspect  the  unblenched  chivalry  of  the 
^n  days;  all  the  better  for  the  dash  of 
^^bness  in  it,  for  that  makes  it  sit  more 
Mturally  and  well — like  the  roughness  of  the 
^M  architecture  which  new  builders  are  fain 
^^  imitate,  and  by  which  they  so  frequently 


j!«  Tar  Y •>!:>■  ^  b.\sox£T. 

^I^r-'ii-rh  iu-.\t  d-jiigz.?^  :r:zi  the  f-intastic  die- 
r:hT'\  of  jiTr>-:i'iti'>L.*..  "irhiib  *:-:*  ri-licule  on 
iKeir  feudal  ijwers.  sd^  j -::?  the  buskin  on 
c-sch  jiiil-.r'r  },^a*e.  i:  i*  a  tbin^  whic'.  preten- 
d^.Ts  icav  appreciate,  but  can  never  make  their 
own— ther?  was  no  mistaking  the  mm;  had 
all  the  oijjects  around  him  f>een  changed,  he 
would  still  have  appeared  w-hat  he  was, 
however  out  of  j'lace  he  might  have  seemed 
to  lie. 

lie  was  pa=t  middle  age :  his  hair  was 
white,  and  the  forehead  was  broad  and  high, 
the  eye  unquenched,  and  the  profile  hand- 
mxna  and  bold.  His  person  had  the  grace- 
fulness of  stature,  and  the  character  of  strength, 
and  he  miglit  still  have  seemed  a  man  in 
the  full  vigor  of  his  energies,  had  it  not  been 
that  the  careless  drooping  of  the  shoulders, 
the  unchanging  expression  of  the  handsome 
mouth,  and  the  cold  meaning  of  the  bright 
grey   eye,   told  that   he  had    been    stricken 
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Iwaiihr,  and  was  unblessed  with    peace    of 
heirt 

His  daughter  stood  by  his  side,  resting  her 
dbow  on  the  back  of  his  chair,  as  she  too 
koked  upon  the  moonlight  scene  before  them. 
She  spoke  little,  for  she  saw  that  her  father's 
ejes  were  fixed  upon  the  lake  ;  that  is,  its 
image  was  on  the  pupils,  but  his  mind  was 
oocnpied  with  visions  which  no  sun  or  moon 
would  ever  lighten  up  again.  And  the  time 
ptted  almost  in  silence. 

Sbe  was  a  quiet  looking  girl,  elegantly 
formed,  and  with  a  countenance  of  that  love- 
In^  which  the  pure  heart  gives ;  the  pro- 
^  was  Grrecian,  the  mouth  richly  cut,  and 
^  whole  aspect  had  that  graceful  character 
^  repose  which  creates  a  wish  to  know  it 
letter;  the  eyes  were  full,  of  a  soft  deep 
Wue,andthehair,  plainly  parted,  was  of  a  silken 
brown. 

A  BoUtary  passenger    or    two    bad  passed 


[jurl;  ami  wind  towards  llic  1 
offices,  the  tall  white  chiiiiiieysot' w 
distance,  rose  above  the  woods. 

And  so  it  was,  and  so  it  had 
hour  or  more,  when  a  gig  with  a 
a  servant  driving,  and   an   elderlj 
by  his  side  in  a  rigid  attitude,  rcsti 
U})on  his  stair,  buttoned  up  in  a  hi 
great  coat,    came  up   the  carriage- 
heavy,  sure-footed  trot ;  and,  in  a 
two  after    the   gig   had   got   amon 
dows    of   the    building,   a  voice  c 
hardness    of    tone,     and   the    sou 
cending    footsteps     were     heard 
stairs. 
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put  to  Stand  on  damp  straw — and  don't  let  my 
man  have  too  much  ale—don't  be  baronial 
in  your  hospitality  —  he  has  to  drive  me 
home.'* 

**  Yes,  sir.     No,  sir. 

"  Oh,  this  way  is  it — he  is  in  the  round 
room?  Your  servant,  Mr.  Lennox,"  continued 
the  speaker,  a  thin,  elderly  man,  with  a  bald 
head,  a  few  long,  grey  hairs  brushed  up  against 
the  sides,  a  loose  fitting,  blue  coat  buttoned  up 
to  the  chin,  white  neck-cloth,  narrow,  nankeen 
trousen«,  and  short  gaiters  of  the  same,  enter- 
ing at  the  open  door,  "  and  you,  Miss  Grertrude, 
not  gone  to  bed  yet,  eh  ?  high  time,  high  time," 
continued  the  old  gentleman,  looking  about  for 
a  chair,  and  blowing  his  nose  with  a  yel- 
low silk  handkerchief ;  "  high  time,  eh  ?  Mr. 
Lennox  ? 


Early  to  bed,  and  early  to  rise. 

Is  the  way  to  be  liealtby,  weaUhy,  and  wise. 


VOL.    I. 


I  riKio,  una  early  to  rise — sec  the  lark 
ten  to  the  rising  .sun,  eh?  }>lv.  LemK 
serves  the  bloom,  eh  ?  and  is  it  not  a  I 
night,  eh?  eh?" 

"  It  is,  indeed.     Have  you  seen  yoi 
coner  ?" 

"  Who  that  was  in  Drumleigh  to- 
not  seen  him  I  They  have  all  gone  ma 
him,  horn  mad.  The  Red  Lion  has  < 
its  name  to  Woodlee  Inn.  The  new  '. 
Freemasons  has  dubbed  itself  the  Falcoi 
— the  women  are  as  wild  as  the  men  abc 
and  when  I  drove  into  town  this  aft 
the  children  frightened  my  mare,  runnin 
with  flags,  and  crying,  ^  Falconer  foi 
I  was  too  late  to  see]  the  procession  t 
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yoa  saw  the  pfoeessioo?    Fine  flight,  every- 
body sajfl.    I  did  not  see  it«  but  I  wait  to  the 
dinneratthehall— couldnt  «ee  Falconer  else, 
there  was  auch  a  leree  about  him.     He  bore  it 
all  ?erj  well    He  ha»  turned  out  a  fine,  noble 
looking  fellow — hadnH  aeen  him  «inoe  he  was 
ft  lad.  He  made  a  speeeh  that  would  have  struck 
a  couBtry  meeting  diunb  ~  shewed  the  old 
Whig  Uood,  eh  ?  Mr,  Lennex*— the  old  Cove- 
oaating  true  blue  ?     He  ^i^oes  to  Parliament 
for  the  borough,  and  will  become  a  minister, 
^  he  plays  his  cards  w^     How  happy  all  this 
vodd  have  made  Sir  Chtfles !    I  fancy  I  see 
^  now,  canvassing  the  bcffough  with  his  son, 
^  ckooking  the  electors'  wives  under  the 
<^  ha,  ha,  ha !  eh  ?  Ms,  L«ennox~eh  ?"  con- 
"fitted      the      speaker,       slightly      bending 
doim  hig   bead   sideways,   and   taking   snuff 
apin. 

Mr.  Lennox  had  sunk  back  in  his  easy  chair, 
^^'^^sed  his  legs,  and  with  an  elbow  resting  on 
<^ach  side,  and  his  hands  joined,  sat  listening 


'•  And,    dear,    dour,    oh  ?  dear    mo, 
tiling  it  wit"?,  that  he  should  liavc  lofty 
(lian  to  his  son !     I  wonder  the  Ibrefa 
hoth — the   Jacobite   Earls  of  Cuikglt 
the  Covenanting  knights  of  Woodlec— 
rise  from  their  tombs  and  oppose  it — ^y 
that  never  agreed  since  the  days  of  yo 
hood,  and  were  always  fighting  then — a 
had  a  lawsuit  at  the  very  time  ;  the  on€ 
death-bed  to  make  the  other  trustee  and 
tor,  and  sole   guardian  of  his  boy,  and 
accept  it  too  1  When  I  scrolled  out  the  d 
his  bed-side,   I  told  him  you  would  nev 
*  Never  act,   Sir  Charles,'  said  I,  *  you  i 
well  expect  the  devil  to  give  alms'— eh 
Lennox,  eh  ?  but  he  turned  his  back,  an 
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•*  Falconer  then  is  to  come  here  to-mor- 
row?* 

"  I  saw  him.  Sir  Charles — Mr.  Lennox,  I 
mean  —I  saw  the  young  laird  of  Woodlee,  and 
I  had  hard  work  to  get  near  enough  to 
apeak  to  himu  He  told  me  to  look  after  the 
lists  of  voters,  but  who  is  to  contest  the 
borough  with  him?  beard  the  lion  in  his  den, 
eh  ?  no,  no,  no !"  and  the  old  gentleman  again 
bent  his  head  slightly  sideways  down,  and  took 
another  long  pinch  of  snuff. 

''  You  told  him  that  I  should  expect  him  to 
attend  here  to-morrow  with  you,  to  enable  you 
to  complete  the  final  arrangements  that  I  may 
give  up  my  trust?"  repeated  Mr.  Lennox 
somewhat  coldly. 

"  I  did,  I  did,  we  shall  turn  over  all  the 
business— one  was  the  hour  I  named,  one  will 
do,  wont  it  ?  eh  ?  one  o'clock,  one,  one  o'clock, 
MT,  eh?  eh?- 

•*  That  hour  will  do  very  well — I  presume 
you  wont  make  a  long  matter  of  it,  Drurie  T 


iipvnur  irii-r,  <»inain  (tisrnarire  iiml 
Irfliriiirnt,  hahiiK'^'  in  Imiid,  i:*.)*^*!  voxu 
give  up  a  fine  estate,  Mr.  Lennox,  se\ 
sand  clear,  and  no  rack  rents — beeid« 
des  and  pertinents— noble  estate,  the 
barony  of  Woodlee ;  lucky  fellow, 
drive  down  here  to-morrow  by  twelve, 
to  go  over  some  of  the  accounts  w 
before  submitting  them  to  the  heir." 

"  Have  it  all  your  own  way,  Drurie. 

"  And  will  you  now  just  allow  me 
my  gig,  for  this  is  but  a  flying  visit,  ai 
afraid  lest  my  man  gets  too  jovial  for 
road — and  the  moon  is  setting.** 

The  bell  was  rung :    and  the  gig  w 
heard  under  the  window. 
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a  rug,  eh?  eh?  Tom  ?     Help  me  on  with  my 

great  coat    Grood  nighty  Tom.     I  gave  you  a 

ahiUiDg  last  time,  you  had  no  sixpences,  you 

remember;  and  now  we  are  quits,  Tom,  eh  ?^ 

And  the  gig  wheels  rolled  away. 


CHAPTER  V. 


YOUNG  HEARTS  AND  OLD  MEMORIl 


Sir  Renault's  face  was  pale,  and  K 
were  bright  and  cold,  as,  on  the  foUowii 
he  passed  through  the  lofty  arched  1 
the  doughty  old  mansion  house  of  Woo 
the  gig  which  his  smart  groom  stood  by, 
door.     One  or  two  persons  rose  from  i 
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sacred  chain  of  harmony,  the  music  of  which 
ia  the  gladnesa  of  our  lot — the  widow  asking 
to  take  her  husband's  place  in  the  low-rented 
lease — the  homy-handed  farmer,  whose  body, 
stiffened  by  labour,  set  gauntly  in  his  Sunday 
clothes,  who  had  come  to  tell  of  the  illness  and 
death  that  had  stricken  his  household  heavily, 
and  ask  for  remission  of  the  rigour  of  his  dues 
— the  old  man,  bom  and  bred,  like  his  fathers 
in  Woodlee  church-yard— bom  and   bred  on 
the  lands  of  Woodlee,  by  whose  industry  cer- 
tain bonny  fields  in  spring  time  were  ploughed, 
and  in  summer  were  green ;  the  old  man  who 
had  a  son  whom  he  wished  to  set  in  fair  action 
to  win  the  poorest  heritage  of  life,  food  and 
"^"nent  as  the  price  of  toil— and  the  desolate 
woman  who  came  to  beg  the  scanty  pasturage 
^f  some  waste  land  to  help  out  the  pittance  of 
the  cow  she  owned,  and  the  milk  of  which  she 
^^^,  iXK)r  thing !     foul  day  and  fair  day, 
^^'^fy  morning  at  five  o'clock  into  Drumleigh 
G  5 


upon  liini,  hut  (Icscc.'ndin;^  the  1 
ho  look  tlie  roin.s  of  the  fretting 
groom  that  held  it,  and  the  iiex 
proud  horse  was  passing  fleetly 
veiled  path. 

Smoothly  glided    the  glossy 
the  tall  horse-oliesnut  trees,  bou 
hollow  sound  of  swiftness  over 
the  brook,  and  dashing  forth  uj 
and  more  public  ways  of  the 
l)ark ;  Sir  Renault,  in  very  way 
lowing  the  whip  thong  to  fall 
weight  on    the  shining  coat   of 
animal,  that  sprang  on  from  its  to 
sting,    as    he  shaved  the  grassy 
sweeps,  and  shot  bv  thp.  Urxr  m. 
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led  firom  town  to  town,  received  him,  and  pass- 
ing raiBed  hata  and  trudging  drays,  he  drove 
towuda  the  hills  of  Cuikglen. 

The  day  was  fair  and  summer  like,  the  sun 

was  high,  and  the  air  so  continuously  filled 

wiihwarblii^  that,  except  when  the  ear  was 

set  to  listen  to  them,  they  were  as  unheeded 

•8  the  beauty  of  the  world — cheerily,  cheerily, 

^^KMe  sweet  sounds  rang  out  in  clear  minglings 

of  joyous  earnestness  from  bush  and  brake; 

bvtSff  Renault,  with  pale  lips  and  cold,  bright 

eyes,  drove  on  through  all  the  fair  places  up 

•^  down,  without  a  thought,  that  day,  of  how 

•witifiil  they  were ;  and  the  grey  miles  past, 

"^  gsUant  horse,  with  frothy  bit  and  tossing 

""••d,  stepped  proudly    out   in  its  glancing 

"■^€88,  mider  the  rustling  elm  trees  of  the 

Pwnrfs  of  Cuikglen. 

Benault  found  Mr.  Lennox  and  Mr.  Drurie 
in  the  library,  sitting  before  a  table  covered 
with  parchment,  long  paged,  dry,  painful  look- 
ing papers,  and  bundles  of  writings  tied  firmly 


]i'\\v.  hi'i'ii  (Ictcrtrd  l)y  the  skill' 
tilings,  anil  I)y  the  liittcr,  in  rat. 
coininon  way.  lie  took  the  youii 
hand  and  held  it,  while,  with  th- 
fished  about  for  his  spectacles,  j 
found  them,  he  let  go  the  young  r. 
and  put  them  on. 

"  Not  much  behind  your  time,' 
Druric,  turning  the  parchments  ove: 
as  if  he  was  most  anxious  to  lay  hi 
something ;  "  not  much  behind  yc 
continued  the  old  gentleman,  taking 
large  bunch  of  seals  that  hun*;  b 
ribbon  at  his  fob,  and  pulling  forth  a 
watch,  "quarter-past  one— come,  t 
well.  I  cannot  find  that  paper,  ai 
in  my  hand   this    minute.      Ah,  h 
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-cut— and— dry.  Let  me  see,  let  me  see — 
that  lawsuit  about  the  salmon  fishings—law- 
suit with  the  crown,  we  won  it,  but  did  not, 
of  course,  get  our  expenses.  Now  these," 
continjied  the  old  man  rapidly  turning  the 
leayes  of  a  stitched  mass  of  foolscap,  as  large 
«s  a  treatise  on  the  inunortality  of  the  soul — 
"folio  two  hundred  and  ninety-three — these 
*niount  to  sixteen  hundred  and  ninety-three 
pounds  and  some  odd  silver.  I  wish.  Sir 
Bcnauk,  you  would  just  look  over  this  ac- 
count."* 

"  Nay,  Mr.  Drurie,"  said  Sir  Renault,  hand- 
^  back  the  mass  of  papers  to  him ;  "  I  have 
00  doubt  it  is  all  right." 

"  It  is  all  wrong,"  said  Mr.  Drurie,  testily ; 
*'the  crown  had  no  case,  yet  they  pushed  it  to 
^  extent  that  was  vexatious  and  perplexing. 
B^t  first  look  at  the  Abstract,  Sir  Renault,  and 
y^^  will  be  readier  able  to  understand  the 
^'^fge  and  Discharge.  Mr.  Lennox  has  looked 
^^erit^thereitis.'' 


4*V»l      ^»\   CI 


Tiiy  s{)ecta('lcjii,   Mr.  Lennox  ?     Tl 

a  heap  of ah,  here  they  are. 

first  look   over  the  Abstract,  Sir 
will  open  your  mind  to  the  Charg 
charge.      Where  have  I  put  my 
again?" 

"  They  are  on  your  forehead, 
nault. 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure,  to  be  surCj 
sure,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  pu 
down  upon  his  nose.  "  You  will  jut 
paper,  if  you  please." 

Sir  Renault  did  so,  as  far  a 
able. 

"  You  sec  that  item  in  the  Abst 
Incidental  Ktiv^tiooo      "m-^--    i 
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these,"  6aid  Renault,  with  an  air  of  extreme 
disgust     « I  really  should  nerer  be  able  to 

doit' 

"  Pooh,  pooh,  pooh  I  your  duty  to  your 
l^aardiaiis  demand  it.  I  have  taken  such 
puns  too— every  voucher  numbered  ;  eh?  Sir 
B^nault,   be    a    man,    and  get    through    it. 

Sir." 

''Well,  then,  be  kind  enough  to  explain 
it,**  said  Renault,  vnth  constrained  compo- 
sure, 

"Certainly — what  am  I  here  for?  Where 
■*«  mjr  glasses  again,  eh  ?  eh  ?  I  beg  your 
P^'don,  Sir  Renault,  don't  press  on  that  paper ! 
^7  spectacles  are  under  it.  That's  right.  I 
^  want  my  spectacles  to  day — want  my 
*I*ctacled,  (putting  them  on)  ha,  ha  I  Now, 
^  fienault,  now  begin  at  item  number  one, 
^^tter,eh  ?  To  balance  per  Executry  Account, 
y^^  see  that.  Now,  that  balance  arises  as 
^Oi^rg,      But   first,  there   is  an  item  of  dis- 
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putcd  fouduty,  to  which  I  must  beg  your  at- 
tention."    And  80  on  he  went. 

Tedious  and  prolLx  was  !Mr.  Drurie's  state- 
ment of  accounts,  and  tiresome  and  madden- 
intr  his  reference  to  vouchers ;  often  did  he 
lose  his  spectacles,  and  confuse  his  pa{)er& 
lookin:^  for  tliem,  but  tht^e  was  no  stopping 
him  ;  with  his  dry,  cold,  bhie-looklnp:  hands, 
whicli  seemed  as  if  formed  by  nature  to 
o]»en  and  fold  up  title  deeds;  his  spectacles, 
which  also  had  a  character  of  business -for 
they  too,  seemed  as  if  they  were  formed  for 
lo(»king  throu*j:h  on  figures,  and  not  on  any 
of  Nature's  works  :  luid,  what  with  the  lon^^ 
white  locks  on  either  side,  which  he  occa- 
sionally pushed  forward,  his  pen  between  his 
lips,  and  his  buttoned-up  blue  coat,  with  the 
clear  buttons  in  their  shine  of  perjictual 
youth,  he  did  not  look  like  a  man  who  had 
been  made  out  of  the  dust  of  the  earth, 
but  out  of  the  jvapers  of  an  attorney's 
office. 
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The  long  hours  of  the  summer  day  passed 
most  tediously  in    that    old    library,  and  Sir 
Renault,  as  he  gave  his  ear  to  Mr.  Drurie's  re- 
marks, gave  his  mind  to  thoughts  of  other 
matters.  The  oak-firamed  book-cases,  crammed 
with  venerable   bindings,    the    billiard    table 
in  the  middle  of  the  room,  the  wigged  portraits 
of  James  the  Second,  and  of  the  two  Preten- 
ders, that  hung  in  hopeless  record  at  the  fire- 
place end    of  the    room,    swam    before    his 
eyes,  until  he  fancied  he  saw  the  Royal  Stuarts, 
now  with  cues  in  their  hands  playing  a  game  of 
pool,  now  seated  in  the  black  easy  chairs  read- 
MJg  neglected   works  on   the  divine  right  of 
i^^;  then  appearing  in  their  frames  again, 
ttd  looking  so  unchanging  and  severe,  that 
^y  seemed  like  corpses  in  the  robes  of  living 
men ;  and  while  all  this  was  going  on,  Mr. 
JJnirie  was  talking  of  rents  and  arrears,  label- 
ling vouchers,  and  proceeding  as  systematically 
as  if  he    had    been    addressing    a    court  of 
law. 


l-i'^  Tin:  Y(>rN(r  haronkt. 

Sir  Renault  was  very  tired  when  it  wa^  ^ 
over,  and  willingly  left  his  guardians  togeth^^ 
while  he  passed  into  the  long,  cool  gallery,  wit^^ 
his  time  and  route  at  his  own  disposal,  till  diC^ 
first  dinner  bell. 

It  was  many  years  since  Renault  had  been 
here,  and  as  he  paused  now  and  then  at  the 
small,  high  windows,  which  gave  prison  views 
of  the  scene  without — the  clear  lake,  the  bare 
hill,  and  the  wooded  hollows — the  memories  of 
his  boyhood  came  \x\ixm  him  with  an  effect 
heightened  by  the  gloomy  ideas  which  old 
legends  in  those  early  days  had  ^ven  his 
mind  of  the  mansion  of  Cnikglen ;  and,  pass- 
ing out  of  this  gallery,  he  came  upon  another 
of  a  different  kind  ;  a  semicircle  contiuning 
many  doors,  separated  by  a  broad  passage  firom 
the  thick  antique  banisters  of  dark  polished 
mahogany — ^for  a  double  stairs  led  up  to  this 
open  gallery  from  the  entrance  hall  "-Renault 
entered  a  half  open  door,  which  he  remembered 
led  into  one  of  the  principal  drawing-rooms,  and 
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'^^oognized  the  place  again ;    the  faces  of  the 

oH  portraits,  the  long  windows,  and  the  bright 

^  of  the  lake — the  very  furniture   of  the 

"^  fce  seemed  to  recognize,  and  he  saw  all 

tWe  at  the  first  glance  he  gave,  but  at  the 

90oandhe  saw  that  he  was  not  alone." 

Stting  near  one  of  the  windows,  half  oon- 
<««W  by  a  covered  harp,  Gertrude  Lennox 
was  reading  a  letter,  with  her  back  turned  to- 
wards the  place  where  Benault  had  entered. 
So  intent  was  she  on  what  she  was  reading,  so 
earnestly  did  her  eyes  run  over  the  lines,  that 
for  a  moment  or  two  she  was  unconscious  of 
his  presence.      She  read  the  letter  through, 
kifised  it,  and  was  folding  it,  when  starting  up 
at  perceiving  his  approach,  he  saw  that  her 
eyes  were  nearly  filled  with  tears,  which  the 
flush  that  came  over  her  countenance  seemed 
to  dieck  from  falling,  though  the  long,  dark 
ladies  trembled  with  them,  as  she  put  her  beau- 
tifhl  hand  in  his,  and,  though  embarrassed,  made 
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liiiu  welcome,  not  without  a  grace  which  was 
hospitable  and  maidenly. 

They  had  known  each  other  as  children,  but 
many  years  had  passed  since  they  had  met, 
and  their  greeting  now  was  almost  like  that  of 
strangers.  But  the  first  few  words  over,  as 
they  began  to  ccmverse  of  old  times,  old  faces 
and  old  scenes,  the  spirit  of  past  communion 
grew  iin(!onsciously  on  both ;  and  Gertrude's 
silvery  laugh,  so  beautiful  and  free,  made 
Renault's  heart  light  to  joyousness,  as  he  joined 
with  her  in  making  merry  with  the  dear  old 
things  that  were. 

Renault  forgot  to  look  upon  the  cloud  which 
his  sensitive  nature  already  had  cast  upon  his 
lot — for  man's  lot  is  written  in  man's  heart 
and  it  is  only  there  that  it  can  be  read ;  con- 
ditions are  but  the  sculpture  of  destiny,  tlic 
aspect  which  it  bears  to  others,  but  which  to 
ourselves  has  no  vitality  of  happiness  or  woe — 
it  went  away,  for  the  time,  the  dark  cloud  did, 
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bright  light  shone  upon  his  mind^  and  he  spoke 
with  his  companion  gladly. 

"  You  have  never,  I  think,  seen  Aline  ?"  said 
Gertrude. 

"  Never  since  she  was  a  child." 
"  She  is  very,    very   beautiful,*'  said   Ger- 
trude, "  she  is  to  be  with  us  in  the  spring — and 
Aline  has  never  seen  you  ?" 

*•  Not,  I  think,  for  very  many  years.*' 
**  She  is  very   beautiful,   and   so  good,  so 
warm-heated !  so  brilliant  I  and  she  is  hardly 
seventeen.     There  is  not  such  a  darling  in  all 
the  world  I" 

"  You  love  your  sister." 
**  Every  body  loves  her,  but  you  have  never 
i?een  her^-since  she  was  a  child." 

"  And  I  hardly  remember  her  then.      You, 
as  a  child,  I  remember  much  better,  for  it  was 
during  your  mother's  life  that  I  was  most  fre- 
quently here.     The  time  of  Aline's  childhood 
>«^aathe  beginning  of  my  Eton  days." 

"  I  remember  you  were  a  favorite  of  i>oot 


\ 
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mama — your  mother  and  blie,  I  think  I  have 
heard,  had  been  friends." 

K<3naiilt  turned  suddenly  pale. 

"  You  knew  the  old  house  again,"  said  Ger- 
trude after  an  uneasy  pause — "  You  remember 
Cuikglen  ?" 

''  Very  well,  but  it  looks  too  real  to  be  the 
spot  I  have  so  often  thought  and  dreamt  about. 
I  long  to  walk  once  more  by  the  lake,  and 
about  the  park,  to  find  out  the  old  places.  If 
I  might  ask  you  to  come  with  me^  I  should  be 
delighted  to  go  over  them  with  you.'' 

"  Oh  yes,  there  is  an  hour  yet  till  dinner 
time.  I'll  go  and  put  on  my  bonnet,  and  join 
you  in  an  instant — "  and  she  left  the  room,  and 
speedily  came  back — and  they  went  out  to- 
gether upon  the  lawn. 

The  rooks  were  sitting  on  the  elms,  and  cawing 
amid  the  silence  of  the  topmost  boughs ;  the 
sun-light  was  full  of  peace,  and  the  blue  Bum- 
mer air  had  a  welkin  pureness — and  so  palpa- 
ble it  was,   that  it  seemed  as  if  the  scenery 
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Stood  in  coral  beauty  under  the  clear  depths 
of  an  enchanted  sea  ;  the  sweet  wind  stirred 
the  branches,  but  so  faintly,  that  it  hardly 
even  fringed  the  surface  of  the  lake ;  all  calm 
uid  pure  and  da?;7.1ing  the  deep  water  lay  be- 
neath its  own  grey  hill,  spreading  wide  and 
beaatiftdly  to  its  lower  banks,  grassy  and  clus- 
to«d  with  deep  groves  of  the  spreading  beech 
—every  object  had  the  beauty  of  solitude,  and 
every  sound  shewed  the  woodland  stillness  that 
it  broke:  it  was  a  scene  to  wander  in  with  a 
companion,  and  an  hour  when,  in  such  places,  it 
w  irkgome  to  be  alone. 

^  they  walked  by  the  lake,  and  over  the 
P*88y  slopes,  and  under  the  tall  trees,  and 
do^  in  the  solemn  dells  by  the  heathy  banks 
^*  the  running  brook  ;  and  up  on  the 
P^ii  hiUs  that  cast  pictures  on  all  sides, 
^  over  the  park  they  walked,  slowly 
^^^  its  smooth  grounds  shadowed  by  noble 
^^  but  ere  then  it  mattered  little  what  were 
"^®  scenes  through  which  they  passed,  for  the 


Tlicy  rcstrd  heMU'iilh  the  acacia  tree 
rustic  summer  seat  of  unbarkcd  \vo( 
conversed  together  there. 

Now.   Renault's   feelings   had    been 
soothed,    and  there  was  a  gentle  glad 
the  peace  with  which  his  heart  was  b 
but   by  and  bye,  as  he  remembered  t 
ter  that  he  had  seen  her  reading    wit 
emotion,  he  began  to  wish  that   it   h( 
been  so ;    and  even  from  so  slight  a  tl 
cold   gloom    gathered    on    his   spirits 
which  at  times  gave  a  melancholy  to  t 
tones  of  his  voice,  greater  than  he  kn 
And   Gertrude  listened  to  his  word 
would  now  and  then  be  silent  till  he  spoke 
and  her  nart  in   fViA    nf\r\t7ar>ot%4^ir\r\   !%«/»«•* 
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rather  an  early  hour,  the  gigs  of  the  young 
baronet,  and  of  the  old  steward,  or  "  factor"  of 
many  lairds,  ivere  waiting  at  the  hall  door ;  and 
Kenault  thought,  as  he  drove  his  proudly  pacing 
hor^ic  by  the  side  of  Mr.  Drurie's  trotting  cob 
through  the  moonlight  silence  of  the  noble 
park,  that  the  man  was  happy  whom  Gertrude 
Lennox  loved 


mi;.  T. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


THE   BEGIXNING   OF   THE   NATURAL   TROUBLES. 


There  was  a  narrow  lane  in  Dromleigh,  an 
ancient,  gloomy  lane,  called  the  Ghdiowa  Wynd, 
and  it  led  down  to  the  river  at  a  place  where 
it  swept  by  in  deep  whirling  swiftness,  drown* 
ing-like  and  cold ;  and  in  this  lane  there  was 
a  very  old  and  very  large  bnilding,  in  which 
it  was  usual  to  hold  sudi  public  meetings  as 
were  not  called  by  the  magistrates — a  large* 
dark  building,  venerable  and  strong ;  once  on 
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a  time,  the  meeting  house  of  the  followers  of 

John  Knox,  when  the  hilhnen  of  the  Lords  of 

Cuickglen  kept  them  away  from  the  monkish 

Town  Church— a  place  from  this  and  similar 

causes  somewhat  sacred  in  its  associations ;  and 

on  the  evening  following  the  jubileoj  at  nine  of 

the  dock,  this  meeting  bouse  was  lighted  up, 

and  fiUed  by  some  two  or  three  hundred  of 

penons ;  a  great  portion  of  whom  were  men 

of  grave  and  severe  aspect —people  who,  in 

the  beards  and  dresses  of  the  old  times^  mi^t 

have  fitly  represented  the  stem  men  of  those 

stabbon  days  of  gloomy  wiU-^  others  were  of 

^^^'ontenances  leas  characteristic  of  such  a  class, 

^  yet  the  general  appearance  of  the  assemr 

Uj  throughout  was  of  a  grave  and  thoughtiul 

kind 

*  There  vcre,  evidently,  not  many  of  the 
logher  classes  of  the  town  present,  still  there 
^^  a  few ;  and  the  dress  and  appearance 
rffte  major  portion  of  the  meeting  were 
H  3 
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those    of    persons    in    a    decent    sphere    of 
life. 

A  tall,  dark  man,  who  looked  like  n  master 
artizan,  rose  and  proposed  that  Doctor  Haggort 
should  take  the  chair. 

The  proposal  was  universally  cheered,  and  a 
hard-featured,  strongly  built,  but  respcctaUy 
dressed  person,  walked  up  to  the  chair,  and 
looking  around  him  on  the  silent  assembly^ 
6»aid — 

"  Gentlemen,  you  all  know  the  object  of  our 
meeting  here.  We  have  now  got  the  means  ot 
electing  our  own  Member  of  Parliament,  and 
I  believe  that  the  general  wish  is  to  keep  that 
power  in  our  own  hnnds.  (Great  cheering.) 
We  must  have  and  make  our  choice.  It  will 
not  do  for  any  one  to  walk  over  the  course,  ex- 
cept it  be  by  reason  of  his  political  sefnti- 
ments  being  those  of  the  great  majority  of  the 
electors.  It  is  now  well-known  that  Sir  Re- 
nault  Falconer  of  Woodlee  is  to  stand  for 
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Drumieigli — no  man  can  be  more  fit,  or  well 
l^eaamg  to  us  than  he — but,  gentlemen,  I  hope 
this    meeting   will  resolve  upon  the  nature 
of  the  pledges  which  Sir  Renault  must  give, 
ere  any  elector  present  tender  him  his  vote— I 
know   very  well — you  all   know,  gentlemen  > 
that  it  is  the  wish  of  the  Provost  and  magis- 
trates, and  also  of  a  considerable  portion  of  the 
electors,  to  demand  no  pledge  or  promise  nt  all 
from  Sir  Renault,  as  to  the  parliamentary 
course  which  he  will  pursue,  but  that  would,  in  my 
opinion,  be  an  act  of  wanton  injustice  to  ourselv  es. 
The  Reform  Bill  has  given  us  a  voice  in  the 
.  conndl  of  the  nation ;    and,    although  it  is 
through  our  representatives  that  it  must  be  ex- 
cwaaed,  we  should  have  no  voice  at  all  in  res- 
pect to  the  grand  purpose  for  which  the  right 
was  striven  for  and  obtained,  if  we  confined  it 
to  As  mere  power  of  conferring  the  title  of 
Member  of  Parliament  on  such  gentlemen  as 
we  might  delight  to  honor.    Our  duty  to  our 
k  country  an^i  ourselves  is  a  higher  one  than 
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that.     I  believe  I  have  correctly  explained  t 
purpose  for  which  the  meeting  ha8  been  call^^ 
and  I  shall  now  be  glad  to  hear  such  pledges 
may  be  proposed  to  be  adopted  by  it,  as  ne        ^ 


sary  to  be  given  by  the  talented  and  i 
plished  gentleman  who  is  to  stand  for  tL^'^ 
borough  before  the  electors  present  will  gir*^ 
him  their  votes." 

So  saying,  the  chairman  sat  down  amid  gen  ^ 
eral  cheering. 

Besolutions  were  not  wanting  to  be  pro--^^ 
posed — the  doure  men    of   Drumleigh  wer^^ 
fiercely  opposed  to  the  old  state  of  things,  an^^ 
were  stubbornly  embued  with  the  passion  foi^ 
popular  liberty  —  Vote  by  Ballot,   Triennial^ 
Parliaments,  and  such  like  matters  were  pro-^ 
posed,  and  violently  discussed,  the  numbers  od 
each  division  being  always  greatly  in  favour  of 
the  more  sweeping  change ;  but  nothing  very 
remarkable  occurred  until  the  tall,  dark  man— 
a  tomb  maker  by  trade — rose  again  and  spoke 
on    a     subject    which     has     always     been 
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pecoliarlj  calculated  to  set  Scottish  spirits  in 

«bkz& 

"  Gentlemen,'*  said  he,  "  we  now  elect 
oar  am  Member  o'  Parliament,  and  it  is 
Ugb  time  that  we  should  have  the  power  of 
dectmg  our  ain  ministers  as  welL  (Cheering 
tad  some  confusion).  I  say,**  said  the  tall  man, 
cnergedcally;  '*we  have  the  same  claim  to 
dect  our  idn  ministers,  as  we  have  to  elect 
our  ain  Members  of  Parliament  The  Apos- 
tle Paul " 

''Order  r  cried  the  chwman,  '^  you  must 
^t  quote  scripture.'' 

**  I  was  not  going  to  quote  sc^pture.  I  was 
^7  going  to  say,  that  in  the  churches  that 
Paul  planted,  and  Apollos  watered,  there  was 
w  Buch  thing  as  patronage— (hear,  hear,  hear,) 
**iu>  Buch  thing,  and,  therefore,  it  is  against 
Sci^ture  for  us  to  have  anjrthing  of  the 
™i  Why,  I  ask  you,  should  a  parish  of 
Christian  Protestants  be  compelled  to  have  a 
"*"^ter  forced  upon  them,  whether  they  like 
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him  or  no  ?  A  man  can  choose  the  physician  for 
his  body,  but  the  laird  must  choose  for  him 
the  physician  of  his  soul  I  (Great  cheering  and 
some  confusion.)  What  is  a  man  if  he  is  obli- 
gated to  hear  any  barrel  organ  of  a  preacher  that 
the  frccns  o'  the  craytcr  may  have  got  the 
living  for—is  he,  I  say,  a  free  Christian? 
Did  not  Paul  in  his  epistle  to  Timo- 
thy  " 

"  Order,  order !"  cried  the  chainnau. 
"  Order  be  it  then,"  continued  the  S}>eaker, 
"  but  the  people  of  Scotland  will  never  be 
satisfied  till  they  liave  the  power  of  electing 
their  ain  ministers—  tliere  is  even  in  the  Kirk  a 
law  permitting  parishes  to  reject  such  as  should 
be  forced  ujion  them.  But  if  the  Kirk  will 
not  put  the  law  in  force,  the  Parliament  must 
make  a  law  that  will  not  be  staid.  I,  therefore, 
put  it  to  the  meeting,  that  our  member  be  re- 
quired to  use  his  exertions  in  Parliament  to 
have  a  law  made  by  which  every  parish  shall 
elect  its  minister,  just  as  every  county  electa 
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its  member  —  and,    gentlemen,    that's    my 

mind'' 
Load  cheering,  and  some   confusion  again 

followed  this,  in  the  midst  of  which  a  young 

nuo,  who  had  sat  quietly  during  the  preWous 

proceedings,  rose,  and  the  noise  on  all  sides 

ceased. 

He  was  of  slight  stature,  very  pale,  of 
tluoghtful  and  pleasing  features,  and  was 
^nssei  in  black.  His  name  was  Malcolm 
Stuart— he  was  a  student  of  divinity,  and  a 
'™w*8  only  son. 

^  Grentlemen,"  said  the  young  man,  "  I  hope 
«c  resolution  proposed  will  be  withdrawn,  for 
It  18  one  which  I  am  sure  Sir  Benault  Falconer 
^  not  go  to  parliament  pledged  to  support, 
ll^eg  most  respectfully  to  direct  the  attention 
w  the  meeting  to  the  mistake  into  which  the 
"^  speaker  has  fallen,  in  comparing  a  clergy- 
"^  to  a  member  of  parliament.  The  latter 
^  supposed  to  be  one  of  ourselves— a  repre. 
***^ve  of  ourselves  and  our  interests  ia  the 
H  5 


154  THE    YOUNG  BABONET. 

council  of  the  nation^  but  the  other,  gentle- 
men, is  a  teacher — a  person  whose  office  is 
quite  distinct  from  that  of  a  representative. 
It  is  perfectly  true  that  there  are  some  laws 
regarding  the  church,  some  acts  of  assembly 
that  might  be  easily  made  the  ground-work  of 
claims  something  like  this,  but,  gentlemen,  there 
arc  unfortunately  many  others  of  such,  the 
justice  or  wisdom  of  which  few,  at  the  present 
day,  will  be  disposed  to  adhere  to,  or  commend. 
And  then,  gentlemen,  forgive  mc,  if  I  direct 
your  attention— as  this  is  made  a  matter  for  a 
member  of  parliament— to  the  nature  of  the 
patron's  right.  The  origin  of  this  right  of 
patronage  was  the  endowment  of  the  cure — 
the  clergyman's  income  is  thus  a  gift  of  the 
patron  to  the  parish — ^when  in  former  times  a 
church  was  built  and  endowed,  the  donor 
retained  ^is  right  to  present  the  incumbent 
-whence,  gentlemen,  patronage  is  the  most 
sacred  of  rights,  for  it  is  not  a  right  cMferr^i, 
but  a  right  retain€d\  and  the  patron  has  da 
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nme  right  to  the  presentation,  as  the  parish 
bas  that  their  minister  should  enjoy  the  fruits  of 
the  liyiog.  If  you  take  the  presentation  &om 
the  patroDy  you  must  in  justice  give  him  back 
the  income  of  the  cure^  otherwise  you  become 
pl^oemexiy  for  you  elect  a  favorite  to  the  en* 
dowment  of  another — an  endowment  expressly 
made  cm  the  condition  of  retaining  the  right 
of  pretenting  to  his  own  gift" 

There  was  much  confusion  and  many 
eheen. 

^  We  all  know  why  he  speaks  in  that  way," 
«ri«l  wme.  «*  He  is  for  the  Provost's  party— 
he  i«  in  love  with  Lilly  Ramsay." 

^  student  turned  deadly  pale,  and  strove 
^  speak,  but  his  breathing  seemed  to  choke 
him. 

**More  likely  in  love  with  her  fifty  thousand 
I^^P  cried  others. 

^e  bipod  rudied  to  the  student's  face,  but 
hiatongue  was  freed;  and  casting  ofif  his  for- 
°^  deference,  he  spoke  with  indignant  warmth 


iiitijwiiiN   NMTc  Violent    ai!;ainst   him, 
towards    twi^lvo    o'clock    the    chalrn 
the  vote  whether,  as  he  ealled  it,   th 
was  for  parish  *' iutrusion,"    or    "u 
sion,**   the  latter  was  carried  by  a 
jority  ;  and  the  keen  words  sped, 
course  became  the  distinctions  of  pai 
ere  long  nearly  swamped  all  otliert 
came  watch-words  over  the  length  ai 
of  Scotland. 
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CHAPTER   VII. 


THE   FIBST   LOVE   SCENE. 


Tinkle,  tinkle,  went  the  bonny  bells  of  Dium- 
^,on  the  day  following  (it  was  the  sabbath) 
™^  which  Sir  Renault  Falconer  had  passed  at 
Cmckglen;  tinkle,  tinkle,  from  various  parts 
^  the  ancient  town  came  those  silvery  calls  to 
w^cet  and  pray  ;  the  sun  was  high,  the  sky  was 
*>'ue,  the  hour  was  before  noon,  and  sweet  sum- 
'^ifiT  was  in  the  day  ;  the  long  streets  were  quiet, 
^  lined  with  large  shuttered  shop  windows 


man  that  clay  walked  by  the  s; 
whose  little  hand  was  grasped 
man  of  the  world  moved  a  m 
the  family  group  with  those  by 
he  should  lie,  when  the  busy  w 
ten  him ;  tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle, 
church  bells ;  and  the  sunlight 
the  quiet  house   walls,   and 
shadows  lay  darkly  marked  c 
street,    and    the  marked  squai 
though    the    church-yard    way 
tinkle,  tinkle,  went  the  far  s[ 
besides  the  varied  sounds  from 
town  spires,  there  came  on  the  v 
noises  of  the  church-bells  of  I 
small  fishing  town  beyond  the  riv 
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spray  that  threw  back  from  its  snowy  tossingSy 

the  rich  light  of  the  sabbath  sun  ;  and  for  fiur 

around  the  town,  on  the  landward  sides,  the 

uiuty    of   impression  was  unbroken  by  the 

change  of  producing  causes ;  the  river  glided 

on  without  a  boat  on  its  surface,  and  the  limpid 

murmur  of  its  ripples  came  over  the  silence  of 

the  fields,  the  work-horse  grazed  on  the  pasture, 

and  the  shepherd  read  his  bible  on  the  brae ; 

the  birds  sang  around  without  disturbing  the 

nlence,  mingling  their  pure  notes  with  the 

peacefobess  of  the  scene— for  a  peace  like 

God's  blessing  seemed  to  be  upon  the  world — 

it  was  one  of  those  times  when  life   has  all 

its  sweetness,   and   death  has   all  its  hope, 

when  the    past    has    its   gentlest  memories, 

ttd  the  future  its  kindest  dreams — when  even 

the  infidel  himself  must  feel  that  the  world 

would   lose    exceedingly,  if   there    were  no 

cborches  and  sabbath  days. 

Sedately  walked  the  grave  halbertiers 
befixre  the  Provost  and  Magistrates,  for  the 
dignitaries    of  the   tovm  sat  together  in  the 


iwuuu  ijuw  10  mem  ero  he  seated  1 
a  like    inelinatiou  when  it   was  tiu 
to  depart — and  soon  after,  among 
gers  of  the  sunny  pavement,  came  . 
aay,    with    Norman  Comyn  walkii 
side,  and  a  decent  looking  servant : 
ing  the  pew  bibles,  stepping  on  beh 
JVIany  a   glance — some  of  them 
envious,  may  be — was  given  to  wart 
in  her  white  dress  she  walked  by  1 
her   distil)^,  :'.I.ed    companion,     for 
besides  being  handsome,  was,  from  li 
tions,  a  person  of  some  note  in  Di 
but  Lilly's  veil  was  over  her  face, 
the  paleness  and   the  flushes  that 
came  upon  it — with  her  little  paras< 
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tre^  and  the  figure  so  exquisitely  moulded 
tb&t  the  slight,  round  waist  looked  coy  in  spite 
oi  the  dress  of  purest  white ;  the  moss  rose- 
bud on  Lilly's  bosom  had  not  the  veiled  grace 
of  a  gentler  beauty,  than  that  of  the  pure- 
hearted  being  who  had  plucked  it  to  set  it 
there. 

The  only  thing  for  record  which  Norman 
Comyn  did  in  church,  was  his  joining  in  the 
singing  of  the  psalms,  but  that,  to  do  him 
juatice,  was  more  the  result  of  ennui  than  of 
any  wish  to  add  to  the  hypocrisy  of  his  situa- 
tion. 

The  long  service  at  length  was  ended  with  a 
blessing,  and  the  congregation,  in  the  usual 
high  state  of  gossip,  poured  out  upon  the 
quiet,  suimy  streets  again ;  the  magistrates, 
followed  by  their  Town  Clerk,  and  preceded 
by  their  officers,  carrying  halberts,  the  inno- 
cent steel  heads  of  which  flashed  back  their 
threatening  brightness  above  the  home  going 


past,    rushed    hurriedly  ah)ng  th 
carrying    baked    joints    from    pL 
and    anxiously    avoiding    the  obs 
washed   acquaintances,    particular! 
the  favoured  sex   to    whom  Prov 
given  no  household  drudgery  to  < 
wives  in  silken  attire  self-complacen 
on  the  arms  of  shaven  lords  in  Sund 
clinking  their  progress  with  turned 
the  iron-heels  of  their  well  brushes 
young  men  in  new  suits  shining  in 
swaggered  along  from  sermon  to  dine 
ing  less  of  either,  may  be,  than  of  tl 
Young  ladies  threw  their  parasols  i 
spoke  in  careless  blandishment  when 
accosted  bv  thfnr  A^-*--'- 
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prettj  feet  and  ankles,  as  they  stepped  to  the 
Guiiages  that  waited  for  them  at  the  open, 
wUte  gate ;  and  then  ever  and  anon  amid  the 
wiDdng  crowds  came  the  roll  of  those  carri- 
iges  with  the  waving  veils  of  their  fair  occu- 
puts  put  aside,  to  enable  them  to  look  freely 
ca  the  lower  -world,  and  the  grand  theme  of 
die  oonyersation  of  all  —  was  of  Norman 
Comyn's  sitting  with  Lilly  Ramsay  in  the 
host's  pew,  and  how  her  veil  had  hardly 
eter  been  raised,  except  when  the  front  of 
ott  bonnet  shaded  over  the  book  on  which  her 
eyes  were  cast  And  as  Lilly  returned  home 
•"tkig  time  her  arm  lay  on  that  of  her  com- 
F^i^— it  may  be,  had  she  heard  all  that  was 
w  regarding  her,  her  heart  would  have  beat 
•slightly  than  it  did. 

**  WeD,  how  did  you  like  the  sermon,  Mr. 
^yn?"  said  the  Provost  entering  the  room, 
"•^  returned  from  taking  off  his  robe  of 
^  in  the  Town  House.  "  I  could  not  see  you 
^  our  pew.    You  remember  our  minister. 


"'  oil,    I'm     not     })Jirtioiilar. 
am  very  imich  iittaclied  to  the  Cliii 
land." 

"  So  every  Scottish  gentleman 
It  is  a  noble  Church ;  not  in  its  ric 
poral  honors,  but  in  its  piety,  usel 
fitness  for  the  people ;  although  oui 
some  respects,  indeed,  are,  are — v 
call  them — *' 

"  Educated  clowns,*'  said  Comyn, 

"  No,  no ;  we  can't  call  them  1 
name  as  that.  There  are  many  m< 
character,  good  birth,  brilliant  tn 
great  usefulness  in  the  church.  T 
is  under  great  obligations  to  thenL** 

"  And  they  to  the  cx\nnft^ — ^^ — 
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are  the  soub  of  farmers  and  people  of  that  sort — 
the&e  go  to  college,  lodge  in  a  garret,  see  or 
converse  with  none  but  such  as  themselves, 
whether  it  be  before  or  after  taking  their 
degree  —  they  want  that  enlargement  of 
mind  which  refinement  gives — there  is  a 
storm  brewing  among  those  people,  rely  upon 
St,  Frovost.  I  make  a  rule  to  keep  my  eyes 
open—  but,  if  we  talk  thus.  Miss  Kamsay  will 
shnt  her  ears." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,  Lilly  has  lately,  to  my 
great  surprise,  spoken  with  less  respect  of  the 
clergy  than  she  used  to  do." 

Lilly  blushed  to  the  forehead;  Comyn 
saw  it,  and  muttered  in  thought,  for  there 
are  silent  thoughts  that  mutter,  as  well  as 
q>eak. 

"  Humph  !  a  former  lover,  though  the 
Provost  does  not  guess  it.  I  dare  say  the 
sniveling  has  given  her  Puritanical  kisses  by 
the  "  score"— for  that  is  a  Bible  term.  And, 
Ym  to  come  aftevy    I  suppose.     Curse  on  it. 
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Renault  Falconer  speaks  of  Gertrude  Lexmox 
as  if  he  should  love  her  ;  and,  by  what  I 
have  extracted  from  his  moodiness,  Gertrude 
will  give  up  her  preserved  heart— a  warm 
heart  I  know  it  is— to  him,  and  I  must  wive 
with  'Lilly,' God  bless  her— I  could  fill  a 
seraglio  with  such  hedge-flowers,  if  my  youth 
would  but  improve  with  my  experience. 
— With  great  pleasure,  Provost''' . 

The  last  words  were  spoken  aloud^ 
and  in  answer  to  something  about  wine 
and  sandwiches. 

It  is  hardly  worth  while  to  chronicle 
glasses  of  madeira,  cool  daret,  or  to  speak 
of  silver  trays ;  but  it  is  a  pretty  thing  to 
write  about  Lilly  Ramsay,  for  she  was,  in^ 
deed,  a  lovely,  good,  and  pure  hearted  Scot- 
tish lassie,  and  looked  the  bonnier  for  the 
rich  blush  that  was  always  coming  and  going 
on  her  cheek.  And  her  whole  heart  was  in 
Comyn's  keeping ;  and  though  in  his  thonj^itB 
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he  traded  with  it,  poor  Lilly  would  have  died 
forlimL 

''And  now,  suppose  we  take  a  walk  till 
diimer  time,'*  said  Provost  Bamsay.      "  You 
^ve  not  seen  balf  the  improTements  of  the 
town  you  spoke  of  yesterday,  we  have  an 
iu)ar  and  a  half  on  our  hands ;   and  between 
Krvices  on  a  summer  Sunday — although  there 
u%  people  among  us  who  say  that  it  is  wrong 
to  take  a  walk — for  my  part,  I  consider  the 
^eone  of  the  best  that  Providence  and  our 
oim  wants  have  given  us,  to  look  in  a  proper 
■pint  on  the  beauty  of  the  world,  and  the 
blessings  of  our  lot.    I  am  getting  an  old  man, 
^«  C!omyn,  and  once  thought,  I  remember 
well,  that  the  summer  green  could  not  gladden 
«  heart  that  was  old,  but  that,  thank  God  I 
^^  a  grand  mistake,  for  sometimes,  but  for 
yerj  duune,  I  could  gambol  like  a  boy  among 
^e  sonny  places  again.    Let  me  tell  you  a 
^th,  Mr.  Comyn — young  men,  whose  era  is 
^e  envy  of  the  old,  young  men  neglect,  do 


wlio  sal<l    tliiit   old   men   rrganl  \ 
iiviiiix  Avorld   with  more  rcfrrct  tl 
who  arc  to  die,  should  have  al 
the  Tcry  young,  ou  whose  free  hi 
of  nature's  gladness  has  not  been 
by  the  engrossing  passion  of  othe 
life  and  nature's  blessings  as  pa 
the  old.     But  I  am  beginning  to  1 
own  hearth  rug." 

"  I  am  far  from  thinkinpc  there 
barm   in    taking  a  walk   on  Sum 
Miss  Ramsay   accompany   us,"  si 
Comyn. 

"  No,  no,  she  is  better  at  home, 
left  the  room.)  And  now,  suppose 
our  canes  and  wo iir      o^i- 
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lobbj)  Ib  it  not  sultry  !**  continued  the  old 
nun  M  thej  passed  out  upon  the  sunny  pave- 
ment 

"  It  18  indeed,''  answered  Comyn,  **  but 
where  are  we  to  go?" 

^  We  shall  first  go  to  the  site  for  the  Hos- 
pital—it  commands  a  magnificent  view — and 
^you  must  come  and  see  the  new  Slaughter- 
House,  the  Gks  Works,  and  the  House  of  Cor- 
wctbn;  all  raised  within  the  last  two  years." 

"  fm  afraid.  Provost,  I'm  a  poor  judge  of 
such  buildings  as  you  mention." 

^  Oh,  egad,  as  to  their  architectural  beauties, 
I  believe  there  is  not  much  to  brag  of,  but  the 
^^t  of  them  tells  something  of  the  growing 
"J^rtance  of  the  town.  I  want  them  to 
'^'^anew  Granunar  School,  but  they  hold 
'^ck-I  have  just  got  them  to  lay  out  an 
•^tional  sum  for  the  new  markets — by  the 
hye  you  will  come  with  me  and  see  them — so 
1  must  not  press  too  hard  on  the  funds.  I 
have  another  plan  in  my  mind — for  knocking 
'^*ou  I.  I 


there  as  I  luid  ten  years  ago  t 
])uilJ  the  new  bridge.  ^Vnd  wc 
that  too  in  our  walk,  if  you 
jection.*' 

"  I  begin  to  see  exactly  ho 
bored,"  thought  Comyiiy  as  he 
him  on  the  payement. 

And  yet  to  many  it  might 
pleasing  thing  to  have  walked  tb 
old  Provost's  side.  The  respec 
all  who  met  them ;  the  raised  h; 
men  and  old ;  and  now  and  then  ( 
spoken  blessings  invoked  upon  hi 
the  absence  at  the  same  time  of  all  tl 
deference — ^the  cold  homage  whi 
mere  rank-— i^ve  his  Drocrrpoa  o  «' 
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dnwB  reflections  enough^  although  bis  mind 
VM  too  much  occupied  with  other  matters 
to  give  liim  leisure  for  conclusions  now. 

indbe  visited  the  new  Slaughter-House,  and 

ik  House  of  Correction^  and  passed  along  the 

Innnanities  of  its  stony  wards ;  and  the  (jas 

Works,  much  to  Comyn*s  disgust,  were  also 

^ted,  for  all  these  things  being  almost  as  it 

were  creations  of  the  Provost's  own,  he  re- 

gnded  them   as   achievements,    through  the 

memories  of  the  difficulties  he  had  had — and 

4ey  Tirited  the  new  bridge  and  the  sites  of 

^^  for  public  buildings,  and  went  to  the 

Town  House,  and  looked  at  many  interesting 

i^cs  of  the  past ;  and  the  new  markets  they 

w>  visited,  and  the  fire  engines,   aud  the 

wtter  cistern,  and  various    other    statistical 

tluogs;  and  as  they  were  returning,   they  had 

tti  q)portunity  of  witnessing    His   Majesty's 

mail  rattle  along  the  sabbath  silence  of  the 

deserted   High  street,    and    of  hearing    the 

guard's  long  horn  stir  up  the  pulses  of  that 

I  3 


Avho  clisaj)pcarcd  with  them  th 
day-dressed  commercial  crowd,  i 
the   post   office   door ;  and   the 
Comyn   thither,  and  the  expec 
who  delighted  in  the  time,  be( 
pleasing  variety,  by  taking  th 
space  from  their  religious   and 
cerns — the  clean  shirted  commei 
a  body  as  the  Provost  approache 
men  of  firms   regarding  Comy 
was  a  real  gentleman,  and  a  com 
London  great,)  with  unmitigatec 
the  lawyers'  and  bankers'  clerks 
curious  eyes  at  the  cut  of  his  ch 
puting  it  to  their  tailors   that  tl 
had  nnf  fl^o  aow»*»  Air,A.z •  i     ■» 
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veadier  and  the  crops,  and  of  the  coming  elec- 
^  ki  Drumleigh  town;  Comyn  walked 
^waj  to  some  distance,  for  as  it  could  not  be 
of  anj  use  to  him  to  make  the  acquaintance  of 
^  wholesale  and  retail  gentlemen,  he  did 
^  wish  to  give  himself  the  trouble  of 
doing  80. 

Out  came  the  letter  carrier  in  his  Sunda/s 

^  with  its  facings  of  flaming  red,  and  he 

^  nnmediately  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of 

i^etgons  willing  and  anxious  to  save  him  the 

^^ble  and  themselves  the  delay  occasioned  by 

'^Ting  their  letters  carried  to  their  doors — up 

^ent  the  black  post  oflGice  window  wicket,  and 

piles  of  letters  of  the  great  businesa  men — who 

^  tYoid  this  same  delay  of  perambulations 

^^•lled  or  sent  for  them  there — were  handed 

Out  and  paid  for,  the  change  clinking  with  that 

^Knait,  dapper  precision  used  and  obsenred  in 

•U  money  departments    of  the    goyemment 

•*f^;  the  Provost  went  to  the  window  and 

^yn  to  the  man  with  the  scarlet  facings — 
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the  letter  carrier  immediately  raised  hiB  head, 
touched  his  hat,  wetted  his  finger  points,  and 
served  the  strange  gentleman  first. 

Two  or  three  letters  were  put  in  Comyn's 
hand,  and  after  he  read  them  he  throBt  tlieiii 
hurriedly  into  his  coat  and  muttered  to  him- 
self:— 

"  I  must  make  quick  work  of  this  aCQur,  or 
I  shall  be  ruined  utterly/    . 

^*  Ah,  good  news,  I  hope  you  have  had,*'  said 
the  Provost  coming  up  with  a  packet  of  opened 
letters  in  his  hand.  '*I  have  letters  fimn 
Hamburgh  of  the  most  cheering  kind.  I  paid 
my  fishermen  a  good  price— poor  fellows,  th^f 
would  starve  half  the  winter  else — and  shipped 
my  herrings  to  Hamburgh,  for  the  prioes  at 
home  would  not  pay ;  and  now  I  find  by  the 
advices  of  to-day  that  the  last  two  cargoes  have 
sold  at  twenty  five  shillings — and  diat,  on  two 
thousand  barrels,  leaves  me  a  profit  of  five 
hundred  pounds,  besides  doing  a  good  deed  to 
those  rough  but  worthy  fellows  the  fishennen 
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of  DeDhavexu    But  this  is  Sunday— Down  this 
wmy;  it  is  getting  near  fonr  o'clock.      Yon 
oaa't  teU   how  glad  I  am   that  this  adven- 
ture has  turned  out  so  welL    Now  I  shall  be 
able  to  give  those  fellows  a  stiU  higher  price — 
I  shall  buy  their  cod-fish,  get  them  to  salt  it, 
barrel  it  up,  and  try  my  luck  with  that — I  hate 
to  see  men  ground  down  as  these  poor  fellows 
bftTebeen— I  shall  give  them  half  profits — yes 
balf  profits,    for    I  shall  pay    them  at  that 
Tate.    Do  you  know,  Mr.  Comyn,  that  I  made 
seven  thousand  pounds  by  a  seven  year's  lease 
of  Dromleigh  river  simply  by  sending  no  foul 
MbBontothe  London  market,  and  paying  my 
JJyrmcn  and  coopers-- fine  fellows  they  all 
are— paying  them  a  fair  price  for  their  labor-* 
wliile  those  who  have  taken  the  fishings  since 
faive  all  lost  money  by  them.    But  this  is 
Sunday.    Now  here  we  are,"  continued  the 
lW)st  as  they  came  within  sight  of  his  house 
^ain. 
Ibey  were  gladly  welcomed  by  Lilly,  who 
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looked  lovelier  than  before,  for  there  is  soin  * 
thing  in  the  hospitable  associations  of  o^^ 
home  partaken  of,  that  makes  the  intercom"  -^ 
of  the  gentle  more  quickly  genial  even 
that  of  those  whom  the  world's  education 
given  talents  that  way — ^the  rich  flush  we 
and  came  upon  her  cheek,  her  soft  eyes  had. 
dancing  brightness,  and  there  was  a  look  ^ 
happiness  on  her  countenance  which  she  di^ 
not  seek  to  hide. 

Dinner  passed,  and  for  an  hour  or  so  Comyv 
and  the  Provost  sat  alone  over  their  wine. 
The  manners  and  sentiments  of  the  latter  were 
of  the  old  school  of  Scottish  gentlemen,  with 
the  habit  of  drinking  freely  not  omitted ;  and 
on  any  other  occasion,  Comyn,  who  was  a 
lover  of  wine,  would  have  been  well  pleased 
to  have  sat  deeper  into  the  evening  with 
such  vintages  and  companionship,  than  the 
necessities  of  his  situationwould  now  permit 
him  to  do. 

They   joined  Lilly  in  the  drawing  rooiD» 
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■iMi  after  tea,  Comyn  was  a  good  deal  surprised 
ioWtlieFh)YOSt  tell  his  daughter  to  bring 
I rofaune of  Blair's  sermons;  for  it  was  Mr. 
itamfs  domestic  habit  to  have  one  of  those 
•oaonsread  every  Sunday  erening — and  bad 
>  prince  of  the  blood  been  his  guest,  the  old 
*Wort  would  not  have  stayed  the  observ- 
tDce. 

And  Lilly  brought  the  book,  and  opened  it 
^  the  sermon  which  the  rotation  of  that 
^ening  claimed;  the  father  and  his  guest  drew 
'ound  their  chairs,  and  the  young  girl  began 
to  read. 

Simply,  yet  with  the  grace  of  quiet  rever- 

^^)  Lilly  read  the  moral  pages  of  this  family 

&vorite  of  the  Scottish  church,  wishing  in  the 

tlKm^tful  tendrilism  of  her  heart,  that  the 

listener  whom  she  almost  worshipped  might 

benefit  by  what  he  heard  ;  and  with  her  clear 

^<Ase  in  sweet  solemnity  falling  on  the    ear, 

^  the  long  silken  lashes  of  the  down-cast 

^7^  the  soft  glossy  hair  that  the  rich  even- 

I   5 


iL  in:  aaia  mat  Tiio  Kind  old  man  tb 
looked  upon  his   child,  that  hers 
that  God  would  surely  bless !" 

Now  Nonnan  Comyn — to  his 
eet  down — bore  all  this  very  well 
factf  this  sennon  reading  afforded 
disturbed  opportunity  of  employi: 
thoughts  on  his  own  drcumstanc 
larly  in  their  connection  with  th 
that  day ;   although,  as  he  cast  1 
Lilly  Ramsay,  he  could  not  help 
himself,  that  she  might  just  then  Y 
the  study  for    a  painter,  on  the  s 
lovely  puritan,  a  daughter  of  the  C 
any  other  name  which  it  might  be  1 
or  taste  of  the  artist  to  give;     i 
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^Ua  watdi,  went  to  a  book-case,  and  placing 

^  pile  of  books  upon  the  table,  observed  that 

^boped  Ck»nyn  would  excuse  him  for  a  short 

tiiDe,  as  he  had    to    answer   his  Hamburgh 

ktkn»  which  would  not  brook  the  delay  of 

another  post ;  adding  as  usual,  that  he  was  far 

Avm  approving  of  the  practice  which  rendered 

tbis  necessary,  that  he  did  not    think   there 

^bofiM  be  any  delivery  of  letters  on  the  sab- 

'^^^day;  and  that  the  system  was  very  bad, 

^^  it  had  been  long  in  use." 

Comyn  was  well  pleased  to  see  him  depart, 
••dwhen  the  sounds  of  his  descending  foot- 
^^'8  were  fiurly  gone,  he  took  Lilly's  hand 
^  brought  her  to  the  chair  beside  him. 

**  Mifis  Bamsay — or,  I  think  I  may  call  you 
*^now,  may  1  not?"  said  he  in  a  voice  of 
fflBch  tenderness,  **  the  more  I  see  of  you  the 
™*e  I  feel  my  own  unworthiness  even  to  love 
jouj  for  if  ever  purity  and  beauty  dwelt  to- 
gether on  earth,  they  dwell  in  you." 


voii  ])raisc  nie  i'or,  and  th 
like  me  r 

She  turned  her  soft  eyi 
said  this,  and  tears  stood 

«  Dear   Lilly  T   said  ( 
to  his  bosom,  and  kissing 

At  that  moment  a  fla^ 
minated  the  room,  so  viv 
an  instant  thought  that  i 
and  in  a  moment  after,  a  p 
in  loud  fury  over  the  tow 
followed  was  threatening 
sky  now  was  overcast,  anc 
on. 

Flash  followed  flash    s( 
thunder  nealft  flP#»Tno/i  -fr* 
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heavy  drops  which  soon  encreased  to  a  torrent, 
vliile  the  thunder  became  louder  and  louder  as 
if  it  would  still  the  earth. 

^I<m  are  not  frightened,  Lilly  7^  whispered 
^  oon^anion,  to  whom  the  storm  had  given 
""ferance  to  keep  her  to  his  breast. 

liDy  answered  with  fresh  blushes,  but  in 
*«  good  faith  of  her  throbbing  heart,  « I 
^^^>«ld  never  be  frightened  with  you !" 

"Thifl  rain  wiU  beat  your  roses  down — 

*™»e  pet  flowers  you  shewed  me  yesterday. 

▼Vlitt  a  flash  was  that !  and  now  the  thunder 

Tfcc  peal  passed  and  Lilly  said— 
"  Do  you  remember  last  summer,  at  Brae- 
**>  the  rose  I  gave  you  in  the  garden  in  ex- 
**nge  for  the  sweet  white  rose  you  gave  to 
mer 

Comyn  remembered  nothing  about  it,  he 
^  just  then  thinkmg  what  a  miserable  drive 
to  Woodlee  he  should  have  that  evening  in 
^  open  gig,  but  he  kissed  her  pale  forehead 


room,  iiiid  ere  Coinyn,  who  was  ] 
what  subdued  by  the  tremendous  p 
thunder,  knew  well  what  to  th 
sudden  desertion,  she  appeared  aga 
and  blushes  with  a  small  folded  p; 
hand,  and  opening  it,  she  took  out  tl 
white  rose. 

'^  Dearest  Lilly  I"  said  he,  some^ 
by  this  little  proof  of  her  devotio 
shall  I  be  worthy  of  you  I" 

"  Have  you  not  been  so,  since  yo 
preserved  the  rose.  Oh,  had  I  k 
then,  how  happy  it  would  have  ma(] 

He  drew  her  to  his  bosom  aga 
pulses  were  beating  warmly,  and  h< 
forbear  to  love*  in  somp.  At^ftr^i^    4 


THE  TOUHO  BARONET  18S 

'v^aad  that  lay  npon  liis  bosom,  and  with 
FMiiMte   emotion— 'though  hardly  knowing 
^^  he  said-— he  whiapered, 
«Biiiiie,Lmy/ 

llie  coral  lips,  the  sweet  eyes  flashing 
pudy,  the  beaming  countenance  rose  from  his 
^xfeast,  and  Comyn  warmly  returned  the  half 
dilute;  when  Lilly,  blushing  a  deeper  crimson, 
•8  if  diocked  at  her  own  act,  turned  her  face 
•^ay  with  the  tears  trickling  down  her 
cheek. 

"  (Pest  tme  affaire  finie^  thought    Comyn, 

^  but  how  the  devil  am  I  to  get  home  ?  I  shall 

be  drenched  to  the  skin ;   and  that  mare  of 

Falconer's  is  so  cursedly  fresh  she  wiU^o  wild 

«t  these  flashes,  and  very  likely  pitch  me  out 

upon  my  head.     But  the    storm  is    getting 

irone  and  worse,  and  how  dark  it  has  become  I 

I  must  start  before  it  gets  more  dismal — and 

now  I  hear  the  Provost.'' 

Such  were  his  thoughts,  while  poor  Lilly 
was  doubting  if  her  happiness  was  real ;  so 
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vivid  and  heartfiUing  it  had  been  made  by  what 
she  fancied  were  fresh  proofs  of  Comyn's 
love. 

**  To-morrow,  Lilly,**  he  whispered,  **  you 
will  be  at  home  when  I  call — ^we  shall  have  the 
forenoon  to  ourselves.  We  love  each  other — 
nay,  one  kiss  more.  You  must  think  of  me 
as  your  fixture  husband,  as  it  is  now  my  joy 
to  regard  you  as  my  fixture  wife.  To-morrow 
we  must  consult  together  how  your  father  is 
to  be  told  of  our  attachment,  for  long  engage- 
ments are  painful  and  unwise ;  and  I  begin  to 
feel,  that  I  could  not  live  much  longer  with- 
out you.     But  here  he  comes." 

Fortimately  for  Lilly  the  room  was  getting 
dark,  and  Comyn  pleading  the  settled  appear- 
ance of  the  storm — the  increasing  gloom — the 
darkness  of  his  road — the  absence  of  lanterns^ 
and  other  causes,  begged  to  be  permitted  to 
order  his  gig,  and  declining  many  hospitable 
offers,  in  a  few  minutes  he  took  leave,  received 
the  reins,  and  seated   himself  beside  one  of 
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Falconer's  grooms,  the  booted  boy  not  at  all 
relishing  his  situation,  and  warning  Comyn  of 
the  freshness  of  the  mare. 

On  they  rolled  over  the  drenched  streets ; 
on  into  the  splashy  dinmess  of  the  long 
country  road,  the  storm  continuing,  and  the 
wind  beginning  to  rise  loud,  as  the  thunder 
peak  became  less  frequent  and  farther  away. 
Still,  every  now  and  then,  a  flash  of  lightning 
Dttde  the  horse  shy  in  bounds  that  threatened 
to  overset  the  gig,  and  it  required  all  Comyn's 
^^  to  guide  the  frightened  animal  when 
*%  entered  the  deeper  gloom  of  the  park 
'^ofWoodlee. 

Just  as  he  came  to  the  comer  of  the  church- 
y^  bridge,  an  old  woman  appeared,  and 
holdiag  up  her  arms,  compelled  him  to  check 
^Iw  horse. 

^  Korman  Comyn  T  she  cried  out,  "  I  have 
waited  for  you  the  long  evening  through — I 
We  news  for  you  that  ye  will  be  blithe  to 


trees. 

''  Change  your  dress  quickly,  an 
in  the  maple,"  said  Falconer,  who 
to  meet   him  in  the  halL     ^^  I  hav 
dreary  day  alone,  in  this  large,  silent 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 


THE    H08TEL. 


Thb  bour  of  ten  at  night  of  *  the  next  day 

came  about,  and  a  black,  dark  night  it  was,  the 

lioar  of  ten  at  night,  and  a  whit  beyond,  and 

the    eighUdaj  dock    was  ticking,  tick,  tick, 

dck,    telling    Time's    old    story  to  the  fre* 

quenters  of  ^<  The  Clack,"  as  they  sat  in  the 

cdean  kitchen,  or  aa  some  might  have  called  it> 

hall  of  that  old  established  house,  down  by  the 

dark  rirer  side ;  and  looking  npon  what  seemed 
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a  Bort  of  bridle  path,  but  which  had  been  the 
county  road,  until  General  Wade  gave  fach 
an  impetus  to  road  making  in  'forty-five — and. 
Heaven  help  us  all,  we  are  in  Yony-five 
a^ain !  the  eight-day  clock  was  ticking,  tick, 
tick,  tick,  but  not  at  all  in  a  monitory  way, 
but  rather  in  a  manner  that  to  a  fanciful  mind 
might  have  seemed  to  say,  "  drink  and  be 
uierry,  my  friends  of  the  Clack.  I  am  attend- 
ing to  your  interests  in  the  way  of  time: 
leave  all  that  sort  of  thing  to  me — what  else 
am  I  here  for  ?  tick,  tick,  tick,"  and  it  stood  in 
a  permanent  comer  of  the  swept  kitchen,  thiB 
eight-day  clock  did;  and  it  had  been  twice 
in  wills,  so  it  had ;  for  though  a  measurer  of 
time  it  seemed  to  have  a  smack  of  eternity 
about  it — but  there  never  was  a  more  cheerful 
chronicler  of  extinguished  hours  than  this 
same  brazen-faced  clock,  for  it  would  shew 
the  moon  rising  when  the  day  time  were  get- 
ting low,  and  there  was  little  of  the  auid 
glasa  abont  it,  that  it  would  play  a  merry 
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tuoe  after  telling  that  an  hour  was  sped ;  and 

M  to  the  Clack  itself,  although  a  little  out  of 

^e  way,  it  was  the  cosiest  tavern  in  Drum- 

leigh  town ;   and  for   two  hundred  years  and 

°*ore,  it  had  been  celebrated  for    a  mellow, 

brown  home-brewed  that  burnt  in  the  fire,  and 

was  called  "  cap  ale,"  because  it  was  always 

^™k  out    of    wooden    bowls,   rare   vessels 

hooped  with  thick  silver,  and  having  ears,  or 

thumb  handles,   of   polished  deer  horn — and 

Balfour  of  Burly,  the  grim  man  and  godly, 

™  pious    Maister  Wishart,    that  martyred 

^^%  with  many  others  of  the  Solemn  League 

W  drank  *  cap  ale'  and  spiced,  Sherris  wine  in 

this  same  kitchen  hall ;  for  the  Clack  had  been 

*  fiunous  house  in  the  bible    fighting  days ; 

and  it  had  not  suffered  a  bit  by  the  restorations 

Md  tolerations  of  other  times ;    for  the  roy- 

»tering  cavaliers  loved  not  to  sec  good  taverns 

destroyed,  and  they  were  content   to   sit   in 

their  stained  doublets  and  tawny  boots,  where 

the  cropped  ironsides  and  grave-bearded  men 


the  liirj:<'   kitt'liL'ii  of    the   Clack,   i 
cheerful  :^tore  of  polished  metal   U( 
mered  from  a  wall,  and  a  kindlier  he 
glowed  upon  a  wayfaring  man ;  it  i 
a  jolly  place,   the  very  look  of  wh 
have  instilled  a  wish  into  domestic 
live  in  taverns ;   for  the  hearty  welc< 
of  carved,  dark  wood,  the  large  dai 
back  screen  to  keep  the  draughts  a 
round,  oaken    tables  sturdy  and    si 
hooped    drinking    cups,    the     clean 
hearth,  the  solemn  cookery  of  the  la 
and  the  trim  wenches  who  handled 
its   blaze,  gave  the  place  a  charact 
getfulness  of  every  thing  but  the 
may  be ;  aye,  and  a  bee&teak  laid  o 
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the  wiry-haired  sheep  dog  held  his  nose 
between  his  paws,  the  cat  sat  in  drowsy  peace 
in  an  opposite  comer,  and  the  landlord,  Gil- 
bert Gowrie,  a  very  stout  and  very  short  man, 
td  sleepy  looking  as  either,  dosed  in  his  circu- 
lar arm-chair  in  a  place  "  convenient "  to  the 
date. 

^e  room  was  not  filled,  for  the  night 
^88  tempestuous,  but  a  fair  number  of  de- 
cent-looking persons  sat  with  crossed  legs  on 

4e  semi-circular  d^  around  the  brightly  bum- 

ingfij^ 

-^t  one  end  of  this  dais,  sat  two  elderly 
^Q»  Btout,  grey-haired,  grave-looking,  and,  in 
^Cf  respects,  very  much  resembling  each 
^^.  They  both  wore  white  neck-cloths, 
"hck  shorts,  and  grey  worsted  stockings — 
"^  were  exceedingly  taciturn — seldom  spoke 
^  each  other,  and  yet  they  were  insepara- 
°«  companions.  They  walked  together  dur- 
"*  4e  day,  each  with  his  staff  held  with 
"^  bands  behind  him,  occasionally  a  short 
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sentence  with  a  monosyllable  m  reply  would 
passs  between  them,  but  seldom  anytlung 
more.  Every  evening  at  eight  o'clock,  they 
met  again  at  this  tavern,  smoked  for  Iiour^ 
and  drank  with  their  usual  taciturnity,  left 
the  hou>e  in  company,  and  parted  at  a  cer- 
tain part  o(  the  town,  with  a  civil  good  night 
to  each  other,  which  many  tunes  wju*,  may 
be,  as  nnich  as  they  had  said  to  each  other 
previously  all  that  day ;  and  yet  these  two 
old  men  were  unhappy  when  apart,  and  when 
the  one  was  ill  the  other  eat  by  his  bed- 
side, but,  as  usual,  they  said  hardly  anything 
to  each  other  even  then.  Both  were  bache- 
lors and  retired  men  of  business,  the  one  had 
been  a  dry-salter,  and  the  other  a  dealer  in 
wool.  Tlie  old  men  were  popidarly  known 
in  Drumleigh,  by  the  sobriquet  of  "  the  babes 
in  the  wood." 

Next  to  "the  babes'  sat  a  tall,  elderly 
man  in  a  long,  faded,  blue  surtout,  with 
standing    collar    and    yellow    buttons,    with 
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Bometliiiig  of  a  device  upon  them,  that  made 

tViein    look    like    a    kind  of  .naval    uniform. 

He  also  seemed  very  taciturn— a  thing  not  to 

^>e    wondered    at,  seeing  that   he   had  spent 

thirty  years  of  his  life  in  the  top  of  a  light- 

W>use,  on  one  of  the  remotest  of  the  Hebrides ; 

the  idand  being  uninhabited  except  by  him- 

^If  and  a   highland   assistant,  who,  in  addi- 

Uon  to  his  ignorance  of  English,  had  an  im- 

P^ent  in  his  speech. 

After  him    sat   Kichard,   the    man  of  the 
P^le,  a  saddler  by  trade,  but  to  whom  tlic 
attentive  reader  has  been  already  introduced, 
^d  by  his  other  side,  was  a  grim  man  with 
a  8tock  head  of  grey  hair,  and  bushy  whis- 
kere  of  the    same    colour — this    was    John 
(^wJanan,  or    "  Tolbooth   John,"  as   he    was 
called  — the    person  who  had  charge  of   the 
Town  Hall ;  but  at  the  extremity  of  the  cir- 
cle sat  by  far  the  most  striking  figure  of  the 

He  was   a    rigid-featured,  hard-faced  man. 
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and  also  elderly,  of  an  aspect  very  ataid,  ai^^ 
it  might  have  seemed  forlorn.     The  eyes  wer^ 
keen,    bright,    and    though    in    this   respec^^^ 
their    character    was    most    sharply  nuvked, 
they  had,    at    the    same    time,   a  degree  of 
calmness  about  them  which  rebuked  the  idea 
of    that     intensity    wliich   great   excitement 
lea\cs — the  countenance   was  stolid,  the  hair 
of  an   iron  grey,   closely  cropped  and  stub- 
bly— his  person  was   lank  and  wiry,  and  his 
aspect  mortified  and  grim.     He  wore  a  fS^ded 
black  coat  and  waistcoat,  drab  moleskin  shorts  (in 
the  side  pocket  of  which  a  carpenter's  folded 
measure  appeared)  and  black  gaiters,  coming 
half  way  up    the    leg.       Tliis  was    Williajn 
Macbeth,   ^^  Undertaker   and   Cabinet    Work 
neatly  executed,"  as  he  called  himself  on  his 
signboard,  but  who  was  popularly  known  by  tlie 
name  of  "  Strceking  Willie." 

Now,  this  name  arose  from  William  being  00 
often  seen  with  the  stretching-board — a  ghastly 
piece  ot*  flat  wood,  shaped  like  a  coffin  lid,  with 
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^ iddiiioBal  hideoufiness  of  ahead romded  off 

^^  the  shoolderft — this  bourd  bdttg  used  for 
kying  out  the  dead,  on  which  they  remanr  till 
fitted  in  the  coffin — a  ceresMttyr  which  has 
>>Detliing  of  a  conTiviali  t^aMMter^  aiidi'is 
^^  *"  chestu^;"  when  of  oonfar  the  board 
i^  carried  away,  to  be^dieeted-and^  set  under 
^  next  corpee  for  which  the  owner  of  the 
<^^  piece  of  wood  ha*  a  coffin  to  make  ; 
*  bvWoQs  and  eomewhat  revolting  system, 
^  «till  in  praetioe'  oyer  a  great  part  of 
Soi^tlaiid  $  so  Mr.  Macbeth  was  called  Streek- 
iBg  Millie,  from  the  circumstance  of  being 
^  oftea  seen  with  the  board  upon  his  'Shoul*^ 
^1  and  it  was  considered  very  unlucky  to 
oeet  him  with  it  at  nights* 

^Were  you  out  with  theboard last  night> 
Ah.  Macbeth,  sir,"  enquired^Saddler  Dick, ''  or 

canTing  a  coffin  to  aU  is  vanity,  Mr.  Wil« 

Uam,8irr 
WiDie  nodded,  fixr  he  was  smoking  and  did 

noH  want  to  apeak. 
K  3 
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"  In  country  or  in  town  ?  chesting  or  laying 
r.ut  ?  Pleasant  rambling  life  you  lead,  Mr. 
WiUie,  sir?'' 

Willie  continued  to  smoke  but  said  nothing; 
(ferhaps  it  was  in  the  hi»[)e  that  the  saddler 
would  withdraw  his  attention  from  him 
:ind  the  subject  altogether.  But  the  other 
did  not  do  so. 

"  You  had  a  pleasant  night  to  carry  your 
trinkets  in,  Mr.  William.  Were  you  alone,  or 
liad  you  ecnnpany,  Mr.  Macbeth,  sir  ?" 

"  I  was  alone,"  said  Willie,  drily,  "  if  the 
devil  be  not  company." 

•*  What's  this,  ^Ir.  William?  AVliat's  thia. 
Air.  Willie,  sir?"  said  Dick,  shifting  nearer  to 
him,  crossing  his  legs,  and  holding  his  pipe 
as  if  he  did  not  intend  to  use  it  for  some 
time ;  the  other  guests  also  removing  their 
pipes  and  turning  to  Willie,  with  looks  of  ex- 
pectancy. 

Willie  smoked  on  without  a  word,  and  it 
was  easy  to  sec  that   he  wished  the  ^oonyer- 
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sation  would  take  another  turn.  But  that  was  now 
out    of  the    question  ;  the   landlord  had  also 
slowly    turned   in   his  chair,   and  holding  tlie 
arma  w^ith  hb   pipe  between  his   fingers,  sat 
looking  at  Willie  with  confusion  and  concern 
— ^the    two  trimly  dressed  wenches  took  their 
placed  on  either  side  of  the  large  grate,  just 
raised  their  petticoats  enough  to  suffer  a  neat 
aUppered  foot  and  white  stocking  to   be  seen 
resting  hghtly  on  the  iron  fender,  and  looked  at 
WilUe  more  earnestly  than  they  knew  ;  the  old 
wool-6tapler  and  dry-salter  pursed  out  their  lips 
as  if  they  were  mentally  sitting  in  judgment 
on  their  own  experiences ;  Tolbooth  John  mut- 
tered  something  about  his  right  as  a  public 
functionary  to   know   the   particulars  of  the 
case,  as  well  as  the  inconvenience  of  living 
alone  in  a  large    house  like    his    (for    John 
regarded  the  public  building  as  his  own)  and 
the  light-house  Robinson  Crusoe  put  the  point  of 
his  pipe-tube  to  his  forehead,  and  remarked, 
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tliat  he  had  himself  once  seen  the  deril,  but 
that  it  was  in  the  winter  time. 

'^  Aweel>  awcel,  aweely*"  said  streeking  Willie^ 
laying  his  pipe  down  on  the  round  table,  and  tak- 
ing a  draught  of  the  ale  ;  '^  it  may  be  as  ye  a 
say,  but  I  dinna  see  why  a  man  should  na*  be 
allowed  to  smoke  his  pipe  and  tak'  his  dnq» 
drink  without  being  overcome  wi*  questions 
that  a'most  tak's  your  breath  awa' — that  I 
saw  the  dead  walking  on  the  brae  o'  Wood- 
lee  Kirk-yard  last  night,  when  the  lightning 
cam'  every  twa  minutes  in  flashes  on  tbe 
bum,  and  that  I  had  Hell's  company  by  my 
side  for  way-farers^  is  as  sure  as  that  life  is 
short'  and  eternity  is  lang.  And  its  no  Ae 
first  time  that  I  hae  seen  uncanny  things  oo 
this  same  place  o'  Woodlee,  Heeven  guide  u% 
a'  I  But  mony  a  bonny  hill-side  o*  that  estate, 
has  been  watered  by  the  blood  o'  aaunta  and 
kings*  dragoons." 

"All  about  the  church,  Mr.  WilUe,  air, 
there  was  some  fighting  in  the  old  days  of 
pepper  and  mustard  texts ;  but  except  there 
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iboat,  the  lands  of  Woodlee  never  saw  blood 

but  that    of    game.      What   in   the    name 

of  mral  felicity  has  set  your   thoughts    on 

tluiigB  done   two  hundred   years     ago,   Mr. 

Willie,  drr 

^  It  has  lai^  be  said— but  mind  its  no  me 
that  seeks  to  speak  o'  sic*  things — but  yeVe 
t'  at  me ;  it  has  been  lang  said  and  weel  kent, 
thit  the  Woodlee  lands  hae  been  cursed  by  the 
i^  Bhed  on  them  in  the  battlings  o'  the  auld 
^""WB.  Ony  way,  although  the  lairds  hae  been 
good  and  kindly  to  their  tenants  —  especially 
^^  they  had  bonny  wires,  srhem !  mair  men 
^  ftiled  to  thrive  on  Woodlee  than  under  the 
'^'^ lairds  on  the  countryside.  That's  a 
^od  kent  thing— ** 

''Under  favor,  Mr.  Willie,  you're  wrong 
***^,  Mr.  Willie,  sir,  quite  wrong.  I  make 
•■ddlery  and  harness  for  some  twenty  or  thirty 
^4e  Woodlee  farmers,  andhonester,  better 
Paying  men  I  never  wish  to  work  for.  There 
^7^  black  sheep  on  the  lands— there  are 
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worthless  dogs  in  every  man's  pack,  loose  iiiiirs 
in  every  man's  head — but  on  the  miun^  there  is 
not   a   gentleman    in    the   shire    has   a   set 
of  better   doing   tenantry  than  the  Laird  of 
Woodlee/' 

"  Aweel,  Richie,"  said  WiUie,  «  Tm  far  firae 
fain  to  speak  against  their  house,  for  they  hae 
borne  a  fair  name  for  mony  a  lang  day ;  but 
what  wi'  skirmishes  about  the  auld  ha*,  and  rid- 
ings and  reivings  o'  the  Papist  dragoons,  shed- 
ding the  blood  o'  hard  working  men,  because^ 
nolly  volley,  they  behoved  to  ride  ahint  their 
lairds,  or  hae  a  pistol  clappit  between  their 
e'en ;  and  tlie  death  o'  innocent  persons  that 
had  been  shot  down  in  the  very  act  o*  singing 
paalms,  and  listening  to  godly  preachin* ;  and 
tlie  bonny  wark  that  Clavers  and  the  bloody 
Dalyel  made  in  the  auld  Kirk-yard  o'  Wood- 
lee,  the  wa's  o'  which  are  standing  yet,  when 
file  after  file  he  shot  the  prisoners  he  had  made 
at  die  Woodlie  raid,  at  the  time  Sir  Duncan 
Falconer  was  a  prisoner  in  Edinburgh  Castle* 
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and  did  other  butchery  that  made  the  wimpUng 
born  run  red,  then  buried  them  in  a  common 
P*t,  the  mound  o'  which  is  to  be  seen  in  the 
nrk-yard  to  this  day.  Its  no  a  canny  spot  to 
I*w  iQ  the  mirk  hours^  and  besides  the  auld 
^^^  it 8  a  wae,  lanesome  place ;  the  trees  stans* 
8ae  dark  and  high,  and  the  water  mourns  as  it 
^^^  «nd  the  grey  headstanes  keep  staring 
""^^k  the  darkness — I  hae  made  a  circuit 
0  miles  in  the  fellest  nights  o'  winter  to  escape 
tJttt  awsome  road." 

"Beauties  of    nature.  Mr.   William,"  said 

Kchari,  "no  soul  but  for  coffins:  there  is  not 

on  the  earth  and  animated  nature  a  finer  bit 

of  scenery  than  the  approach  to  Woodlee  by 

™  church-yard  and  the  woods.  Cock's  bones  I 

Mr.  WiiUe,  sir,  you   ought  to  have   an   eye 

{or  church-yards,     for     if     Death    were    to 

lose  his  sting,   you  would  lose  your  custom, 

Mr." 

*'iIycoflinflare  but  cabinet-work  when  a'  is 

ioiie,''retorted  Willie,"  and  I  maunwork  hard  and 

k5 
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buy  deals  for  them  the  same  as  for  tables  and 
cheers.  I  har  nae  business  wi'  death,  and  if  it 
comes  to  that^  I'm  in  the  kirk  five  times  for 
your  aince." 

**  If  I  make  my  peace  with  the  clergyman 
of  the  parish  in  regard  to  church  attendanoey 
I  don*t  see  what  business  it  is  of  yours,  Mr. 
Macbctli.  I  met  the  minister  last  week — I 
make  his  saddlery — and  if  he  knew  horae-flesh 
as  well  as  he  docs  the  Epistle  to  the  Corin- 
thians, he  never  would  have  given  forty  pounds 
for  that  stumpy  old  tory  that  he  rides— but  I 
said,  *  Mr.  Niddry,  sir,  pcqilc  say  that  I  dont 
go  to  church  so  regularly  as  I  ought ;  but,  sir/ 
8:ad  i,  *  if  I  don't  go  to  hear  you,  I  can  assure 
you  I  don't  go  to  hear  anybody  else.  I  don't 
take  my  custom  past  your  shop,  sir,*  said  I } 
Mivc  and  let  live,  is  my  maxim,  sir;  and,  as  to 
those  dissenting  sons  of  darkness,  if  they  were 
to  club  together  they  could  not  keep  a  hone 
and  gig.'  '  You  should  call  nobody  a  son  of 
darkness,  Richard,' said  he ;  'I  know  that,  ar/ 
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sud I,  'hvLtl  can  think itall  the  same ;'  and  he 

^a^hed^  and  gave  me  an  order  for  a  new  mar- 

^u^e,  and  a  pair  of  stirrup  leathers.     Don't 

I  know  the  clergy ! — I  have  worked  in  Ox- 


"But  as  to  the  sight  ye  saw,  Willie,"  said 
Tolbooth  John. 

^  Heeven  be  good  unto  us  I"  exclaimed 
•^wckbg  Willie,  "  was  that  the  wind  r 

"Nothing  else,  Mr.  Willie,"  said  saddler  Bich- 
•"•  **  It  blows  great  guns  from  the  beach.  Stir 
"*  ^9  Betsy,  and  bring  me  another  pint  of 
*«  nectar  of  the  Clack.  Don't  take  up  your 
P«pe«gain,  Mr.  Willie,  sir." 

"Tbere  was  a  skirl  on  the  wind,"  said  Willie 
^fconghtfiiUy,  "  but  to  hear  the  wind  skirl,  it 
AhiM  be  heard  in  the  dells  o'  Woodlee.    Last 
m^  was  an  awsome  time." 

The  landlord  nodded  gravely,  then  spoke 
aloud:— 

^  I  was  out  last  night ;  it  was  indeed  an 
awsome  time.      Except    when    the  Ughtning 
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blcczed  it  wn^  us  dark  as  death — I  missed  my 
foot  at  the  corner  of  the  house,  and  fell  my 
whole  length  on  the  road/* 

*'  That's  no  great  distance,^  said  Hichard 
filling  his  pij)C. 

'•  And  hurt  the  small  of  my  back." 

"  Wliat  i)art  of  your  body  is  that,  Mr. 
Gilbert,  sir  ?— but  hoolly  doolly,  let  us  hear  the 
Willie's  stor)'  first,  and  Glbby's  afterwards." 

"  My  story  is  told,"  said  the  landlord 
gravely. 

ilr.  Macbeth  saw  that  everybody  was  anx- 
iously waiting  for  him  to  proceed,  and  he 
did  so. 

'•'  Aye,  liuls,"  said  he,  "  if  a  man  wants  to 
hear  the  wind  skirl,  he  sliould  listen  to  it  in 
the  dells  o'  AVoodlee.  Ycstr'een  was  na  the 
first  time  that  I  hae  heai-d  in  tliae  auld  woods 
what  has  made  the  blood  fa'  wi'  the  chill  o' 
death  upon  my  heart.  I  hae  often  heard  that 
tlie  grounds  o'  Woodlee  were  na  canny,  but 
never  until  last  yule  hae  I  heard  or  seen  aught 


THE   TOUNG   BARONET.  205 

that  might  hae  taen  the  heart  frae  a  christian 
protestant  man.  My  bit  whiskers  afore  that 
were  a  gaucy  black,  but  the  mom  after  they 
were  as  grey  as  ye  see  them  now.  I  speak 
the  truth— it  was  at  last  yule  time." 

'*  Who  the  devil  doubts  it,"  said  saddler 
Richard,  "  but  go  on,  if  only  for  the  good  of 
the  house,  for  not  a  person  is  touching  pot  or 
pipe  while  you  stumble  in  your  story  this  way, 
Mr.  William,  sir." 

'*  I'm  a  single  man,"  retorted  Mr.  Macbeth, 
**  and  my  secrets  are  my  ain  (Richard  winced 
a  little  at  this)  and  but  for  what  I  saw  last 
night  at  Woodlee,   naebody  should  ever  hae 
ken  t  what  I  saw  there  at  last  yule  time.     But 
111  out  wi't  now.      They  bled  me   for't,  and 
they  blistered  me  for't,  but  I'll  out  wi't  now." 
The  silence  was  unbroken. 
"  They  put  leeches  on  my   temples,  and 
they  pheesicked  me  as  I  never  was  phecsicked 
before,  and  as  I  trust  in  Heeven  I  may  never 
be   pheesicked  agfdn,"  said  streeking  Willie, 
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"  for  they  thought  that  my  reason  was  ^"^^^ 
and  nac  doubt  for  a  time  it  was  sair  blaude  ^^ 
but  I  soon  had  sense  enough  to  ken  what  Mt^^ 
ganging  on.     I  had  a  bit  bill  comin'  due  abou 
that  time,  at  ane  o'  the  banks,  and  I  ken*t  tha^^ 
my  blither  would  tak'  it  up  if  I  was  in  a  state  "^ 
o'  insensibility,  and  there  was  a  balance  lang 
due  me  by  him  on  my  mither's  executry ;  so  I 
made  up  my  mind  to  be  delecrious  tiU  the  Inll 
was  due.     So  aye  they  blistered  aye,  and  aye 
I  tholed*  aye ;  they  said  I  was  unweel  within 
mysel,"  said  streeking  Willie,   "  and  sac  I  was 
wi  their  drogs,  but  wi  naething  else :  and  aye 
they  blistered  aye,'*  continued  William  with  an 
air  of  triumph,  ''  and  aye  I  tholed  aye,  so  they 
let  me  alane  at  the  lang  last,  and  I  was  able  to 
get  up  and  gang  about  my  bizziness.     But 
wae's  me,  it's  no  a  thing  to  brag  o'  considering 
the  occasion — no,  no !"  said  Willie  suddenly  re- 
lapsing into  a  thoughtful  silence. 

''Don't    keep  us   longer  under  the   rain, 
Willie,  we  are  all  waiting  to  hear  what  you 

*  EndnredL 
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Mw  last  night,  and  the  time  before,"  said  aad- 


^Aifeel^  ladfly  a  vrilfu  man  maun  bae  bis 

•'^▼Vjand  Kichard's  tongue,  if  left  to  itsel 

'"Hild  deafen  a  miller— but  ye  a'  ken't  Tam 

Cnwfard.    "Cruel  Tam,"  o'  Woodlee  Mains ; 

ta  bd  a  life  lease  o'  tbe  Mains  at  sic  an  easy 

^t  that  he  was  near  band  like  tbe  laird  o^  it ; 

It  ciiQ  to  bim  frae  bis  fatber,  for  it  ran  to  twa 

''^-and  it  was  said  be  tbrotled  bis  fatber  in 

W»  bed  on  tbe  nigbt  o'  a  Drundeigb  fair,  wben 

tlie  aold  man  bad  taken  a  drap — and  wbat  for 

ooI—Biey  said  be  made  awa  wi  bis  first  wife, 

and  committed  mair  crimes  tban  I  can  bring 

to  nuod.     He  was  aince  tbe  rigbt  band  man 

0^  Woodlee  bimself,  in  tbe  laird's  young  days, 

and  led  bim  on  to  mair  wickedness  tban  witb- 

oot  sacb  prompting  be  would  bae  tbougbt  o', 

far  Tam  was  twenty  years  aulder  than  Woodlee, 

though  be  lived  abint  bim  for  three  years  and 

He  was  a  fell  man,  and  his  auld  age 

nae  better  thim  bis  youth.'' 

Speak  about  tike  liyingy"  said  the  land* 
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lord    in  a  troubled  voice.  '*  and  let  the  dcu 
rest/' 

"  And  that's  true,"  said  William,  "  but  thc"^^ 
dead  are  no  sae  fond  o'  rest  as  some  folk  think, 
as  I  can  testify,  and  as  ye  ehall  hear;  for  I'll 
out  wi't  now.  It's  a  lengthy  road  that  has  nae 
turning,  and  to  the  longest  day  that  ever  waa 
even'  cam*  at  last.  I'll  out  wi't  now.  Yc  a 
ken  Woodlee  Mains ;  a  drearier  and  mair 
deadly  road  awa  there  amang  the  dolls  and 
the  auld  trees — its'  a  shame  to  sec  sic  bonny 
lafty  timber  standing  useless  there  eac  lang~ 
ye  a'  ken  the  road  frae  the  toll-bar  round  by 
Woodlee  kirk  through  the  outer  park,  and 
then  down  the  way  o'  Prior's  'Cairn  by  the 
lonesome  uphmds  and  hollows  made  by  Wood- 
lee burn — for  twa  miles  there  is  na  a  house, 
it  is  a'  dark  wood,  liill,  haugli,  and  running 
water,  and  a  sair  t  ramp  to  man  and  beast.  The  first 
building  is  the  auld  grey. kirk,  wi'  the  kirk-yard 
wa's  and  the  head  stanes  risingup  in  the  silence 
of  the  woods— it  is  adrear  road  and  a  lonesome,  is 
the  way  frac  Woodlee  tollbar  to  the  Muna. 
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■ 

"Forest  scenery ,  Willie,  forest  scenery. 
Cut  down  those  old  trees  I  Well,  the  wood  of 
every  coffin  has  once  borne  leaves,  and  has 
had  sweet  birds  singing  about  it,  and  been  green 
m  the  suiDmcr  breezes,  and  bare  in  the  winter 
winds-Pm  not  going  to  interrupt  you, William." 
"But  ye  are  interrptin' me — ye'reaye  inter- 
'«ptin'me,"8aidstreeking  Willie,  "and  ye  in- 
^nupt  everybody  but  your  wife  ;  and  her  ye 
^na  interrupt— and  ye  ken  that." 

"Flesh  is  grass,  Mr.  Willie,  sir;  coMns 
^  vood,  all  the  world's  a  stage,  and,  when 
**^6  play  is  nearly  played,  one  can  see  things 
^^  Wf-price.  But  go  on,  jMr.  Macbeth,  you 
^  smoke  a  pipe,  and  you  have  eyes  and  cars. 
^^  Tam  Crawford,  cursed  by  the  tears  of 
^fcans  and  widows — I  knew  the  man — died 
^  winter,  and  was  buried." 

''He  died  the  morning  afore  auld  yule; 
^  Was  chested  on  the  second  night,  and  buried 
<«»  the  third  day.  I  took  the  coffin  there— it 
was  o'  seasoned  elm,  lined  wi'  blue  paper  and 
^ered  wi'  black  baize  at  twa  and  nine  the 


p.'wt   inidiiight  when    I  left  th 
never  was  a  darker  night. 
groaned  amang  the   trees,  an 
muttered  to  itsel'  in  the  dells,  i 
then  would  skirl  on  a'  sides  in 
it  was  terrible  to  hear,  and  at  ti 
for  a  minute  would  fade  awa'  i 
flicker  that  hardly  could  be  h< 
the  noise  of  the  bum  would  c 
dreary  through  the  woods.     It  i 
the  bones.    I  walked  on,  and  g 
deeper  shadows,  and  then  it  be 
that  it  was  wi'  trouble  that  I  k 
I  dinna  ken  how  it  was,  but  i 
heavier  on  my  shoulder  that  nig] 
did  before^  and  ther^  -— 
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I  walked  cm,  but  the  fleah  on  my  body  crept — 

I  heard  whiBperinge  among  the  trees.     The 

boaid  felt  heavier  and  heavier.     I  thought  o' 

1^  Crawford,  the  blasphemer,  and  of  a'  the 

<^dead  that  had  lain  upon  the  board,  and 

.  I  ken't  that  they  were  fdlowing  it  and  me. 

I  heard  their  skirls  rise  upon  the  wind — for 

neTer^d  wind  sound  as  it  did  that  night.     I 

'Wened  on,  but  my  legs  grew  frail  beneath 

^  a&d  the  board  ky  on  Qiy  shoulder  like 

^   I  cast  it  down,  and  hurried  on ;  but,** 

^'^^^med  the  speaker,  with  a  startling  excite- 

"'CJit  which  made  his  hearers  shudder,  "  the 

hoird  f(dk>wed  me  I   it  kept  by  my  side  I     I 

^i  flee  it  gliding  through  the  darkness !     I 

rtD  with  the  swiftness  of  the  deer,  but  it  still 

^tt  there.    I  thought  every  moment  I  should 

Bnk  down  in  death,  and  Heeven  only  kens 

how  my  strength  endured  sae  lang.     I  cam' 

opposite  the  auld  kirk,  and  just  then  the  clock 

itrack  one,  an  ill-omened  hour ;  the  wind  rose 

and  the  dreadfu'  skirls  were  loudet  than  ever. 


L;ivc'n  iiioiiiuls  and  tlic  dark  bi 
Ix'low  the  kirkyard  wa' — ami  I  .sa 
shapes  in  the  lang  white  dress  o\ 
slirouds  hung  before  faces  o'  some 
were  standing  beside  the  open 
some  were  moving  slowly  about 
mounds,  and  some  were  by  the 
throwing  sculls  into  the  bum! 
nae  mair,  I  fell  senseless  on  the  grc 

A  loud  whoop  of  the  wind  v 
moment  of  silence  heard  withou 
startled  guests  of  the  Clack ;  the 
gave  a  subdued  scream,  and  th 
grasped  the  arms  of  his  chair. 

'*  And  what  came  of  you  then  ?** 
Tolbooth  John. 
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^^*^  and  put  me  to  bed,  and  misused  me  as  I 

**e  tel't  you.      They  said  I  had     been  fou 

**^<i  excited  by  lang  carrying  o'  the  board  at 

Mglts;  but  I  said  naething,  except  what  I 

spoke  when  the  fever  was  on  me ;  I  hae  keep 

.  it  my  ain  council  until  now.     But  after  what 

I-  saw  Ust  night,  it's  to  sma'  purpose  concealin' 

^^git,  though  its  a  thing  I'm  far  frae  fain  to 

^P^  about — but  that  there  is  a  judgment  on 

^'oodlee,  it's  an  idle  thing  to  doubt.'* 

"Fill our  noggins,  Betsey— I  dare  say  other 
^■"^ta  are  as  dry  as  mine." 

^ere  was  a  movement  among  the  drinking 
^^^  which  seemed  to  concur  on  what  the 
saddler  eaid. 

*  I  Would  na  stir  for  a  pail  full  of  golden 
?"n^eaa  poured  this  night  into  my  lap,"  said 
^ne  of  the  girls. 

"  I  would  na  draw  ale  or  spirits  this  night 
f^  the  king  upon  the  throne,"  said  the  other. 
*'  IfooUy,  dooUy  !  Mr.  Gilbert,  do  you  hear 


and  rose  i^lowly — It  was  easy  to  s< 
like  It — but  he  made  one  of  the 
him  to  carry  the  candle^  and  ano 
the  jugs,  and  the  trio  returned  wi 
encountered  anything  more  fom 
theii^  own  fears. 

The  bickers  were  replenished  w 
ale  \  the  gentleman  who  had  sp 
youth  in  the  top  part  of  a  ligh 
also  the  drysalter,  being  drinkers 
grog,  had  their  glasses  replenished, 
yet  was  sufficiently  composed  to  li{ 

"  And  now,  Mr.  William,  tell  v 
saw  or  heard  last  night,*'  said  sadd 
the  man  of  the  people. 

"  AweeU   Richie.'*  a«i«i    Q*t^-*i^ 
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though,    in    other   respects,   his   manner  ex« 

VuhUed  dryness   and  even  phl^pn,   ^^ye  shall 

Veac  it  a'^-but  jost  let  me  get  a  drap  o '  Gribbie's 

baeUnd  whiskey,  to  keep  up  my  speerits,  for 

^  ale  has   na'    its   natural   warmth  to  my 

beart  dus  night — and   see  that   the  water  is 

luudn'  bilm',  Oilbert     Hech  I  sirs  I  but  mine's 

^wieflome  trade,  and  a  poorly  paid.     Here's  a 

^nAasL  a'  your  good  healths,  1  wis',  lads,"  said 

"^i^ekbg  WlUie,  taking  a  pull  of  the  hot  grog, 

^  setting  the  tumbler  down. 

*IA  getting  deep  into  the  mirk  hours,  Mr. 
i      Mi(i)eth,»gaid  Gilbert  Gourie,   Vintner   and 
I      ^^Entertainment  for  men  and  horses. 
I         "And  time   to  draw   the   buckles   o'   our 
'       belta,  and  gang  our  ways  hame.     And  sae  it 
w>  GibHe,  sae  it  is — it*s  wearin*  the  way  o' 
twaP  o'clock.     But  ye  shall  hear  what  I  saw 
yeslr'een,  lads.  I  was  comin'  my  ways  through 
that  ill-omened  place  again,  and  it  might  hae 
been  about  this  very  hour  o'  the  night.      It 
was  frae   aidd   Saunders    Linsay's    chesting^ 


sal;o  -  tiiinl)ler^  o*  tlu'   (ileiilivct 
:uikl  man  hiis  h'lt  sick  ritori'. — ukir 
tbrtin'    drink    it    was,    for  I   liac 
before   me,    and    every    now    ai 
hcevens  were  in  a  bleeze.     And 
be     there      but     that    auld    dac 
Awron    Carr,   Woodlee's   butler - 
man  ;  and  sair  did    he    snuff,  anc 
he  i?ay;  and   bonny  clavers   the 
tate  held  wi'    the  chatty  wives  t 
gathered  at  the   chesting  ;  and  nr. 
some  advice  did  he  gie  them  to  keep 
lassies  and  themselves— for  Awron,  I 
ters  that  are  dead  and  gone,  has  lang  I 
6*  converse  that  pleases  women — 1 
auld  cunmicrs  even  to  hide  their  ain 
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^*^  that  kissed  a  daughter  o'  the  Covenant,  or 
•  wife  o'  Dnunleigh  Town — ^ye  ken  this  Corny  n, 
l^ds;  the  son  o'    "Grandfiither  WoodleeV 
i^ephew,  Balph  Comyn,  the  landless  laird — its 
^^^^  abonn  ten  years  since  he  went  to  his  ac- 
count, and  a  bonny  skreed  he  has  had  to  an- 
swer for,  or  my  name  is  na  William  Macbeth  ; 
-^WTon  crossed  his  lang  legs,  and  kecpit  me 
^^tting  on  nettles,  for  he  had,  at  an  early  hour, 
^^eguiled  me  into  a  promise,  that  1  should  gang 
wne  his  way — a  thing  I  did  na  scruple  to  do 
^hen  there  was  daylight,  but  which  I  sair  re- 
P^iited  when  they  brought  the  candles  in — and 
yesee  Saunders*s  whiskey  was  unconmion  good— 
^l^e  real  mountain  dew,  smelling  o*  the  bonny 
htrley  fields,  and  the   blue  peat  reek  o'  the 
"^Jlfr^^nd,  its  no  denying,  we  made  ourselves 
^^^  wi'  it,   while   he,  poor  body,  lay  up- 
stairs in  his  lang,  black  box  o'  seasoned  fir — 
IS  bonny  Braemar  deals  as  a  gentleman — and 
«Siunders  was  o'   auld  Lindsay  blood— might 

VOL.   I.  L 


•  >r  ibet;    though,  for    that    i 
>:ua'  need  o'    tallow    lights, 
bleezed  every  now  and  then 
o'  dull    eight .  might   hae  re; 
Awccl,   ladd,    Awron   kept 
cracks— the    auld  Lie\ite    w£ 
chesting,  for  there  was  nane 
as   he  —  and  the  women    ha 
about   the   young  laird,  and 
wha  he   was  likely  to  marr} 
this,  and  what  wi  that,  and  ^ 
lish    Yirl    o'    the    name     o' 
Awron    said    was     immortal 
bodies    were    na    as   immort 
lords  —  the  hours   and  the  ha 
awa;  and   every  time  I   m.\(1 
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*~^e  made  them  bring  me  anltfaer  tambkr,  and 
°*^c  a  new  promise  that  wben  that  was  fin- 
'"^  we  flhonld  set  awmin  eompoiy;  hot  he 
^^^t  en  his  cracks  tiU  k  was  wearin'  the  way 
^  tirap  o^clock,  and  then  we  started  ont  into 
^  4rknc88  and  the  rain." 
^Villie  iock  up  his  tumbler  and  emptied  it  at 
^x^ht ;  the  oih^  guests  did  likewise ;   the 

"^kcrs  and  glasses  after  some  delay  were  re- 

P'^^hed,  and  Mr.   Macbeth  raised    bis  hot 

Sl^es  again. 

**  I  drink   to  you,  Gilbert  Gowrie,  and  to 

y^^^^  Poof-tree,'*   said  he,   "  and  to  the  bonny 

^^^ties  that  stan*  by  your  fire-side.*' 

*'  Brayvo !  Mr.  William,  brayvo,  Willie,  sir," 

^^  saddler  Richard,  "  and  I  say  ditto  to  Mr. 


t 


^  I  hae  naething  to  do  wi  Burke  or  Hare," 

^  WiUiam«  coldly,  '^  and  I  see  sma'  cause 

^^y  I  should  be  called  by  sic  an  ill-fa'ured 

Hme— and  let  me  tell  you,  Richie,  that  if  ye 

L  3 


uroKcn  mony  a  lang  day  syne 
saying,  lads,  auld  Awron  ai 
into  the  darkness  and  the  ra 
ning  now  and  then  bleezing 
he  was  and  hasty,  if  I  put  e 
pruned  grass,  and  I  behoved 
where  my  feet  strayed,  I  ca 
Awron  is  as  lafty  and  proud 
keen  against  trespassers    as 
Woodlee  were  his  ain.     He  wi 
up,  the  auld  whig ;  weel  wrap] 
forters,  great-coats,  and  throat 
said  the  lightning  that  terrifi< 
cause  o'  me  and  my  board ;  and 
thanks  I  got  for  waiting  for 
hours  and  mair;  but  we  step] 
took  leave  o'  me  at  the  lawn  gf 
to  find  mv  wav  aa  T  liof  o*l  •  «* 
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For  me  at  1x17  house,  sir,  to  care  much 
about  imagmary  ones — I  suffer  too  much, 
sir,  from  the  doings  of  one  devil,  to  care  much 
for  what  any  other  one  may  do.  Take  care  of 
the  iKX)!." 


CHAPTER     VII 


GLBNMORB  CASTLE. 


The  Castle  of  Glenmore  was  fiUe 
The  earl^  a  man  of  high  politi< 
who  had  held  office  under  various 
and  was  opposed  to  thecabinetof  il 
erting  hunself  greatly  to  be  able 
county  to  his  party^  and  political  a 
ionable  and  firiendlv  adhArAnta  w 
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smooth  walks,  and  fair  ladies  and  courtly 
men  walking  under  its  ancient  trees ;  and,  of 
nights,  music  and  the  silvery  sounds  of  gentle 
revel  might  have  heenheard  from  the  silken  cur- 
tained windows  of  the  frowning  pile ;  for 
Glenmore,  although  standing  in  a  scene  of 
the  extreme  cultivation  of  majestic  beauty, 
preserved  its  hoary  grimness  amid  it  all,  and 
when  the  sun  shone  on  its  grey  walls,  and 
the  tall  elms  and  horse-chesnut  trees  waved 
around,  and  the  rooks  cawed  aloft  to  the 
blueness  of  the  sky,  it  may  be  thkt  within  a 
circuit  of  seven  shires  there  was  not  a  finer 
record  of  the  magnificence  of  the  feudal  days, 
than  this  same  ancient  castle  of  the  grim  Earls 
of  Glenmore. 

The  earl  was  a  man  scarcely  arrived  at  the 
meridian  of  life;  of  a  heavy  aspect,  and  a 
countenance,  which,  though  far  from  ani- 
mated, was  thoughtful  and  intelligent;  the 
eyes  especially,  (which  were  hard,  and  of  a 
reposing  keenness  that  shewed  habits  of 
L  5 


(l:irk,  and  the    <jfeiieral    cl 
turca    6uilcu    and    forbidd 
a  courtliness   about    the 
cold,  was  pleasing,  and  co 
the   natural  frigidity  of  h 
rest,  he  was  a  man  of  prei 
stature,     obstinate     digni 
mien ;  nor  were  these    un 
Kties  of  a  higher  kind, 
be   a   statesman   of   clear 
courage,  and  of  that  high 
created  and  preserved  by 
relations  of  state  and   part 
oneself — although,  to  judg< 
pursuits,  and  the  pleasures  ( 
gave  him,  there  was  hardl] 
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ont  for  physical  causes— to  those  who  knew 
tile  man—his  habits,  his  position,  and  the  very 
deedfl  he  had  done,  appeared  to  the  mind  as 
"tttters  of  abstraction. 

Sut  Lord  Glenmore's  character  is  danger- 
^  to  describe.  There  was  something  so 
wbtle  in  its  ponderosity  that  it  stupified  ap- 
P'^oation,  and  men  respected  and  judged  of 
™  in  the  abstract— there  was  no  raciness 
^  nature  to  suffer  one  to  know  him ;  he 
'^ed  as  the  statue  of  a  man  who  was  and 
^^  had  done;  there  was  nothing  at  all 
w  idiosyncrasy  in  the  noble  lord,  except  the 
^^  absence  of  it — and  a  single  thought  will 
^"  that  there  is  no  paradox  in  this— he  might 
**^«  been  a  coldblooded,  ancient  Roman,  or 

*  ^"^tomached,    noble  Greek ;  a  name  in  a 
^  ^  statesmen,  a  stony  statue  in  a  square, 

*  •^ything  else,  without  in  the  least  distiu^b- 
*"?  the  associations  of  his  character ;  for  as  in 
IWraits  of  great  men,  the  natural  wave  of 


tncre  arc  some  trivial  but  natural 
fasten  themselves  on  the  mind  a 
we  know  them.  But  Lord  Glenm 
ter  was  like  the  engraving  of 
taken  from  a  tombstone — it  was 
likeness  of  human  nature  that 
and  stone* 

He  had  large  estates,  his  earldc 
ent,  and  his  ancestors  had  had  the 
of  fightings,  confiscations,  ruinati 
tions,  and  develries  of  the  good 
his  establishment  was  princely, 
peer  had  more  splendid  equips 
such  as  were  vulgar-minded  enouj 
a  wish  to  outvie— no  subject  had 
plate,  except  such  as  had  so  little 
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v^  that  of  rich  men  in  former  days,  who 
^^^ttXKted  tliat  they  would  weigh  gold  against 
^vik  other.  My  lord  of  Glenmore  was  above 
^ihat  sort  of  tiling,  but  he  kept  pace  with 
U  IB  ^  as  his  dignity  permitted  him  to  go, 
lod  being  a  person  of  distinguished  taste^  he 
'^  selected  one  of  the  most  brilliant  women 
10  Et^land  for  his  wife. 

-Qie  marriage  was  childless,  but  the   earl 

^  a  beautiful  and  accomplished  woman  at 

^^  bead  of  his  establishment,  for  the  coimtess 

^^  as  proud,  though  not   so  firigid,    as  my 

^^;  and  he  held  state  in  his  own  house,  in 

^  own  distinctiye  way.     Foreign  ambassa* 

^'^  county  deputations,  and  other  formularies 

^  great   concerns,  were    received    by    him 

^  cold,  stately  rooms,  which  seemed  guiltless 

of  all  domestic    purposes;    a  few  political 

bmJB  would  dine  with  him  occasionally,  when 

his  lovely  wife,  who  was  set  in  ennui  at  the 

head  of  his  gold-covered  board,  was  to  give  a 

party  in  the  evening,  and  then  my  lady  was 


tlic  caiiir,  ihu  oa^tk-  wa?  full  oi  l 
of    whom  the    vsal    hardly     knt' 
met  tiiem  in  the  walks,  but  it  wad 
that — the  mornings  he  studiously 
flelf;    he  breakfasted  alone,  rece 
friends  in  his  private  suite  of  rooi 
his  house  had    been  an  hotel,  a 
nothing  to  do  with  any  portion  of 
rooms  he  occupied — at  dinner  he 
guests,  and  spent  a  great  part  of  t 
with  them,  but  the  later  hours  tL 
places  hold  the  brightest  moments  c 
were  forsaken  by  the  Lord-Lieutei 
county,  who  had  again  retired  to 
ries  of  his  own  rooms,  sometimes  f 
his  secretarv-  owl  -*  *vi.i — 
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evente  my  lord  disliked  drawing-rocnns,   and 
geoenlly  kept  out  of  their  way. 

Audit  was  the  day  following  that^  the  even- 
ing of  wUch  forma  the  time  of  the  conversation 
fOcvofiiUy  detailed  in  the  last  chapter^  the 
verj  next  day  it  was,  and  Sir  Renault  had  set 
luioMlf  in  his  carriage  to  travel  to  Glenmore,  in 
obedi^Qc^  to  the  mandate  of  the  fair  hostess 
of  the  castle,  who  had  presented  her  compli- 
ments in  a  delicate  Italian  hand,  and  with  a 
quiet  grace  had  mentioned  that  they   came 
from  the  Countess  of   Glenmore,    and    had 
sealed  it,  not  with  the  coronet  and  arm^f  the 
noUe  house    whose  honours    she   bore,   but 
with  "Mary,"  her  own  sweet  name;    and 
B^naxHt  had  been  very  pleased  to  receive  the 
message,  for  he  once  loved  that  noble  lady  well, 
and  though  she  had  stung  his  heart,  young  and 
aensitive  as  it  then  was,  by  those  means  of 
tortaie  which,  though  they  may  be  exercised 
fritbout  loss  of  grace^  lacerate  the  proud  man's 
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e     who     have    loved 
whom    we     ourselves 
fion    which    she    had 
and  there  was  hardly 
y ;  and  as  the  carriage 
Lrlenmore,  Sir  Renault 
ringers  that  three  years 
ad  seen  the  lady  of  the 


itifdl,"  thought  the  young 

lember  that  I  loved  her 

back  in  his  chariot,  and 

ltd  with  other  thoughts. 

'^c  reached  the  castle ;  it  was 

n  hospitality  itself  was  in  a 

:  ^on,  and  the  young  Baronet, 

Hiid  greetings  by  other  guests, 

und  himself  walking  alone  in  one 

bery    there     was    a 

a      rustic      house 

tfked      branches    and 


Lwuuiy-iwo — mat  nc  put  on  his  red 
and  Wivsted  a  winter  in  Irish  barr 
lieved  but  by  the  plashy  pesterings  < 
billed  snipes,  drinking  bouts  y\h 
squires,  and  fretting  at  the  court 
taken ;  and  just  as  the  spring  dayi 
read  in  the  newspapers  that  the  H 
Miss  Mary  D'Alyn,  third  daughter  o 
ninet^nth  Baron  D*Alyn,  had  be 
wife  of  the  Bight  Honourable  Georg 
Earl  of  Olenmore,  K.T.  KB.,  &c.. 
and  that  they  had  gone  somewhere 
the  honeymoon. 

Sir  Benault  was  much  shocked  at 
he  was  then  very  young,  his  enthusii 
tachment  for  Mary  D'Alyn  had  beei 
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more    kindly    of    those    who     have    loved 

'Uft,    than     of     those    whom    we    ourselves 

We  loved^  the  impression    which    she    had 

ottde  gradually  passed,  and  there  was  hardly 

1^  regret  in  all  its  memory ;  and  as  the  carriage 

entered  the  grounds  of  Glenmore,  Sir  Renault 

ooonted  on  his  gloved  fingers  that  three  years 

^  pvsed  since  he  had  seen  the  lady  of  the 

hod. 

"  She  was  very  beautiful,'' thought  the  young 
Baronet,  **  and  I  remember  that  I  loved  her 
▼^*  and  he  sank  back  in  his  chariot,  and 
his  mind  became  filled  with  other  thoughts. 

Bat  the  carriage  reached  the  castle ;  it  was 
now  an  hour  when  hospitality  itself  was  in  a 
state  of  relaxation,  and  the  young  Baronet, 
sfter  a  few  casual  greetings  by  other  guests, 
by  and  bye  found  himself  walking  alone  in  one 
€f  the  shrubberies. 

Now  in  this  shrubbery  there  was  a 
boose  of  pinewood,  a  rustic  house 
made    out      of    unbarked     branches    and 


I.'  '1  *-■  .+ 


?Miaui;t'r  inio  repose  trom  1 
till".  ,luly  sun;  tind  iu<>:fs  rose 
it,  and  pearly  duisies  gave  i 
the  sward,  that  in  a  smooth 
brink  of  a  dark  but  clear  bi 
cr}'8tal  way  on  its  bed  of  1 
between  the  thick  evergrecE 
leaves,  and  rare  in  botan 
stunted  up  their  enduring  adl 
amid  the  universal  green 
that  spirited  tone  of  comi)a] 
a  voice  joins  in  concert,  a  vo 
solos  long — and  the  gentle  w 
place,  as  if  it  feared  to  tou 
the  bushes  waved  in  the  sunl 
stream    ran    below.     "  Cod 
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^  ^w  is  on  the  ground,  but   now  I   am 

^6  tbe  shadow  of  a  rock   on  the   hot  arid 

r^;  come  hither,  come  hither,  and  ait  ye 

dowo,  and  ye  may  look  upon  the  gladness  of 

the  summer  warmth  without  bearing  its  brunt 

^ye  rest  ye  here — "  and  Benault  obeyed,  and 

m  him  down,  and  looked  upon  the  trembling 

ihrubs  till  they  swam  before  him,  and  soon  his 

thoughts  took  their  own  troubled  course,  and 

he  mij^t  have  dreamt  much   time  away  as 

wisely  as  he  that  put  his  vanity  into  a  tub,  but 

long  time  was  not  granted  him,  for  he  soon 

heard  voices  on  the  walk. 

^  Nay,  deny  it  not,  he  is  an  old  flame, 
this  young  Falconer  of  Woodlee,"  observed 
ma  eld^ly  female  voice. 

**  Phsaw  I  I  dare  say  I  flirted  with  him 
ODce^^  answered  a  soft  voice,  very  coldly. 

'^  And  loved  him,  Mary  of  Glenmore,  after 
the  ffuahion  of  a  girl ;  Jbut  do  you  know,  Mary 
— ^-you  will  know  it  one  day--^that  no  woman 
really  loves  till  Ae  is  forty?" 
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"  God  keep  me  from  forty,"  eaid  Lady 
Glemuore. 

'-  You  will  be  a  more  perfect  beauty  then, 
even  than  you  are  now,  lovely  as  you  are, 
my  lady." 

^^  And  be  considered  a  very  surprising 
woman  for  my  time  of  life.  I  had  rather  be 
an  old  woman  at  once,  thiw  forty  years  of 
age— I  hate  the  sound  of  thirty  even.  My 
hope  is,  that  when  I  cease  to  be  young,  I 
may  die  —  but  are  not  these  beautiful 
roses  ?" 

"  Very  beautiful  indeed — but  for  my  part, 
I  am  no  very  passionate  admirer  of  flowers — 
they  are,  as  it  were,  the  heraldry  of  the  ele* 
gant  enjoyment  of  women,  but  I  am  too  old 
to  be  mystified  by  such  emblaionry. 
We  like  many  things  much  better  than 
flowers.  Bah  I  Have  you  seen  this  Falconer 
lately?" 

« I  have  seen  him  frequently  once  hia  re- 
tttrui  and  yet  we  have  not  met" 
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The  ladies  bad  come  within  view  from  the 
pbu^e  where  Renault  sat — and  they  paused 
again  on  the  walk ;  for  Lady  Glenmore  had 
plocked  another  flower,  and  had  stopped  to 
look  at  it  Renault  had  already  risen  in  the 
intention  of  leaving  the  place,  but  he  was  thus 
prevented  doing  so ;  and  in  a  moment  his  look 
w&B  80  rivetted  that  for  a  time  he  hardly 
could  have  stirred. 

It  was  indeed  a  sight  that  few  might  have 
witnessed  with  a  heart  beating  calmly.  The 
young  Countess  stood  in  the  very  graceful- 
nesfl  of  negligence,  her  bonnet  slightly  thrown 
back  from  her  rich,  dark  hair,  the  light  cash- 
mere shawl,  which  she  wore  over  her  white 
dress,  slipped  slightly  down- from  her  beauti- 
fiil  shoulders^  for  the  day  was  of  summer 
warmth,  and  she  little  knew  that  other  eyes 
were  there — the  revealed  figure  so  exquisitely 
moulded,  and  the  ripe  bust  that  seemed  as  if 
formed    to    pant     with    thoughts    of    love; 
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Renault  saw  before  him  a  more  beftutful 
woman  than  her  to  whom  his  carlv  paesioii 
had  been  given :  and  his  heart  throbbed  so 
that  he  could  have  chid  it3  beatings,  but  hu 
thoughts  were  too  dizzj  to  suffer  him  to 
do  ?o. 

The  day  was  very  warm,  and  there  was 
much  sylvan  solitude  in  the  place,  and  he  could 
have  counted  the  waves  of  the  dark,  silken 
hair  that  kissed  the  white  throat  of  the  Coun- 
ters of  Glcnmore,  as  she  stood  there  and  toyed 
with  the  flower  which  she  had  gathered. 

Her  companion  was  a  stout,  fair-haired  lady 
of  some  sixty  years ;  a  second  glance  shewed 
him  that  it  was  the  Dowag^  Baroness  of  Fawn- 
glaive,  a  clever  woman,  a  very  clever  woman, 
shrewd  and  hardy  of  thought,  but  a  most 
dangerous  companion  to  wives  who  have  mar- 
ried well.  For,  as  in  one  rank  of  life  there 
are  some  elderly  women  who  are  fitted  to  make 
their  business  with   bodily   agony  and  with 
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offices  to  the  dead,  and  who  perform  it  with 
leaa  blenching  than  it  might  be  done  by  the 
hardiest  of  men;  so,  in  another  rank  there  are 
alfio  mncients  of  the  gentler  sex,  who  tend  upon 
the  heart's  pain,  nurse  dangerous  feelings,  and 
even  deck  out  the  death  of  virtue  with  the 
goa^p  of  an  intelligent  charity,  which  is  seldom 
called  forth  but  by  such  desperate  occasions, 
and  treat  all  those  matters  in  the  callous  spirit 
of  a  philosophy  which  even  profligates  shuffle 
over   rather   that    delight  to    broach.     Lady 
Fawnglaive  was  one  of  those— obsen^ant,  cans* 
ticy  and  kept  in  younger  days  within  the  pale 
of   the  outward  and   visible   signs  of  social 
virtue,   her    plainest    sallies  of  speech  with 
younger  women  were  things  to  which  they  (as 
the  world  goes)  had  no  right  to  object ;  and 
hence  she  went  about  like  the  devil  doing  mis- 
chief everywhere,  especially  to  such  as  enter- 
tainedher  as  a  friend. 

"  I  wish  they   would  walk  on,"    thought 
Benault 
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"  What  do  you  see  in  that  moss-rose  to 
make  you  play  the  graces  over  it,  my  bomiy 
woman  of  Glenmore?  You  have  played  a  love 
game  with  this  Falconer — nay,  never  bridle 
at  me,  I'm  an  old  woman  that  knows  the 
world,  and  who  besides  is  your  friend,  Mary ; 
You  have  loved  this  youth  of  TVoodlee.  God 
bless  me,  how  I  long  to  see  the  man  who  has 
set  Mary  D'Alyn  pining." 

''  I'm  at  a  loss  why  you  fancy  I  am  pining. 
Lady  Fawnglaive  ?" 

*'  I  can  see  it,  Mary.  This  boy  loved  you 
when  you  were  twenty,  and  now  at  twenty- 
five  you  begin  to  regret  that  you  trifled  with 
his  love,  and  may  be  with  your  own,  but  your 
sister  Nell  married  the  Marquis  of  Potterdnle, 
the  best  match  open  on  the  peerage,  and  Kate 
the  second  Grace — for  you  were  called  the 
three  Graces,  as  you  have  not  forgotten — nay, 
never  mind  me— I'm  but  an  old  garruloufl 
Scottish  '  leddy' — Kate  married  the  deaf 
Duke  of  Dclton,  the  rich  man  and  wise^  and 
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tliej  jeered  at  saacy  Mary  becauBe  she  waltzed 
with  f  ounger  brothers,  and  flirted  with  the 
men  that  the  heiresses  wished  to  have,  and-— 
naj,  hear  me,  I  remember  it  so  well— rolled 
about  town  in  the  old  travelling  chariot  with 
the  jdoughman  postillion,  the  red-faced,  short- 
noaed  man,  with  the  jacket  of  many  buttons, 
who^  when  he  dismounted,  threw  one  booted 
1^  over  the  saddle,  and  then  slid  gently  and 
safely  to  the  ground,  opened  the  carriage  door, 
touched  his  cap,  and — ^nay,  hear  me~whilc 
the  coachmen  of  the  golden  Marquis  and  tbe 
gartered  Duke  grinned  almost  aloud  in  Port- 
man  Square — and  you  were  piqued,  Mary, 
and  married  a  minister  of  state,  and  of  course 
repent  it,  as  every  woman  does  who  has  done 
the  like. 

^  I  wish  they  would  walk  on,  so  that  I  might 
leave  this  place,"  thought  Renault  '^  How 
very  beautiful  Mary  D' Alyn  is  P' 

But  the  young  Countess  stood,  and  haughty 

VOL.      I  M 
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slic  seemed^  though  her  air  was  one  of  thought, 
even  to  abstraction  from  the  objects  around 
her,  while  her  compamon,  who  was  delighted 
to  speak,  continued  to  do  sa 

*^  It  was  the  wonder  of  the  time,  my  Lady 
of  Glenmore,  the  envied  weddings   of  your 
listers  and  yourself — and  not  to  flatter,  they 
were  finer  things  than  are  often  done.    With- 
out a  mother,  and  Lord  D'Alyn  too    much 
occupied  with  himself  and  the  Magna  Charta 
importance    of*  hia   Baronial  name,  to    mind 
any  of  you,  or  any  other  of  his   immediate 
concerns— it   was  a  wonder  to  all    that    the 
three  beauties  did  not  kick  over  the  traces. 
But  no !  you  piqued  one  another  into  splendid 
matches,  a  rare  thing  for  girls  to  do;  for  most 
good  alliances  are  of  mothers'  making.     Jane 
Alaxwell  bridegroomed  her  daughters  to  Dukes^ 
and  wept  when  she  gave  one  to  a  MarquiSy 
because  there  was  not  another  Duke  to  con- 
quer ;  and  in  my  own  time  there  was  the 
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ennfff  Lady  Larchvale,  who  had  six  daughters 
in  a  string,  a  more  hopeless  batch  never 
wcmian  had  to  provide  for,  for  they  were  so 
plain,  so  croes-gnuned  and  disagreeable,  that 
their  own  father  nick-namled  them,  Plague, 
Pestilenoe  and  Famine,  Battle,  Murder  and 
Sadden  Death — and  yet  she  married  them  all 
well- 

The  young  Countess  walked  on.  Lady 
Fawnglaive  followed  her;  and  the  tattling 
▼oice  of  the  latter  for  a  while  was  heard 
above  the  rippling  of  the  brook,  and  the 
low  sounds  of  the  waving  trees. 

Renault  gladly  lefk  the  place  and  breathed 
more  freely  when  he  had  done  so. 

He  turned  towards  another  part  of  the 
groundB.  They  were  sprinkled  here  and  there 
with  people  that  he  knew  by  name,  reputa- 
tion, and  the  like,  but  Sir  Renault  had  been 
too  long  from  Woodlee — and  those  years  the 
threshold  of  manhood — to  have  many  personal 
M  3 
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acquaintances  or  friends  in  his  own  neighbour- 
hood ;  and  he  was  of  a  temperament  which 
wraps  sensitiveness  like  a  cloak  around  the 
pride  of  bearing,  making  it  seem  even  more 
haughty  than  it  is.  So  he  passed  as  a  stranger 
by  people  whom  he  knew,  because  he  did  not 
know  them  well. 

And  he  felt  too — it  must  be  told — he  felt 
incessantly  that  those  who  were  now  so 
ready  at  the  slightest  overture  of  welcome  to 
take  the  hand  of  the  young  Baronet  of 
Woodlee — the  third  man  of  his  county — the 
future  member  for  Drumleigh — the  young 
hopeful  of  talent  which  was  not  unknown  to 
the  leading  men  of  the  political  party  to 
which  he  belonged — would,  if  he  should  (oa 
had  been  predicted,)  be  proved  to  be  the 
nameless,  landless  outcast  from  the  dignities 

and  advantages  of  birthright,  turn  their  heads 

■ 

a\iay  from  him,  on  the  scenery,  or  on   each 
other. 
It  was  not  pleasant  this,  so  he  once  more 
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paaaed  into  the  remoter  walks  of  the  shriib- 
beriea. 

Cool  and  green  they  were,  trim  in  the  order 
of  their  faultless  pruning,  and  rich  in  the 
odour  of  the  tended  plants  of  wealth;  and 
gently  they  ran  down  into  sweet  deUs,  those 
gravelled  walks  did,  where  thick  groves  were, 
in  which  the  thrush  that  lovef  the  quiet 
hedge  woods,  and  the  blackbird  that  whistles 
softer  from  the  depths  of  the  valley  trees, 
song  as  merrily  and  loud  as  if  they  stood  on 
branches  less  learnedly  botanical,  and  in  the 
shelter  of  a  ruder  place ;  and  by  and  bye  the 
plashy  noises  of  a  fountain  came  upon 
Renault's  ears,  and,  following  the  sounds,  he 
walked  deeper  into  the  sylvan  retirement  of 
the  soene,  and  reached  a  sequestered  place  in 
which  a  marble  sea  monster  cast  aloft  long 
graceful  jets  of  tumbling  water  that  kept  bub- 
bling flpny  on  the  £ekce  of  a  mossy  banked 
basin  in  which  strange  fishes  swam.  And  a 
lady  stood  there,  alone. 


irivc  her  welcomes;  but  it 

tu  her,  and  upon  the  awai 

tain,  with  the  clustering 

more  around,  and  no  eye 

the  wild  bird's  near    thei 

Countess  appeared  the  lac 

markedly  as  if  she  had  re 

in  her  lighted  drawing  ro 

groups  who  did  homage  to 

But  the  rid,  soft  voice  i 

although  it  spoke  in  the 

trivial  things,  reminded  h< 

quent  tones  of  the   passio 

boy,  who  had  once  loved  he 

was  glad  when  she  left  the 

his  assent  to  go  up  to  the  a 
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^e8»and  like  a  lovely  flower  it  had  a  natural 
S^^  m  doing  so^  the  round  arm  lay  with  its 
^  weight  on  his,  and  her  tones  were  thought- 

^  though  the  words  were  those  that  pass 

«iray. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


THE  smuggler's  CREEK. 


"Ah,  Falconer!  how  do,  old  boy?" 
young  man,  handsome  aud  highly  dn 
being  no  less  a  person  than  the  Hoi 
Harry  Borfield,  who  had  once  been  a 
officer  of  Sir  Kenault's,  **  only  heard  y 
xi.«A  — „  ^^,^   ;„  ^|,p  neiflrhbourhoof 
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^'  Oh  yes,  I  suppose  I  most.  Lady  Glen- 
more,  when  you  came  back  with  her  just  now, 
ordered  the  carriage ;  and  there  was  some  talk 
yesterday  of  going  to  a  place  called  Curfew  Cliff, 
where  there  are  some  curious  caves  or  such  like 
things.  And  that's  the  worst  of  country 
houses ;  one  is  so  always  bored  with  curiodi- 
ties  and  improvements.  I  have  hoard  that 
Comyn  is  with  you." 

"  Yes,  he  is  at  Woodlee.    You  wiU,  I  hope, 
ride  over  and  see  us.'' 

**  With  much  pleasure ;   but,  I  say,  some- 
body told  he  m  ewas  to  get  married." 
"  So  he  is." 

^  Well,  come,  that's  very  good.  Nay,  don't 
go  away>  they  have  not  brought  the  carriages 
yet.  Comyn  gets  fortune  with  Us  wife,  of 
course.  I  hear  she  is,  of  what  shall  I  say, 
nther — but  never  mind  that,  if  there  is  plenty 
of  tin.  What  a  monstrous  clever  fellow 
Comyn  is — nay*  listen  to  me,  it  is  upwards  of 
M  5 
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a  year  since  we  have  met.    You  know   Grer- 
trude  Lennox  ?" 

*'  Yes,  I  do/  said  Renault^  somewhat  sur- 
])rised  at  the  question. 

'*  Devilish  fine  girl,  and  has  a  large  fortune 
too,  they  teU  me  ?" 

"  I  believe  she  will  have  considerable  pro- 
perty at  her  father's  death." 

'^  Fathers'  deaths  have  a  cold  sound,  Fal- 
couer  ;  but,  I  say,  good  chance  for  me  there. 
Come,  I'm  a  younger  brother,  and  must  look 
about  me — and.  Falconer,  we  are  old  friends.** 

"  Do  you  know  Gertrude  Lennox  T" 

^'  Oh  yes,  I  met  her  when  I  was  last  here, 
home  weeks  ago,  at  this  very  house.  I  heard 
9he  had  fine  property,  so— faint  heart,  yoa 
know— I  laid  siege  at  once,  and  a  few  days 
since  I  actually  ventured  to  write  to  her. 
Nothing  like  taking  them  by  storm ;  and  she 
is  really  a  delightful  girL" 

''  And  can  it  be !"  thought  Renault^  **  that 
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it  was  the  letter  of  this  heartleds  obtcomb 
thtt  Gortrade  Lexinox  iread  with  sach  emo- 
tioiL* 

•*  The  fiwt  i%  Faldbnet— just  etep  this  way, 
or  they  may  Imur  us-^but  the  &ct  i8>  I  am 
gettizig  ciiTsedly  low  in  the  way  of  ^ds  now. 
Old  Bioant,  our  Secretary  for  the  l^ome  De- 
partmeat,  as  my  fiither  used  to  call  him^  writes 
me  that  I  have  drawn  out  tty  tele6oOpe  as  far 
na  it  will  gc^  ttid  adidsed  me  to  set  my  field 
glass  mi  an  heitess.    Now  heiresses  are  scarce 
commodities,  I  cim  tell  yeu  ;  and  I  believe  I 
have  some  reason  to  know— Come  to  this 
window,  they  are  assembling  now  to  go   to 
that  infernal  rock — heiresses^  Falconer^  are  all, 
I  have  always  found,  so  heomied  in,  guarded 
and  snugged  up,  that  a  man  without  a  rent 
roll  has  no  chance.     I  tell  yon  what  it  is,  there 
ie  no  caste  kept  up  so  rigidly  in  the  way  of 
marriages,  as  the  caste  ci  riches.    It  is  seldom 
that  a  girl  coming  to  half  a  barony  is  allowed 
to  go  at  large  like  this  Miss  Lennozi  for  if  I 


h')\v  tar  thoy  have    conii 

Falconer  'r     Devilish  tri 

minute.  Lady  Glcnmore 

yet,  we  must  take  that 

Falconer,  you  must  hel; 

Come,  we  are  old  friendi 

out  the  pros  and  cons 

fortune.     I  dare  say  yoi 

can  take  me  down  with 

comes  here  to-night,  bu 

before  she  comes  again.*^ 

"  Sir  Renault  Falcoi 

more  advancing,   "  the 

door.     Ate  you  ready  U 

Her  arm  lay  on  his  t 

too  afterwards  he  was  s 
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Merrily  the   glossy  carriages  rolled   over 
the  irj  grey  road  —  merrily  I  such  mirth  as 
there  is  in  the   stately  pastime  of  rank  and 
wealth;  as  real,   it  may  be,  as  the  magnifi- 
cent  woe  of  great  mens'  funerals — but  no  mat- 
ter for  that,  on  the  glossy  carriages  rolled 
their  onraffled   way  with    the   proud  brutes 
that  trotted  in  their  traces,  casting  up  their 
heads  in  the  very  gracefulness  of  the  duty 
of  bearing  aristocracy  on — and  villages  passed 
through ;   villages,    with  one  storied  hedge- 
inns,  and  lazy  blacksmiths'  shops,  and  small 
children  and  ducks,  and  serious  dogs  of  doubt- 
ful parentage,  and  bonny  wenches  that  looked 
as   if  they  wished  for  more    mischief   than 
came  into  their  way — on  they  rolled,  up  hill, 
down  dale,  and  over  the  thorn-edged  sweeps 
of  the  duly  measured  road,  and  down  into  the 
valleys,  and   up  again    upon  the  long  high- 
way that  led  it  in  statistical  distances  over  the 
dear  spots  of  gentle   hours ;   and  by  green 
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church-yards,  dotted  with  ailent  tombeUme:) 
grey  and  white.  Oh!  many  might  have  rid- 
den with  us,  many  of  those  eoflSned  sleepers 
'mid  bkck  dampness  and  the  worms,  and 
have  made  our  way  short  by  cheerfiilness 
and  courtesy ;  and  yet  we  count  their  tombs 
but  as  the  colored  stones  of  the  dry-walled 
hedge,  and  turn  our  eyes  to  new  openings 
of  the  road — and  away  the  saucy  carriages 
rolled,  the  wind  beginning  to  blow  coldly, 
and  the  country  to  look  bare  ;  until,  beyond 
a  lofty  coast,  they  came  within  sight  of  the 
bright  blue  sea,  and  soon  entered  a  ravine 
leading  to  the  yeasty  water  at  the  foot  of  the 
precipices. 

It  was  a  wild  and  picturest^ue  spot  The 
quiet  lonely  sea,  the  dark  eternal  clifis,  and 
the  ceaseless  gnawing  of  the^deep  ocean  swell 
rising  and  falling  on  the  basis  of  the  rocks' 
tlie  screams  of  the  flickering  gulls,  with  their 
white    wings    flashing    in   the  open  light    of 
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tk  son  and  the  flea,  and  the  beauty  that  the 
«ummer  day  east  on  the  magnificent  sterility 
«  the  scene,  gave  it  a  chann  worth  driving  to 
cane  upon. 

•Die  caniages  drew  up ;  the  visiters  alighted, 

^daoon mingled  in  crowds;  long,  green  and 

^^  painted  boats  of  my  Lord  of  Glenmore 

^^  munoored  and  took  passengers  in,  while 

'^•toien   lighted   torchea  at   their    bows — 

'^  these   boats  were  to  penetrate  the  sea 

^^es  and  float  on  the  dark  waters    under 

"^  clif^but  the  crowds  separated  those  that 

^  ridden  together,  and  some  took  to  the  boats, 

^^^  to  the    cliffi,    and    eaoh   as  the  will 


^^olt  remembered  the  place,  though  he 
^  iU)t  seen  it  since  his  school-boy  days ;  and 
^  took  his  own  way,  and  soon  was  lost  to 
^  sight  of  the  rest— for  he  climbed  up  the 
Jtoow  path->way  of  a  shelving  cliff,  and,  con- 
tinaiog  his  course  along  the  ridge  of  precipices, 
passed  across  the  base  of  one  of  the  headlands 
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of  the  ravine,  and  came  on  a  small  sheltered 
creek  or    little    bay,  the   deep   blue   waters 
of  which,   lay  pure  and  still  under  the  black 
sea-weed  rocks  ;    and  here,  to   liis   surprise, 
close  under  the  cliffs,    a    long,   dark-hulled, 
trimly-built  schooner  lay  moored,  her  light 
spans,      taught     rigging,    and     long^    taper 
bow-sprit,    casting    landward    shadows,    like 
those  of   clean    tree    boughs    on  the     bald- 
ness   of     the    rock,    while    her    snake-like 
closeness   to  the   perpendicular  of  the   clifis, 
shewed   that    she    had    been  piloted   thither 
by  one  who  knew  the  waters  well. 

But  she  lay  at  a  place,  where,  unless 
she  Irnd  brought  wares  for  the  sea  birds, 
she  had  no  business  to  be,  and  Renault, 
bom  on  a  smuggling  coast,  and,  as  a  boy, 
ripe  in  the  knowledge  of  old  revenue  con- 
flicts, and  of  smugglers'  ways,  easily 
guessed  the  nature  of  the  craft,  as  weU 
as  the  contingencies  of  progress  which  might 
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haye    made  the  vessel    choose  such  strange 
anchorage. 

The  bay  was  called  the  Smugglers'  Creek, 
and  many  a  cargo  of  Hollands,  brandy, 
wine,  and  the  purple  juice  of  sunny  Bor- 
deaux,  ^had  been  hauled  up  the  sides  of 
those  iron  cli£&,  to  say  nothing  of  a  host 
of  other  things  well-known  to  the  surly 
jealousy  of  the  buttoned  officers  of  the 
crown — ^for  the  creek  was  sheltered,  by  pro- 
jecting headlands,  from  view  from  the  open 
sea  ;  and  on  the  shore,  the  road  that  led 
to  it  was  precipitous  and  inconvenient. 

Benaolt  passed  along  the  sides  of  the 
ridges  partly  descending  it  —  for  he  went 
through  an  indented  path-way,  so  narrow 
iJiat  the  furze  on  either  side  pressed  against 
him  as  he  proceeded— on  one  side  treacher- 
ously concealing  the  edge  of  the  rock, 
where  a  ialse  step  would  have  precipitated  him 
some  hundred  feet,  and  into  many  fathoms 
deep ;  and  yet,  the  glimpses  from   the 


neavy  bwuh  tuat  iv^ov^  **">-• 
with  the  white  spray  boili 
vices,  and  the  sun-light  gl 
nese,  when  the  heavy  wa 
pure  surface  of  the  sum: 
cold,  green  depth  at  the  vei 
where  the  gaser  fitood»  ai 
clxfi,  in  the  swge  of  viffloa 
but  the  sun  and  the  clouda  i 
sea. 

As  Benanh  went  on  h 
he  suddenly  heard  hk 
tioned  on  the  other  side  of 
into  which  the  path-wi 
He  paused^  unoertain  w! 
or    retreat;    but   the   m 
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thonaand  ahinen»  Meg.  I  tdl  you,  I  ahall 
never  have  such  a  chance  again*  The  preven- 
tive men  can't  walk  aioog  these  diffa,  but  take 
tfa^  way  by  the  road,  amile  and  ahalf  inland 
«— the  officer  that  mmmanda  the  station  is  an 
old  one-armed  naval  lieutenant^  always  drunk, 
mod  who  can  shut  his  eyes  as  well  as  ano- 
ther. I  tell  yout  had  I  the  blunt  now^  I 
eoold  mn  such  a  caigo  under  these  cliffs  as 
would  make  my  fortune.  I  shall  never  have 
audi  a  chance  again.  Why  the  devil  don't 
you  get  this  lackland  Comyn  to  come  to 
terms  ?  You  can  now  ^ve  him  possesion  of 
the  lands  of  Woodlee." 

^  I  have  spoken  to  him  twice,  but  he  has  na 
heeded  me  yet.  It  takes  time,  David  Morton, 
and  your  mother  little  kens  wha  my  witness  is. 
But  I  can  speak  to  the  matter  as  weel  as  her. 
And  then  there  is  Bess ;  but  she  says  little, 
and  will  j^e  her  testimony  wi'  little  wiU." 

<<  m  strangle  her  if  she  does  not!  Curse  on 


My   fortune,   her    fortune,    all 
would  be  made  by  one  trip, 
in  Drumleigh  who  would  give 
bills  when  the  last  cask    touc 
of  the  rock.    I  could  run  a  ci 
very  creek,    that    would    give 
such  as  you  never  dreamt  of.  Th 
sede  that  jolly  old  lieutenant, 
nosed  laced-coat,   who  will  cat' 
or  keep  me  off  shore,  till  it  ( 
off  by  the  stumps.      Why  dor 
shorter  work  of  it,  Meg.      Fc 
sand  pounds,  you  can  put  this 
possession    of    Woodlee.       Wh; 
don't  you  make  a  ready  bargain 
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no\^,  run  Snglisb  goods  into  Portugal, 
and  I  liave  a  bad  crew  for  a  shore  like 
this." 

''*'  You    were  aye    impatient,  David  ;    fear 

not  but  I  shall  mak  it  right.    Mr.  Drurie  kens 

the    secret,    and    will  be    forced  to  divulge 

it  ;    and  Bess  remembers  a'  that,  I  thought  she 

did-'' 

**  She  has  kept  me  clawing  off  and  on 
these  rocks  for  the  last  five  days,  when  I 
should  be  far  enough  from  the  coast  of 
Scotland  Why  don't  you  settle  the 
thing  now,  that  you  have  got  the  woman  ? 
Five  days !" 

'*  She  was  too  ill  and  weary,  when  she  first 
arrived.  Nance  Morton  o'  Brigend,  your 
mother—" 

"  Don't  -call  the  witch  my  mother !  J£  she 
knew  I  was  alive,  she  would  get  into  one 
of  her  frantic  fits  —  discover  the  secret, 
and  I  should  swing  for  it !  Let  her 
fancy  Tm  dead  and  forgotten.  I  want  the 
monev." 


let  alone  Factor  Druric,  who  di 
but  that  Sir  Charles  let  him  it 
before  he  died.     Your  mother — " 

^^  Oh,  hang  her,  do  not  speak  o 
count  her  beads,  and  curse  tt 
When  will  you  see  this  Comjm? 
for  the  Isle  of  Man — ^the  cuttei 
the  coast  in  a  day  or  two." 

"  Sir  Eenault  has  left  Wood 
Comyn  is  now  alone  there.  I  m 
see  him  this  evening.** 

"  And  the  papers  I  gave  yo 
them  safe?" 

"  Fear  na  for  them,  and  that  1 
to  thorn  ere  a  word  esciqpes  my 
can  turn  to  account  without  me. 
when  ye  get  this  money,  wiU  ye  i 
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*'  liVlieii  I  am  lioh  wcngk  fx>  make  your 
dmngliter  a  lad]r»  M^." 

^^  She  has  naewith  to  be  a  lady,  Thmd,  but 
to  hae  a  quiet  hame^  She  lovea  you  well,  for 
ae  ill  as  ye  have  used  hen* 

*^  m  used  her!  why,  Me;^  she  has  a  cabin 

that  a  queen  might,  sit  in,  French  wines  to 

drinky  silk  to  wear,  and:  gold,  when  I  have  it, 

to  btiy  her  rings  and  pearls.    I  may  be  hasty 

now  and  then,  but  if  I  did  not  love  the  wench 

woold  I  hang  off  and  on  about  this  devilish 

coast  for   five  days  for  her,  endangering  the 

livee   of  my  crew  in  more  ways  than  one  ? 

It  will  be  long  ere  Besa  says  that  I  use  her 

ill.'' 

'«  Lang  indeed,  but  her  cheek  is  pale,  David 
Morton,  and  her  blue  eye  has  grief  in  its  win- 
some brightness,  and  I  can  see  that  her  heart 
la  sad."' 

The  report  of  a  gun  firom  the  schooner  in- 
terrupted the  conversation,  and  Renault  look- 
ing  towards  the  ship,  saw  the  blue  smoke 


looking   athwart  the  scene 
boat  of    the    coast  guard 
heads. 

Another  whistle^  loud  as 
the  base    of  the    cliff,  an* 
boat  shot  out,  fieur  enough 
place  where  Renault  stood. 

There  was  fall  of  stones 
sounds  of  .quick  descent,  th 
from  under  the  cliff,  and  q 
schooner's  side — there  was 
two  from  the  deck,  the  v 
round,  her  sails  gently  fill 
ment,  she  seemed  like 
embayed,  plodding  resp 
way. 


gulls,     and      the     crack   of  their   pieces,  the 
clangour   o€  the  startled  birds,  and  the  loud 
laughter      from   the  boat,  soon  ga^e    another 
character    to    the  ocean  aoKtude  of  the  Smug- 
glers' Creek- 


VOL.     !• 


CH 


THE   BTRDi 


The  stately  dra^ 
Castle,  that  evenm^ 
music  and  the  swe* 
pered  conyerse,  and 


.J   #»ii  1 
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of  the  World  met  together;  and   the  young 

^5<»^^  nwgnificently   dressed,  fluflhed  with 

excitement,  and  sparkling  with  winking  jewels 

^nich  shone  on  her  as  if  they  were  on  a  fit- 

"^    place — the     young    counteas    was   the 

^^  of  the   groupings,   numerous   as    they 

^^^  and  her  bright  eyes  made  young  hearts 

^b,  and  her   smile    gave    the   proud   man 

'*^^re,  though   she  cast   around  the  graces 

ter  presence   like    one   who  is    made    no 

P^er  by    giving;  for    the  footsteps,  in   the 

^^  gentlenesss  of  their  welcoming  courtesy, 

^^c  musical  and  proud,  and  the  sweet  tones, 

the    ease  of  hospitable    merriment,   were 

^^inine  and  sacredly  so  —  there  were  many 

"dutiful  women  in  those  glittering  rooms,  but 

^"^ether  it  was  the  exquisite  exercise  of  the 

^^ty  of  her  place,  or  the  haughty  pre-cmi- 

^<^  which    nature   had   set  upon  her  guise, 

^  Countess  had  more  of  the  mark  and  likc- 

*nood  of  all  that   denotes  the   possession   of 

^*^e,  by  the  easy  grace  of  bearing,   which 

N  3 


And  there  was 
whose  white  dress, 
sweet  blue  eyes,  a 
her  ways,  formed 
pleasing  may  be,  i 
ii  brighter  tone  ;  n 
holds  place  withe 
white  arm  rested  i 
own  beauty  while 
shadowed  comer  sj 
her,  and  her  words  y 
and  her  voice  was  tl 
shunned  the  forwc 
seen  at  times  when 
crowd  parted  for  ain 
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*^  in  presence  even  to  a  fault,  might 
»»ve  seemed  to  some  as  worthy  to  maintain 
rt,  as  many  who  held  prouder  place  in  a  more 
striking  vay. 

^od  the  music  poured  its  sweet  pulses  on 
^"C  festive  atmosphere  of  the  gorgeous  rooms, 
■"?ad  some  played  whist  in  nooks,  and  some 
S^kc  poKtics  over  motionless  boards  of  chess, 
^i  some  walked  as  if  in  a  wood,  whispering 
^^^Q  secrets    in    doubtful    words,   but  in 
^^8  fiill  of  earnestness — and  near  to  pillars 
^^^^  were  groups   that   turned   the  pastime 
^^  into    knotty   conclave    communings   of 
**^0U8  things.      Ah,   well  ar-day!  but  so  it 
^^  and  the  music  rang  sweetly  over  them, 
^  there   was   festive  brightness  in   all  the 
•^lie  — and  luxury  and  state,  and  ancestral 
^^  might   have    dazzled  good  men  of   in- 
?^C8t,  had  they  been  set  to  view  rigidly  all 
^^  sayings  and   doings   that   were  there  — 
P^haps,  as  in  all  such  places,  some  of  them 
''ould  be  too  curious  to  reveal 


lie  was  the  centre  of  the  prinei 
the  chief  rooms*  of  the  opeu  su 
versed  with  wit  and  gaiety. 

He  liad  never  appeared  to  mo 
than  he  did  at  tliis  period  of  th( 
younpj  and  gay — as  these  qualiti< 
coupled — "  the  young  and  gay" 
and  the  "  old  and  grave"  thoug 
the  man,  for  his  turn  was  taken 
either,  and  the  easy  eloquence  of 
conversation  which  trifles  with  w 
better  than  it  tells,  enabled  him  t< 
with  the  brilliant  gaiety  of  a 
highly  endowed  mind;  and  th 
charmed  with  the  young  Baronet 
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^Vaunore,     "he    is  a    l^d   to   win  womens^ 
Wrta,  and    Btriog    them    like    beads    on   a 
Kwary." 
The  Countess  turned  haughtily  away. 
Lady  Fawnghuve  saw    that   the  Countess 
^  really  angry,  and  it  repented  her  that  she 
W  Kiid  80  much,  for  to  quarrel  with  Lady 
Oleoooore,  who  had  so  often  teased  the  earl  to 
provide  for  distant  cousins,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
adfantage  of  such  an  acquaintance  to  a  dowa- 
ger baroness,  that  kept  up  a  chocolate  coach 
^pair,  a  butler  to  take  care  of  her  Marsala, 
«ad  a  gardener  to  tend  on  her  cauliflowers  and 
topmne  her  eodlin  trees,  and  keep  the  long 
tt^lected  grounds  of  the  dowager  house  tidy, 
n  became  her  rank ;   and  all  this  on  eight 
byadred  pounds  a-year     would  have   been  a 
•erioua  thing — and  she  knew  that  Mary  D'Alyn 
bad  the  racy  Bunymede  blood,  so  she  quickly 
sdded,  as  she  walked  away  with  her  to  avoid 
the  appearance   of  the  evil  of  being  silently 
roboke^j 
^  Fm  always  saying  foolish  things,  Mary, 


Dili  i^aay  iileninore  I 
(tpcnlng  circle,  and  joinin 
passed  her  arm  into  hers, 
miration  to  the  flowers  whi 
nucopioe  enamelled  with  g 
types  of  the  green  earth' 
nucopioe  of  studied  workr 
held  in  her  white,  unglove< 
walked  together,  and  spoke 

Renault  soon  began  to 
re-action  of  false  excitemc 
became  like  a  bow  unstr 
breathed  became  oppressi^ 
turned  from  the  spot,  ignon 
answered  the  question  of  s 
who  had  strayed  so  far  into 
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*€ft  the  place^  and  passed  on,  not  knowing  or 
caring  whither,  and  he  met  in  his  way  Ger- 
^^de  Lennox,  whom  he  now  saw  for  the  first 
time  that  evening,  and  she  was  leaning  on  the 
Stultz  covered  arm  of  the  handsome  Harry 
Borfieli 

Gertrude  blushed  to  the  silken  roots  of 
^^  bonny  brown  hair,  as  she  met  him,  and 
^^lanlt  gave  his  greeting  not  without  pain  ; 
^though  it  was  a  pain  ill-acknowledged  to 
^^'^If;  and  he  quickly  moved  on,  and  new 
P^^ps  separated  them. 

^Ut  those  tell-tale  mirrors  shewed  him  how 

^  kerned,  and  when  he  now  contrasted  his 

'^  appearance  with  that  of  Borfield,  he  could 

Help,  in  spite  of  his  wiser  thoughts,  feeling 

^11, cold  pang;    for  his  features  were  rc- 

^^  his  face  was  pale,  and  his  fine  eyes  were 

P***^f  ul  even  in  their  reflection  to  himself,  and 

Hair,  as  is  strangely  usual  in  such  cases, 

^*^  like  that  of  one  who  is  disturbed,  and  he 

P*^^d  into  an  adjoining  room,  one  of  the  long 

N  5 


ii;-. 


.some  old  Venetuin  street — and  v 
the  pav(»d  pathway  into  the  open 
The  summer  night  had  no  m 
was  a  cool  repose  in  the  dimnej 
ing  green — and  the  heartless  y 
there  like  the  forgetfulness  of  tl 
the  dead — the  petals  of  tendei 
the  green  arms  of  the  solemn 
tained  that  night  together,  and  t 
its  own  poetry,  though  the  indist 
of  the  shadows  mocked  it  all ; 
still  lay  the  forsaken  beauty  < 
summer  night,  full  of  good  thoug 
ries,  and  the  tones  of  the  dear 
Renault  8  eyes  tried  to  pierce  t 
the    stone  balcony    on  which  1 
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"  Oh,  why  Mn  I  done  T  thought  he,  "  why 

***ve  I  none  who  earn  gplv^  me  the  blessing  of 

*^Bdredi  or  tl>e  soothing  voice  of  love  which 

^*^J  be  avowed  I    WhsJt  painted  wretchedniess 

*Ji  thia!    To-morrow  I  shall  see  Dnirie,  who 

*^  said  to  keep  the  secret  of  my  destiny— I 

^  aee  hiin»  and  if  he  tell  me  that  I  am  hold- 

^  land  and  rank  that  do  not  belong  to  me^  I 

^  cast  them  off  as  I  would  a  leper's  cloak  I 

I  dttll  hold  no  state  but  that  to  which  I  am 

entitled,  or  that  which  I  myself  may  win." 

He  Wiat  hia  head  on  the  broad  stone  balus- 
^jaad  the  sounds  of  pleasure  came  through 
we  richly  curtained  windows,  and  the  lone 
^t  lay  in  cold  silence  around. 

^  low,  soft  voice  came   upon   him,  a  fair, 

round  arm,  with  the  bare  wrist  circled  with  a 

fctacelet  of  diamonds  that  shed  costly  light  in 

the  dimness  on  which  theii  trembling  flushes 

itole,  was  laid  upon  his  shoulder,  and  Renault 

MW  by  his  side  the  young  Countess  of  Glen- 

jDore. 
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*'  I  have  come  to  seek  you,  Sir  Renault,  ani^  ^ 
to  ask  what  has  brought  you  here — do  yo*'  " 
find  things  so  dull  within^  that  you  must  com'  ^ 
out  upon  the  balcony  in  a  night  like  this,  whe^ 
there  is  not  even  a  star  to  gaze  upon  ?" 

But  there  was  no  merriment  in  the  tonei^^ 

though  the  words  had  a  constrained  raillery 

no  uiorrinicnt  at  all,  they  had  the  music  o^ 
sadness  iu  them,  and  were  as  wayward  fronu 
their  signification  as  the  oiFence  which  they 
reproached. 

"  I  am  afflicted  with  wretched  spirits/'  said 
Kenaiilt,  '*  and  found  myself  becoming  gloomy 
and  dull,  so  I  thought  I  had  better  give  up 
these  qualities  to  the  night  than  to  your  draw- 
ing-rooms. It  is  ill  to  have  the  heart*ache 
where  all  others  are  gay." 

"  Yet  it  is  there  that  it  is  oftenest  felt," 
said  the  Countess  thoughtfully. 

"  So  it  is.  You  know  how  I  had  used  to 
be  troubled  with  this  malady  of  sadness,  aad 
how  you  used  to  rally  me  for  it." 
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u  1  tnevv*  iggg  then,  what  sadness  is  than 
now,"  ^^  tJie  other,  as  if  rather  speaking  to 
herself  th^n  addressing  him. 

"  1  am  grieved  to  the  heart  to  hear  it,  Mary 
- —  l-ady  Glenmore,"  exclaimed  Renault  with 
the  earnestness  of  truth. 

"  Let  us  leave  the  balcony,'*  said  the  Coun- 
^^  M  an  anxious  voice. 

And  they  did  so,  and  the  sudden  light,  warm 

*nd  festive,  the  brilliant  flutter,  the  elegant 

«nd  loxorious  gaiety  of  the  scene  contrasted 

strangely  with  the  melancholy  of  the   outer 

fl%H  and  for  a   time  the   change   relieved 

JBenaolt's  thoughts  from  the  gloom  that  hung 

upon  them — and  he   mingled   in   the   crowd 

again. 

Once  more  he  encountered  Gertrude  Len- 
nox, and  he  saw  by  the  look  which  she  gave 
him,  that  she  observed  a  change  in  his  coun- 
tenimce,  but  she  took  the  arm  he  offered  her, 
mud  they  went  to  a  distant  part  of  the  suite 
of  rooms,  and  were  beginning  to  converse  as 


qiialnting  licr  that  tliey  ^ 
quadrilles  in  another  rooi 
promised  partner,  and  led 

Renault  was  to  leare  tl 
and  his  carriage  now  was 
was  ill  at  ease,  his  brain  tv 
taken  leave,  he  entered 
chariot  like  one  who  doub 
in  a  dream. 

About  an  hour  after  l 
Glenmore,  brilliant  and  g 
Gertrude  Lennox  aside,  as 
to  retire  for  the  night,  and 

**  You    must    not    leav< 
Harry  Borfield  is  to  remain 

A  curl  of  the  lip  so  sUg 
seen  in  the  expression,  and 
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•nawer   which    Gertrude    gave.      Sbe    bade 

the  Coimteflfl  good-night,  and  so  they  separated. 

^  Ah,  Falconer,  come  at  last,"  exclaimed 

Norman  Comyn,  as  Renault  joined  him  on  his 

^turiL    And  how  is  Lady  Glenmore  ?" 

"  She  is  very  welL  Carr,  get  me  something 
irarm,'' 

'^Chilly  again!  come,  drink  with  me.  I 
•^▼e  had  more  of  this  claret  mulled.  It  is  ex- 
<^<^t  wine." 

**  Ye  may  weel  say  that,  Maister  Comyn— 
^^^  there  will  soon  be  little  o'  it  to  the  fore, 
^^^-night  to  you  baith — it's  amang  the  sma' 
^'^,  and  I  maun  lock  up  the  house."  So 
^ying  the  butler  departed. 

**  I've   many  things  to   tell   you,  Benault. 

^y  nmrriage  is  all  settled — I  get  my  wife  on 

^Ueeday  next — Ten  thousand  pounds  in  hand, 

^^  settled  on  my  wife,  and  thirty  in  expect- 

aacy.    Now  I  will  say  I  have  managed  this 

^S^ir  well" 

**  I  am  glad  for  your  sake,  Norman,  that  it 
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is  settled,  and  hope  you  will  be  a  good  hus- 
band to  the  poor  girl,  who  has  thus  thrown 
herself  into  your  arms — but  I  am  fatigued  and 
worn  out,  and  my  head  is  confused.  We  shall 
talk  over  matters  to-morrow  at  breakfast.^ 

"  You  do  look  rather  strange,  Falconer. 
Here  are  our  candles.  But  first  let  me  tell 
you  the  oddest  thing  in  the  world ;  I  have  this 
evening  subscribed  a  bond  to  ^ve  somebody 
five  tliousand  pounds  when  I'm  put  in  posses- 
sion of  Woodlee  !  Is  not  that  an  odd  vagary 
to  have  entered  any  one's  head?  But  I  see 
you  are  tired — good  night !" 


'^He 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


THE    SCOTTISH    FACTOR. 


Mr.  Michael  Drurie^  or  "  Factor  Drurie," 
as  he  was  called  in  the  county — two  thirds  of 
the  large  estates  of  which  were  under  his  care 
— was  a  bachelor  and  lived  in  a  neat  parson- 
age-looking house  with  a  snug  farm  steading 
attached ;  for  the  factor  held  farm  ground  on 
lease — not  that  he  cared  much  for  the  prac- 
tice of  agriculture,  but  for  the  purpose  of  re- 
ceiving the    numerous  farm   presents,  which. 


xy^iL       llKi 


something,  uud  always  • 
necked  bull  calf  of  dist 
a  modest  heifer    of    a 
usually   milky    way,   gl 
any     needy    amateur 
such  a  one  for  instance 
little  behind,  now  and  t 
these  pledges  of  skill  in 
always  sent   to   the   fac 
compliments,    telling    o: 
which    his    acceptance 
labour   was  required  bj 
only    (speaking  figurati 
thirty    or   forty   yoked 
to  do  his  bidding,  even  : 
turnpike  roads  ;    a  greal 
was  the    fiu^tor,  as  fact 
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^W  when  they  got  a  little  mellow  together  at 

i&arket  inns,  that  one  daj^  the  late  Sir  Charles 

Falconer,  or  **Woodlee"  as    he    was  better 

known  by — that  one  day  when  saddler  Richard, 

Ae  man  of  the  people,  being  in  the  grounds  of 

Woodlee,  with  the  laird  and  Mr.  Drurie,  was 

^ked  by  Sir   Charles  to   say,   (as  he   was  a 

■kwwd-headed  fellow)  what  should  be  planted 

^  »  place  he  pointed  to,  where  nothing  yet  had 

tbiveo,   "Plant   factors,"    said    the    saddler, 

**Aey  thrive  anywhere,"— a  remark  which  Mr. 

I^nirie  did  not  much  care  for  at  the  time,  but 

which   was    afterwards    rather    offensive   to 

hwDj  on  account  of  the  extreme  popularity  of 

the  je«t 
the  factor  waa  a  fiiir  specimen  of  a  curious 

daas  once  numerous  in  Scotland,  but  now 

getting  nuxre  rare.      Originally  an  attorney, 

Us  extensive  connection  as  agent  for  landed 

pioprietors  had  induced  him  to  abandon  all 

other  bunnessj  and  settle  in  the  country ;  he 

was  the  factotum  of  the  squires,  their  steward, 


ricli,    ii()])(»(ly  kiiL'w  ho 
in  doine  things  penurio 
lived  for  thirty  years 
try  gentlemen,  the  ol 
pitable    and    convivial 
trust,  he  was  of  high 
yet  he  made  great  gain 
as  to  matters  of  sentii 
legally,  secundum  arten 
called  it,  "  in  a  busine 
the  family  affairs  of  all 
have   told  the   exact  8 
worth,  as  truly  as  a  qu 
have  told  the  hands  o 
man  rode ;  there  was 
Factor  Drurie   did  no 
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°«7  and  a  frank  hearted  gentleman,  a  man  of 
penurious  habits,  and  a  person  of  the  jolly 
"^tiucts  of  a  country  squire. 

Air.  Drurie's  house  had  green  Venetian  win- 
dow bBuds,  and  a  small  front  garden  teeming 
w^ith  blooming  flowers,  a  brass  knocker  on  the 
door,  and  thick  honeysuckle   breasting   over 
and  about  it  in  a  rustic  frame ;    and  green 
sweet-briar,  casting  its  sweet  odour  over  the 
outer  road,  giving  a  gentle   blessing  to  the 
weaiy  as  they  passed — and  the  parlour  was  a 
9iiug,  comfortable  place,  with  the  front  window 
looking  upon  the  flower  garden,  and  the  back 
window — it  was  a  single  house,  but  then  Mr. 
Dnirie  was  a  single  man— the  back   window 
looking  out  upon  a  sequestered  Bcene,  far  from 
the  dusty  impertinence  of  roads,  an  open  mea- 
dow space  fringed  with  trees,  tall  valley  trees, 
for  the  cuckow  in  ]VIay  time,  to  tell  that  the  sum- 
mer was  come — tall  deep  trees  below  a  sunny 
green  hill,  wooded  here  and  there  to  make  it 


•  v-t     leai  \ 


[»laiitiitions  dotted   wi 

wings  fluttering  about 

against  the  sky,  shew 

it  18  a  jaded  word  to  us 

sive  one— the  delicious 

of  early  mornings  throi 

windows  of  the  factor' 

lour  was  a  snug,  comfoj 

truth  tells  twice — and 

brushed   bareness,  and 

very  wan,  there  was  j 

stantial  competence  in  t 

tables,  and  a  well-to-d 

odour  of  punch,  imitec 

sound  of  the  ceaseless 
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of  ahort-bread,  and  eomething  suggestive  of 
raperior  tea  in  small  china  cups^  in  the  at- 
moBphere  of  the  room-— something  in  short 
al>out  it  that  told  of  old  bachelor  ways,  and  of 
tbe  retained  wealth  of  comfortable  frugality. 

And  into  this  room,  on  the  day  following 
tliat  which  in  good  phrase  is  called  ^^  the  time  " 
of  the  chapter  which  goes   before — into  this 
room  at  two  of   the  clock  Kenault  Falconer 
wa«  ushered  by  a  substantial  lady,  a  sort  of 
*'  cook  and    house-keeper,"    as  the  advertis- 
ments  have    it — a   sort    of  cook  and  house- 
keeper rolled  into  one,  although  round  about 
thk   aproned   dignitary    there  seemed   to   be 
also    ample    room    and    verge    enough  for  a 
maid  servant  of  all  work,  and  even  a  little  boy 
to  ran  errands — a  rare  specimen  of  domestic 
worthiness  in  a  cherry  ribboned  cap,  was  Mrs. 
^FMarmlade,  as  the  factor's  housekeeper  was 
called ;  and  bonny  too  she  was,  the  hair  was 
brown,  short  curled,  well  brushed,  and  trim, 
the  cheeks  were  firm    and   rosy— if  the  age 
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of  middle-life  had  come  upon  her,  it  had 
only  shewed  itself  in  the  breadth  of  her 
proportions^  and,  according  to  the  ideas  of 
some,  she  was  all  the  better  for  it. 

All  the  better  for  it  indeed  she  was,  for  there 

was  a  gusty  respectability  in  her  very  tread, 

which  was  calculated  to  make  the  man  happy  in 

whose  service  she  was — she  ushered  the  young 

Baronet,  who  had  alighted  from  the  gig,  which 

his  groom  instantly  drove  to  the  stable  yard 

—she  ushered  the  young  Baronet  into  this  same 

parlour,  and  asked  him  what  name  he  ^^  pleased" 

to  assume.      Kenault  told  her  the   name  he 

usually  bore,  and  in  a  minute  or  so,  Mr.  Drurie, 

in  a  long  dressing  gown  of  Rob  Roy  tartan,  a 

pen  between  his  lips,  and  his  silver  spectacles 

pushed  up  on  his  bald  forehead,  entered  tlie 

room,  holding  his  right  hand  before  him  (like 

a  bowsprit)  ready  to  clasp  that  of  his  guest. 

''  Bravo !  Sir  Renault,  glad  to  see  you — sit 
down,  sit  down,  my  lord ;  glad  to  see  you :  this 
looks  like  business.    When  I  advised  you  aft 
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^^ukglen  to  pay  off  this  small  burdeii,  the 
^y  one  on  the  lands,  I  thought  you  hardly 
took  any  notice  of  what  I  said,  and  I  had  made 
^pmyndnd  to  drive  over  to  Woodlee  one  of 
these  days  and  take  my  chance  of  seeing  you— 
but  here  you  are.  Well  now,  this  is  the  way 
to  do  business,  sir,  eh  ?  Sir  Renault,  eh  T 

"  You  may  do  in  that  matter,  as  you  please, 
Drurie." 

"Nowdon't  say  that,  pray  don'tsay  that.    No, 

no,  it's  not  as  I  please,  you  know,  but  as  you 

direct    It  is  like  saying  any  part     the  carver 

pleases,  when    he   only  wants   to  know  the 

part.'' 

"  Well  well,  but  I  have  come  on  important 
business." 

**  I  know  it  all — don't  tell  me — I  know  it 
alL  The  old  Heritable  Bond  allowed  by  the 
entail  to  build  the  dowager  house  in  your 
grandfathers  time — eight  thousand  pounds  — 
that's  right — shave  it  off — you  have  plenty  of 
funds  accumulated— III  wipe  it  off,  sir,  eh? 
▼OL  I.  o 


"  I'.s  ;  ;?iV  t:.^  PrcTTr?:  a  rrici  li'^T.  hi.  hj- 
•vo.'j*:   J  j.jav  mv  jrien'l  Ramsaj  a  triok— ^' 
}».'il/-.  not !  jK.r-hap5  nor,  oh  n-ji  at  alL  no- 
lia !  Iju  !  ha  !  Sir  Renanlt.  eh  ?  Sir  Renanlw 

i'U  ?  i:h  r 

••  I  rijiinc  to  speak  about — " 
"  And   iiaven't  I  guessed  what  you  c 
to  fl|mrik  tihoiit  ?  guessed  it,  sir,  eh  ?  I  can 
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where  Ireland  standfl^  though  I  never  saw  it, 
*Bd  don^  want  to  see  it,  air — don't  want  to  see 
it,eli?  Sir  Renault," 
''  Vou  might  see  a  worse  place,  Drurie." 
^  ^0  doubt  I  might,  sir,  one  place,  which 
I  hope  I  may  never  see — no,  no,  eh  ?  no,  no, 
^ !  just  one  place  which  is  no  doubt  a  good 
^  worse,  but  it  has  a  bad  name  too,  what  I 
'^tcall  a  devilish  bad  name — not  a  bad  pun 
^'^t  for   the    rural    districts,    sir,  eh?     Sir 
^«iumlt;  but  as  to  business.   Sir.   I'll  tender 
^e  Provost  the  money,  two  calendar  months 
"^ore  next  half  yearly  payment  of  the  an- 
nual rent — on  the  very  day   at  noon,  at  his 
^Welling  place ;  and  won't  he  stare  I  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
^on*t  the  Provost  stare  ?  oh,  no,  perhaps  not — 
^  &ct  it  may  be  he  loon^t  stare,  not  at  all,  eh  ? 
^^  Renault  eh  ?  eh?  eh  ?— this  is  as  good  as 
B^n  peas  in  April— and  talking  of  peas,  you 
^u«t  dine  with  me ;   I  dine  at  three  o'clock ; 
^it  dine  at  that  hour,  or  Mrs.  McMarmlade 
would  never  forgive  me,  and  put  iron  into  my 
o  3 
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my  soul  by  small  grievances  for  a  fortnight  a 
least.  If  I  have  a  friend  to  dinner  in  a  mor 
exalted  way,  I  must  tell  her  two  days  bcfon 
and  not  use  the  boy  or  the  mare  for  all  the 
time.  Come,  I  was  talking  of  peas,  you  wi 
have  hotch-potch — hotch-potch,  sir  ;  a  loin  • 
lamb  with  the  kidneys,  the  kidneys,  Sir,  eb 
Sir  Renault !  the  kidneys— eh  ?  eh  ?  eh  ?  anA 
pie  of  early  codlins,  longflooted  codlins,  si 
you  may  see  the  trees  from  this  window  ;  U 
you  must  make  up  your  mind  to  dine  at  thr 
o'clock." 

"  I   am   much   obliged   to  you,  Dniric; 
don't    care  when  I  dine,  and  I  shall  be  ve 
happy  to  dine  at  that  hour,  but ** 

'*  No  buts,  sir,  no  buts,  I  won't  hear  thecs 
buts  are  bores— -bores,  sir;  just  let  me  ring  ^ 
Mrs.  MclSIarmlade.  Now  then— ah,  here  B 
comes !  one  would  have  almost  thought  0 
had  been  listening,  but  I  know  she  has  4 
much  to  do  for  that  ''  Mrs,  McMarmltC 
Ma'am,  Sir  Benault  Falconer  dines  with  dm 
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"  ^JOod  gracious,  sir  I  said  Mrs,  McMarm- 
We  dropping  a  courtesy  to  the  young  Baronet. 
"  I  hope  you  will  excuse  my  dinner,  for  Mr. 
Dnirie  never  said  a  word  about  it  till  this 
ttDDte." 

"Put  two  or  three  bottles  of  the  old  port 
oito  the  trough,  and  set  John  to  pump  upon 
^  till  dinner  is  on  the  table,  Mrs.  McMarm- 
'•de,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Drurie,  "  and  see,  of 
7^  own  knowledge,  that  he  puts  the  chalked 
•Me  of  the  bottles  to  the  spout,  and  does 
>ot  shake  theuL" 

"I  will  do  it  myself,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Mc 
Marmlade." 

**I  knew  itr  said  the  factor  ezultingly, 
"I  knew  it.     God  bless  you,  ma'am  P 

**  Thank  ye,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  McMarmlade 
^  *ome  embarassment,  dropping  a  courtesy^ 
*«nd  the  same  to  you,  sir." 

**  Nice  creature,  isn't  she  ?"  said  Mr.  Drurie 
^^"^  to  Benault,  as  the  housekeeper  dis- 
^Peirei 
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"'  She  secnifi  to  be  bo,  but  I  wish  to  spetk 
to  you  about " 

"  Business,  I    know  it,   sir^    ha !    ha  I   that 
old    bunion  shall  be  struck  off  like  a  thistle 
top;  but  come  this  way— come  to  my  office^ 
sir,  for  if   we  stop  too  long  here,  Mrs.  Mc* 
Marmlade,  who   is  an   exceUent  woman,  y^i:^ 
has   her    ways — we  have    all  our  ways,  el^  't 
Sir   Renault,   and   she   is  a  woman,  and      <y 
course,  poor  creature,  is  self-willed — so  I 
it  is  now  getting  nearly   half-past    two, 
that   is   the  time  she  lays  the  cloth;  I  m^^f^ 
keep  her  in  tune— my  mare  is  just  the  saif-^ 
Come   to  the   office  and  111   explain  erer^' 
thing    to    you  therc^  for    Mrs.  McMarmlidb 
does  not  like  any  body  to  be  preaent   when 
she  is  laying  the  cloth." 

'*  Anywhere  you  like,  Drurie,  but  I  wuli 
to  have  some  conyersation  with  you  about  a 
very — " 

"  Exactly  so.  Well^  come  thia  wa}%  w% 
have  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  then 
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^xiarter  of  an   hour  to  wash  our  hands  and 

Bwike  ourselves  spruce — nay  I  know  you  have 

TW)  dress  coat  here,  but  I'm  proud  to  see  you 

Ui  my  house,  sir,   if  you  had  no  coat  at  all. 

Come  tlus  way  to  the  office.   Sir  Renault — 

never  visited  me  before.      Your  father  knew 

Ae  house  well,  and  your  grandfather,  sir — 

ttther  a  cosy  hut,  I  flatter  myself — this  way." 

And  he  led  the  young  Baronet  through  a 
n&rrow  passage  into  a  dull  room,  the  light  of 
which  would  have   seemed  very  dim  indeed 
out  for  the  darkness  of  the  way  that  led  to  it ; 
•^kere,  perched  on  a  tall  three  legged  stool, 
*t  a  ruddy  faced  clerk,  with  fingers   which 
•cenaed  by  nature  to  have   been  formed  for 
fcolding  the  plough,  or  grasping  the  delving 
*P«de— copying  leases  in  clear  round  charac- 
ters, the  distinct  carefulness  of  which  was  visible 
ID  the  distance  to  passers  by,  shewing  that  the 
roBtic  scribe— and  a  hale  youth  he   was,  with 
his  narrow   fitting  trowsers  tightly  strapped 
ander  his  iron  nidled  shoes — shewing  that  the 
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rustic  scribe  was  of  no  mean  mettle 
the  way  of  engrossing^  although  he  looke 
like  one  in  whom  the  higher  sentiments  cool 
only  be  produced  by  ale.  A  shrewd,  clea 
copying  rustic,  was  the  clerk,  an  embryo  ti 
gatherer,  an  inkhom  boor — a  person  who  hi 
no  hope  of  ever  himself  becoming  a  factor,  b 
was  ripe  and  ready  to  do  any  dirty  work 
writing  and  figures — one  of  those  scourges 
the  poor  who  in  after  life  execute  warrant 
hold  petty  parish  offices,  and  find  their  excuse  f 
tyranny  in  the  correct  summation  of  red  h 
ruled  accounts.  But  that  is  neither  here  n 
there,  God  send  better  days  to  the  poor 
Scotland,  ministers  who  are  gentlemen,  ai 
parish  authorities  who  have  hearts  of  flesh,  ai 
may  honest  English  charity  shed  its  genero 
light  upon  their  doings,  and  a  more  wortl 
benevolence  be  seen  in  all  their  ways. 

"  Woodlee  Charter  Chest,  Na  3,  Sand 
Woodlee,  my  man;  Woodlee.*' 

"  Pointedly,"  said  the  rustic  derk,  desoen 
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^  from  the  high  stool,  and  looking  up  at  the 
^Ued  boxes  on  the  walL 
**  Bring  it  into  my  room,  Sandy/' 
"Pomtedly,  sir,"  answered  the  clerk,  plant - 
uig  a  8et  of  steps  against  the  shelves. 

^*  Now  come  into  my  sanctum.  Sir  Renault, 
^J  sanctum,  sir,"  continued  Mr.  Drurie,  lead- 
^  the  young  Baronet  into  an  Inner  room, 
"*^hed  better  than  the  outer  office,  inas- 
"*uch  as  it  was  carpetted,  had  a  low  mahogany 
^^  book  cases,  and  several  iron  safes,  but 
^Mch  was  equally  depressing  in  its  utilitarian 
•^^here  of  dimness,  and  the  dusty  odour  of 
^M  writings  and  parchment  deeds. 

**  Set  it  down  on  that  chair,  Sandy ;  that's 
^t  Now  see  how  fast  you  can  get  on  with 
^  doable  of  Pitcaim's  lease — no  erasures, 
Sandy,  take  care  of  erasures." 

''Pointedly,"  answered  the  clerk,  retiring ; 

and,  owing  to  the  presence  of   the  laird  of 

Wbodlee,  endeavouring  to  sink  his  features 

into  a  greater  degree  of  respectful  humiliation 

o  5 
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than  it  turned  out  that  the  human  eountenance 
was  capable  of. 

"  Now,  Sir  Renault,  now,  Woodlce,  now,  sir, 
now,  now,*'  said  Mr.  Drurie,   striking  down 
his  spectacles  on  his  nose,  and  fumbling  about  «j 
among  the  piles  of  papers  in  the  opened  chest.  ^ 
**  Here  is  a  copy  of  the  Heritable  bond." 

^^  Very  well,'*  said  Renault,  handing  bacF^ 
the  paper.     "  You  nuiy  arrange  all  that." 

**  May  I  ?  pay  eight  thousand  pounds  and 
half  year's  interest  at  four  per  cent !  We^d 
that's  very  good.  You  are  not  a  minor  no^^ 
Sir  Renault.  All  your  acts  are  your  own,  aic:==== 
you  must  know  what  you  are  doing.  Yc^^ 
must  give  me  a  power  of  attorney  to  sell  oxM-^ 
eight  thousand  pounds  consuls." 

"  Well,  well,  m  do  any  thing  you  say  I 
ought  to  do,  but—'* 

'^  You  must  read  over  the  Heritable  Bond; 
you  really  must;  business  is  bunneas,  eh?  Sb 
Renault  ?  You  will  soon  get  through  itP  And 
he  thrust  the  mass  of  written  foolacap  into  the 
young  man's  hand. 
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Reiiault  seeing  that  the  present  was  not  a 
^^^^  to  speak  of  what  he  had  come  about^  sur- 
'^'^dered his  attention,  as  far  as  he  was  able,  to 
^'^e  matter  in  which  it  was  required,  reserving 
'^  purpose  until  he  should  find  Mr.  Drurie 
^ore  disposed  to  attend  to  him,  which  he  hoped 
^ould  be  after  dinner. 

And  dinner  soon  was  announced,  and  after 
•  hasty  toilet  Mr.  Drurie  joined  Renault  in 
the  parlour  again,  and  rapidly  addressed  him- 
^^  to  do  the  honours. 

**  Bravo !  bravo !    Bless  us  and  our  dinner," 

*^^   the  factor,   holding  up   one  hand,  as  if 

solemnly  saying  grace,  while  with  the  other 

^^  gntsped  the  soup  ladle,  and  was  stirring  the 

^^P-    "Bravo I   the  barony  of  Woodlee  wiU 

"^  *8  free  as  a  crown  estate.     Put  the  Madeira 

^^  the  table,  Mrs.  McMarmlade,"  continued 

^«  Drurie,  serving  the  hotch  potch  to  his 

P^t,  and,  now  dressed  in  a  blue  coat  with 

velvet  collar,  and  the  same  everlasting  bright- 

^  of  yellow  buttons  which  seems  to  thrive 
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only  on  grey-haired  gentlemen— first  youj  tin 
me — then  me,  sir/'  siud  Mr.  Dnuie^  filling  h 
plate.  "  Capital  hotch  potch^  as  Tm  alire- 
soon  shall  be  dead  though^  for  I'm  an  old  mi 
— I  m  an  old  man,  must  soon  be  dead,  but  F: 
not  dead  yet,  devil  a  bit  of  me.  Capital  hot< 
potch,  sir." 

"  It  is  very  good  indeed,"  said  Benault 
"  Mrs.  McMarmlade,    sir,    is  no  ordinal 
woman,   I  can   tell    you    that — no    ordinal 
woman,  sir.     Those  peas  are  of  my  own  groi 
ing,  marrowfats,  sir,  marrowfats." 
"  They  are  very  good,  Drurie." 
"  Glad  to  hear  you  say  so  -let  us  hare 
glass  of  Madeira  together,  'squire,  eh  ?     Dq 
Gordon's  Madeira :  no  place  like  old  Scotlai 
for  the  best  of  every  thing.    Your  good  henltl 
Woodlee,  and  I  am  happy  and  proud  to  m 
you  at  my  table,  sir." 

Renault  returned  the  salutation. 
^'  There  is   no  dish  in  Europe  like  hotc 
potoh,"  said  Mr.  Drurie,  taking  up  his  spool 
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''aone  at  all  I     What  the  French  call  Julienne 
^  i>ut  a  shadow  of  its  shade.      A  joint   of 
ngkland  matton  boiled  down  to  strong  broth, 
^^  quarts  of   green  peas,  carrots,  turnips, 
^^ts,  the  hearts    of   cauliflower  and    other 
^^etables  chopped  up  into  the  size  of  dice — 
'^y>  it  is  the  haggis   of  the  summer  field — 
I^^tical  that— eh.  Sir  Renault  ?  rather  so,  for 
^*^  old  lawyer,  eh,  Sir  Renault — eh,  eh,  eh  ? 
^^t    here    comes  Mrs.  McMarmlade  with   a 
"^ttle    of  champiugne  ;  don't   be  frightened, 
^fa*am,  it  wont  go  oflP,  (the  stout  lady  in  a 
^^Uried  way  held  out  the  cooled  bottle  to  the 
^tor  to  uncork,)  exactly  so,  exactly — makes 
i(<B.  McMarmlade  nervous  to  extract  a  wired 
c«>tk— but  let  me  see,  let  me  see ;   bring  me 
f^y   spectacles,   Mrs.   McMarmlade,  ah,   you 
ha»e  brought  them— like    you.   Ma'am,   like 
you,^  continued  the  old  gentleman  unwiring 
ike  cork,  ''  she  puts  her  hands  to  her  ears ! 
lia !  ha  I  ha  I"  continued  Mr.  Drurie  with  ex- 
ultation, as  he   thumbed  out  the  cork,  now. 
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poh !''  he  cried  out  with  the  plug  noiae  of  the 
drawu  cork — the  first  glass  for  jou  Mrs.  Me 
Marmlade/  continued  'Mr.  Drurie,  burying 
the  bottle  mouth  in  the  sparkling  rising  of 
its  own  vinous  spray. 

"  Give  her  the  second  glass,'*  said  Renault, 
"  it  is  thought  to  be  better  than  the  first.** 

"  Principle,  sir,  principle,  Mrs.  McMarm- 
lade  must  christen  our  champaigne.'* 

"  La !  Mr.  Drurie,  but  you  will  go  on  that 
way,"  said  Mrs.  MclVIarmlade,  taking  up  the 
taper  glass. 

"  Off  with  it,  my  moss  ross,"  said  Mr. 
Drurie,  (the  stout  lady  shut  her  eyes»  and 
drank  off  the  wine.)  "  Sir  Renault,  you 
have  never  tasted  Mrs.  McMarmlade's  pud- 
dings." 

'^  If  I  had  but  known  that  Sir  Renault 
was  to  have  dined  with  you,  sir,  I  should 
have  sent  to  Drumleigh  for  mixed  spice,  and 
made  a  pudding  which  I  hope  would  have 
given  the  gentleman  satisfaction,"  sud  Mrs. 
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McMannlade   putting    down    her   glass,   and 
wiping  her  rosy  lips  with  her  white  apron. '^ 

"  Never  mind  mixed  spices — they  are  a 
feminine  quality,  and  we  are  two  bachelors — 
i^w  for  the  lamb,  Mrs.  McMarmlade,  the 
lorn  and  the  kidneys.  Another  glass  of  the 
champaigne.  Sir  Renault.  Come,  that's  it— 
your  very  good  health,  Woodlee— long  life 
*od  a  bonny  lady  to  you,  a  bonny  lady,  and 
plenty  of  them!  ha,  ha,  ha!  Come,  that's 
not  bad  for  an  old  disciplinarian  like  me — but 
here  comes  the  lamb." 

"  Done  to  a  tee  1"  resumed  the  old  gentle- 
vam,  setting  his  sharp  carving  knife  through 
the  centre  of  the  joint — the  kidneys  cooked 
to  the  core  and  the  surface  hardly  blistered — 
tie  gravy  excellent,  and  the  whole  thing  ar- 
ranged both  wisely  and  well.  Bravo!  now 
any  part,  place,  or  quantity — speak  the  word, 
TVoodlee,  speak  the  word,"  continued  the  old 
man,  pulling  down  his  spectacles  on  his  nose, 
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hora  fugity  eh?  IVIrs.  McMarmlade^  70U  don*t 
know  the  meaning  of  that— don't  say  any 
place^  Woodlee —don't  say  any  place,  any 
place  is  no  place — there,  be  it  then,"  continued 
Mr.  Druric,  cutting  off  the  meat  "  Mint 
sauce,  Mrs.  McMarmlade,  mint  sauce." 

^^  Made  out  of  the  best  spear  mint,  white 
wine  \  inegar,  and  double  refined  lump  sugar,** 
said  Mrs.  Mc  Marmlade,  handing  the  prepar- 
ation to  Sir  Renault. 

'^  I  h:ive  no  doubt  it  is  excellent,"  said  the 
young  Baronet,  **  helping  himself,"  as  it  is 
called — a  thing  which,  in  another  sense,  country 
'squires  are  not  very  apt  to  do. 

*^  And  upon  my  word  it  is  capital  lamb, 
ca-pi-tal  I"  said  Mr.  Drurie,  putting  down  his 
knife  and  fork,  ^^  but  let  us  just  fill  those 
crystal  broomsticks  again — ^there  goes  the  edric 
— fizzT 

"  Your  good  health,  Drurie.  You  are  giying 
me  a  capital  dinner." 
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''Voup  good    health,  Woodlee,    nnd  may 

^^^  be  first  lord  of  the  Treasury —take  more 
Pea8.»» 

*  I^erhaps,    Mr.    Woodlee  —  I    beg    your 

^^^on.  Sir  Falconer,  would  like  a  little  sallit 

^*^    his    lamb,''  whispered    Mrs.   McMarm- 

^^^.      *«  I  have  been  keeping  it  back  for  the 


Ah,  upon  my  word    Mrs.  McMarmlade, 

^^*^t  lamb  and   summer  salad   are   like  ripe 

I^     and   rosy  kisses,   don't  blush.  Ma'am  — 

Ifever  mind  the  salad  till  by  and  bye," 
*^^^  Sir  Renault,  not  wishing  to  derange  any 
^^  ^Irs.  McMarmlade's  plans. 

**  Good  nighty  all's  well,"  said  Mr.  Drurie 
^^•uxning  his  knife  and  fork. 

^*  A  plain  dinner,  'squire,  rural,  sir,  rural, 

7^u  see,  we  are  here.     I  live  like  a  bird  in  a 

Wb,  and  though  I  don't  sing,  I  don't  envy 

^y  body,   and  that's  about  the  same  thing, 

**^^  Sir  Renault — let  me  cut  you  off  this  rib. 
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naj,  there   is  nothing  coming  but  an  apple 
tart." 

^^  And  cream/'  said  Mrs.  McMarmlade. 

And  so  it  was  the  dinner  passed. 

Renault  saw  it  was  quite  out  of  the  ques- 
tion to  get  the  factor  to  attend  to  any  thing  j 
out  of  bent  for  the  time  beings  so  he  keptc^ 
patience   with  his  situation    till   dinner  wae^ 
over. 

"Well,  come  now,  we  are  alone  again,""^ 
said  ]VIr.  Drurie,  when  the  house-keeper  hac»  - 
finally  retired  and  left  them  together,  witC-^ 
fruit  and  wine,  holding  poetic  banquet  plac^^ 
on  the  shining  table.  You  wish,  you  say,  t:M 
speak  to  me  about  business  of  a  very  sic:^ 
gular  kind  —  I  have  had  a  good  deal  ^^ 
very  singular  business  in  my  time — ^pu^^ 
the  port  this  way ;  that's  it ;  health  and  loiC== 
life,  and  every  happiness  to  you.  Baron  «—- ' 
Woodlee." 

Renault   replied  in  thanks,  and   retuxn^^ 
good  wishes,  but  bis  look  was  troubled, 
his  manner  began  to  indicate  anxiety. 
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**  Old  port  this,  sir ;  amell  that  cork,  sir." 
'*  If  you  would  do  me  the  favour  to  listexL** 
"  Most  certainlj— ah,  here  comes  Mrs.  Mc 

Mamalade." 

"  Pve  taken  the  liberty  to  bring  in  some 
gooseberries.  I  have  just  gathered  them 
Myself— they  are  the  hairy  green,"  said  the 
kouae-keeper,  entering  with  a  plate  of  large, 
fresh  gooseberries  piled  above  vine  leaves,  and 
putting  it  on  the  table. 

"  Thank  ye,  Mrs.  McMarmlade,  thank  ye," 

Slid  Mr.  Drurie,  looking  over  his  shoulder  at 

her  as  she  retired,  while  he  toyed  with  the 

nut-crackers,  swinging  them  over  his  knuckles. 

''  Nice  creatiue,  isn't  she  ?" 

'*  She  aeems  a  very  excellent  person,"  said 

^^  She  la   of  very   good  family,   sir,   I  can 

U  jroiu         Xiig  McMarmlades  are  a  broken 

^  ou<;    ^bey  were  a  powerful  sept  in  the 

^^   ^'^^iUiam  the  Lion.     Talk  of  ancieot 

^    -Af  olilani^iades  would  beat  half  of 

S^i^try  hollow.   Pass  the  decanter. 
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Sir  Renault.  Ah,  they  are  a  fine  old  race  the 
house  of  McMarmlade,  sir.'* 

"  Well,  well,  but  now  listen  to  me." 

'*  Exactly  so,  exactly  so,"  said  the  factor^ 
drinking  his  port-wine.  ^'  How  glad  I  am, 
that  I  shall  be  able  to  offer  Provost  Kam- 
say  the  eight  thousand  pounds !  it  is  nuts  to 
me,  Woodlee,  ha,  ha,  ha!  And,  talking  of 
nuts,  try  those  filberts ;  they  are  well  preserved. 
Mrs.  McMarlade  knows  how  to  preserve  every- 
thing—they grew  on  my  own  trees  at  the 
bottom  of  the  field — come  to  this  window  and 
111  point  them  out  to  you." 

**  Never  mind  the  filberts,"  said  Benault, 
"  you  should  not  trifle  with  me  in  this 
way,  Drurie,  I  have  come  to  speak 
to  you  about  a  very  important  matter, 
and  I  have  not  yet  been  able  to  say  a  word 
about  it" 

"  True,  most  true — out  with  it,  Woodlee — 
something  about  a  woman — I  know  it  is,  the 
old  story ;  but  never  mind,  I'm  not  going  to 
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beWd  on  you — what  is  a  gentleman  without 
his  recreations  ?     And,  as  to  women,  they  will 
teD  you  that   they  are   ruined,  sir — but  they 
can  be  ruined  again,  sir — they  can  be  ruined 
again  and  again ;  it  is  all  nonsense  —  stuff! 
■^^'  Vm  so  glad  you  are  willing  to  pay  off 
that  old  burden.      Ramsay  considers  the  old 
bond  a  goose  that   lays  golden  eggs  to  him. 
^  never  paid   him  his  interest  on  that  bond, 
^thout  feeling  that  he  h^d  a  kind  of  advan- 
t^e  over  me— but  he  won't  have  that  anymore  I 
It  18  as  good  as  a  play  to  me,  ha,  ha,  ha  1  better 
"»at  any  play,  for  it  is  not  play,  but  business 
-pass  the  port,  Woodlee.     *  Well,  Provost,'  I 
shall  Bay,  'come  to  give  notice  that  we   are 
'^y  to  pay  off  the   old  bond-the  heritable 
hondon  WToodlceP" 
"  I  wish  you  would  listen  to  me,  Drurie." 
"  You  will  please  to  ring  twice  before  you 
'^^^t    coffee,    sir,"   said  Mis.   McMarmlade, 
putting   her   buxom    fa<;e,    and    George  the 
^<««th  bust  into  the   room;    "at   the  first 
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bell    it   shall   be    made,   and  at   the   Becond 
brought  in." 

"  Clock-work,  you  see,"  said  Mr.  Dnirie, 
now  slightly  flushed,  "  clock-work,  sir.  Did 
you  ever  see  anything  more  straight  forward- 
more  business-like  than  that  ?— the  first  bell  is 
to  have  the  coffee  made,  and  the  second  to 
bring  it  in,  ha,  ha,  ha!  that  is  what  I  call 
system,  sir,  system.  Mrs.  McMarmladc  is  a 
woman  of  no  ordinary  kind." 

"  Well,  Drurie,  she  is  gone  now,  and  ae  I 
have  made  this  journey  for  the  purpose  of 
speaking  with  you  of  a  most  important  matter, 
I  hope  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  attend  to 
me. 

"  Most  certainly jWoodlee,  go  on,  sir,  go  on, 
eh?" 

**  Listen  to  mc,  Drurie,  one  reads  in  ro- 
mances of  such  things  as  I  am  to  tell  jou,  but 
it  is  seldom  I  believe  that  they  occur  in  what 
is  called  real  Ufe." 

"  My  good  sir,  there  are    more    strange 
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tlungs  occur  in  real  life,  than  would  be  thought 
natural  if  they  were  set  in  romances,  not  that 
I  often  read  such  books — the  works  of  Walter 
Scott  indeed,  an  advocate,  a  country  gentle- 
man and  sheriff  of  a  county  are  an  excep- 
tion of  course  to ^ 

**  Mr.  Drurie,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  McMarmlade, 
introducing  her  face  with  the  cap  and  cherry 
coloured  ribbons  at  the  door. 

**  York,  you're  wanted,"  said  Mr.  Drurie, 
going  to  the  door. 

**  Another  proof  of  attention,  as  good  as  docu- 
mentary evidence,"  said  the  factor,  returning 
and  taking  his  chair.  *'  Mrs.  McMarmlade 
is  fretting  herself  on  account  of  an  omission 
— a  thing  which  she  forgot,  but  I  have  calmed 
her,  sir,  I  have  allayed  the  perturbation  of 
her  mind.  Fill  your  glass  and  push  the  port 
wine  this  'way." 

"  Everything  is  right  enough,"  said  Renault, 
«*  I  hope  she  will  not  interrupt  us  for  some 
little  time." 
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"  She  id  anxious  and  uneasy^  poor  thing, 
on  account  of  a  little  omission.'' 

"  And  wlial  is  that  T  said  Renault,  passing 
on  the  decanter. 

"  She  forgot  the  finger  glasses,  sir." 
"  Well    well,  let  her  remember  them  next 
time ;  but  now  attend  to  me,  Dnirie,     I  am 
most   anxious  that  you  should  speak  frankly 
and  like  a  friend." 

And  quietly  and  unflinchingly  he  told  the 
factor  all  that  he  had*  heard  regarding  the  mat- 
ter with  which  the  reader  is  acquainted. 

ilr.  Drurie  looked  very  grave  and  for  some 
time  was  silent.     But  at  length  he  said— 

"Woodlee,  your  father  told  me  something  of 
this,  but  he  was  then  in  bad  health,  and  was 
flushed  with  wine  when  he  first  mentioned  the 
matter,  and  when  I  afterwards  alluded  to  the 
subject,  I  saw  that  it  was  one  which  displeased 
him,  so  I  never  introduced  it  again,  althongli 
be  himself  certainly  did  speak  of  it  occasicm- 
ally  till   the  day  of  his  death.     This  Nance 
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Morton  of  the  Sridgend,  is  a  papist  and  a 
witch,  and  X  no  more  believe  that  there  is  a 
word  of  tmth  in  anjthing  she  says^  than  that 
the  Pope  obeys  the  ten  commandments.  There 
wasjuBt  this  difference  between  yonr  father 
and  me,  that  he  belieyed  anything  a  woman 
would  Bay,  and  I  belieye  nothing  any  of  them 
would  swear.  Fill  your  glass^  Woodlee^  and 
pass  the  decanter. ** 

*'  I  cannot  regard  a  thing  so  startling,  lightly, 
Draiie.  1  wish  if  possible  to  ascertain  the 
truth-'* 

«*  Xiien  the  truth  is,  that  you  have  been 
served  heir  of  entail  to  Woodlee — are  in  pos- 
session of  the  estate  and  title,  and  till  they  re- 
duce the  service,  theie  is  no  truth  in  the  claims 
of  Anybody  else.  Visions  I  sir,  there  is  hardly 
a  titled  gentleman  of  old  estate  in  Britain  who 
has  not  some  madman  pretending  that  he  has 
a  claim  to  his  rank  and  property,  but  the  thing 
is  to  prove  it.  Let  them  prove  that  you  were  the 
suckling  that  was  smoked  to  death,  and  when  they 
VOL.  I.  P 
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do  that,  111  eat  my  liat.  Bah!  paaa  the 
decanter." 

''  What  am  I  to  think  of  it  all*  Dmrie  ?**  ex- 
claimed Sir  Renault,  setting  his  elbows  on 
the  table  and  burying  his  forehead  in  his 
hands. 

^'  Don't  think  anything  about  it.  Choking 
a  gentleman's  child  with  tobaoco.  smoke ! 
And  after  all,  if  one  of  the  screamers  was 
choked,  they  were  both  Woodlee's  children*- 
of  that,  I  myself  am  sure,  for  I  gave  Frank 
Logan  an  exchequer  bill  for  five  hundred 
pounds  on  his  marriage  with  one  whom 
your  father  had  reasons  of  his  own  for  wish- 
ing to  see  with  a  wed^Ung-ring  —  with  my 
own  hands  I  gave  it.  Tally  ho  I  the  lands 
come  by  the  father ;  let  them  try  to  take 
themfirom  you,  that's  aU^-pass  the  port  wine — 
bah,  bah,  bah  I  Tm  too  old  to  be  frightened 
by  the  prophetic  visions  of  Nance  Morton. 
If  it  had  been  in  your  grandfiEither*fi  tim^ 
he  would  have  settled  the  matter  with  m  tar^ 
barrel  and  a  tordu" 
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^  Dniiie>  what  fortune  shall  I  haye,  if  I  lose 
Woodlee?"  demanded  Benault 

'^  Don't  speak  to  me  of  your  losing 
Woodlee,  Sir  Benault  —  eh  ?  bah  I  eh  ? 
ch?  ehr 

"Tell  me,    Drurie.    My  father    left    me 
Moie  personal    property,     which    of  course 
Tf oqU  not  be  affected  by  the  loss  of  the  en- 
tailed estate." 

"^  Some  nine  or  ten  thousand  pounds  if  I 
wnwmber  rightly,  but  I  have  the  papers  in 
ike  office." 

^  Aod  I  have  spent  about  five  or  six  thou- 
^^  pounds  of  the  rents  since  I  came  into 
V^veapion — these  I  should  have  to  refund :  I 
^Kmld  thus  have  about  four  thousand  pounds 
<o  begin  the  world  with." 

^Befund  the  rents  of  Woodlee !  But  you 
ire  patting  a  case — ^putting  a  case." 

^  I  am  putting  a  case  which  is  necessary  for 
me  to  contemplate.  J  can  see  that  you  rest 
jour  confidence  on  my  retaining  my  position, 
on  the  probable  difiiculty  of  having  it  destroyed 
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I  should  never  retain  it  under  the  protection 
of  such  means— if  I  felt  that  it  was  one  to 
which  I  was  not  better  entitled  than  such  ad- 
vantages as  those  could  give,  I  would  renounce 
it  as  readily  as  it  would  be  taken  by  such  as 
had  the  better  right." 

^*  Right,  Sir  Renault — nobody  can  disturb 
your  right  but  by  reducing  your  seryice  as 
heir  of  entail — and  who  is  to  do  that — or  rather 
who  can  do  it?* 

''  Drurie,  this  is  not  a  mere  question  of  law, 
but  of  one  which  has  higher,  and,  to  me>  more 
conclusive  relations.  Events,  I  can  see,  are 
hurrying  on  which,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned, 
wiU  effectually  settle  the  matter  one  way  or 
other.  My  course  is  taken.  I  will  play  no 
false  part.  I  will  bear  no  rank  which  is  not 
mine.  I  will  hold  no  lands  which  of  right  be- 
long to  another.  Either  I  am  the  master  or 
the  bastard  of  Woodlee.  I  shall  not  suflhr 
in  self-respect  should  it  appear  that  I  am 
the  latter;  for  the  former  never  made  me 
reckon  arrogantly   of  myself.      I    have  no 
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faith  in  birth-right,  and  havo  generally  found 
firstlings  the  least  worthy  of  the  flock 
—bat  this  is  idle,  if  it  be  not  evil  speaking ; 
I  shall  fill  my  glass,  Drurie,  and  there  is  the 
decanter  to  you/' 

Mr.  Drurie  filled  his  glass  without  a 
word,  and  an  air  of  unusual  gravity  over- 
cast his  countenance.  He  drank  his  wine  in 
silence. 

The  tables  were  turned. 

Renault's  dark  grey  eyes  flashed  forth 
into  strange  beauty  as  the  pure  light  of 
their  large,  dark  pupils  became  brighter 
in  that  manly  splendour  which,  belongs  to 
dauntlessness,  and  the  tones  of  his  rich, 
deep  voice,  were  all  in  naturals  without 
a  false  note  or  falter  in  the  frankneds 
which  they  sustained;  while  Factor  Drurie 
pfat  his  chin  inside  his  white  neck-cloth,  and 
with  his  left  hand  holding  his  wine-glass  on 
the  table,  and  the  expanded  fingers  of  his 
right  thrust  through  his  waistcoat,  became 
more  and  more   grave   and  thoughtful  unti 
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coffee  came  in,  and   then  he  became  himaelf 
again. 

After  that,  nothing  more  was  said  of  the 
matter  which  had  brought  Benault  to  the 
Factor's  house.  It  seemed  as  if  both 
wished  to  forget  it,  or  regard  it  as  a  foolish 
subject  spoken  over  the  later  wine  —  Mr. 
Drurie  was  garrulous  as  oyer,  and  said 
that  Mrs.  McMarmlade  made  cofiee  better 
than  the  French  ;  and  Renault|  with  sterl- 
ing courtesy,  sat  out  nearly  another  hour,  bat, 
at  last,  his  tilbury  came  to  the  garden 
door,  and  taking  leave  of  the  bowing  factor, 
he  was  soon  driving  among  the  dells  and  up- 
lands of  his  beautiful  estate^,  while  the  long 
rays  of  the  setting  sun  were  pouring  over  hill 
and  lea. 
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CHAPTER    L 


A   SURPRISE, 


Evi-  BYTHiKO  was  getting  npe ;  the  fruits  of  the 
earth  and  of  the  fiefonn  Bill,  the  ears  of  the 
grain  and  of  the  public,  the  com  fields  and  the 
Tegistration  courts ;  there  never  was  such  a 
time  in  Scotland  since  the  Union — except  w  hen 
there  were  fightings  about  the  Stuarts,  and 
those  were  confined  to  a  few— there  never 
was  such  a  time ;  even  the  ladies  of  Drum- 

VOU.    U.  B 


tlie  exclusive^  did  not  undtTS 
and  give  gelt'-satitHcd  hints  i 
readings)    of    the    decay    ol 
France — there    was  a  sympi 
rupts^  a  strange  thing  in  a  tra 
but  80  it  was,  for  everything  i 
to   misrule ;    there   were   Re 
furniture,  Reform    articles  o 
snuff  and  tobacco ;  and   deris 
windows  were   the  lot  of  the 
by  the  madness  around  them,  t 
selves  tories  in  the  teeth  of  1 
telligence  of  the  day ;  His  Ma 
for  a  long  life  held  in  profou 
the  people,  was  now  regarded  : 

"  a    blllfi     lAplcPf  *•     "  o     fniimT\ 
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arc    all     madT    was    magnified    into  a  true 
£nglisli    apothegm,  full  of  honesty,   common 
sense,  and  that  fisty-cuff  way  of  condemning 
everything  foreign,  which  is  such  a  delightful 
instinct    in   the   character  of  our  race — there 
never    ^was   such  a   time ;    newspapers  which 
hmd     formerly    been    interesting   only    from 
cont&ining  advertisements  about  the  lettinc:  of 
farms,  reports  of  county  meetings,  and  such 
like  placard  matters,  were  now  devoured  for 
their  politics  alone,  and,  suiting  themselves  to 
the    time,   these   aroused  journals  were   suf- 
ficiently  full  of  parliament  speeches,  the  ar- 
dent **  spirit  of  the  press,"  the  gigantic  doings 
of  national  unions,  and  the   triumphal  march 
of  that  excited  intellect  which  was  to  sweep 
all  abuses  away — it  was  a  curious  time,  let  it 
BOW  be  regarded  as  it  may,  and  in  no  where 
in  the  wide  Empire  was  its  spirit  more  intense 
than  in  the  whig  community  of  the  old   cove- 
nanting town  of  Dmnileigfa. 

The  people  there  were  bom  whigs;    their 
B   3 


hlood  freely  in  the  cause  \\\ 
t(»  l)e  that  of  religious  1 
scendants  had  taken  after  t 
much  the  prejudices  of  the 
spised,  such  are  the  sort  of  : 
make  slaves  of.  If  wl 
«  Protestant  feeling"  of  Bi 
worthiness  than  that  it  is  1 
the  intellectual  liberty  of  n 
respect  to  distinctive  theol 
even  by  those  who  considci 
useful  and  necessary  deli 
in  a  common  light  with  the 
s^ubmission  to  decrees,  for  ( 
tracted  vision)  religion  in  tl 
ccimes  a  matter  of  police,  ^  h 
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^Ten  common  at  that  time  of  excitement  to 
be,  yet  there  was  a  characteristic  severity  in 
it  which  gave  it  decency.  The  town  contained 
many  weavers,  a  class  of  persons  who,  in  the 
west  of  Scotland,  are  all  politicians  by  habit 
mnd  profession,  to  an  extent  unknown  even  in 
the  lar^e  hot  beds  of  discontent  in  the  south ; 
the  dissenters,  a  body  of  much  influence  wher- 
•e^er  they  exist  to  any  great  numerical  de- 
gree ;  the  merchants,  manufacturers,  tradesmen 
mnd  the  other  working  bees  that  make  the 
honey  of  communities,  were  all  under  the 
active  influence  of  the  epidemic,  which  evep 
attacked  the  professional  men,  the  small 
annuitants,  and  the  half-pay  relicts  of  Scottish 
patronage  in  both  services,  particularly  that 
«la08  who  expose  their  livers  in  defence  of  our 
Indian  Empire ;  there  were  only  three  avowed 
tories  in  the  town,  and  one  of  these  was  a 
gentleman  so  much  given  to  contradiction  and 
so  fond  of  having  an  opinion  of  his  own,  that 
iie  eould  not  even  join  in  the  chorus  of  a  song; 


V>«  AVXASl.AVTA  \j>y 


torncy's   clerk,    who 
either. 

And    Drumleigh   8 
less  gaudj  indeed  th 
but  no  less  full  of  in 
the  prospective  elector 
by  the   Provost  to  the 
Sir  Benaiilt  Falconer  oi 
explanation  of  the   prii 
political   conduct  would 
were  returned  to   parli 
town;    the    old  bells  i 
always  did  when  they 
miring  wives  saw  their 
Sunday  clothes^  many  oi 


THB  TOUNO  BABONBT.  7 

itten  of  Drumleigh  kept  entering  the  Town 
Honae  and  climbing  the  stone  stairs  leading  to 
the  ancient  hall,  now  fast  becoming  filled; 
the  halbert  men  that  lined  the  dark  stone 
arched  entrance,  keeping  boys  and  the  baser 
sort  away. 

The  mm  shone  throng  the  old  glass  of  the 

thick  framed  windows  of  the  venerable  hall, 

said  a  alence,  like  that  of  the  awe  which  over- 

takee  the  stoutest  hearts  in  a  cathedral  or  a 

lianking  house,  pervaded  the  assembly,  broken 

only  by  whispers,  and  people  blowing  noses  in 

crder  to   appear  at    ease.      The  sun  shone 

through  the  old  glass  windows,  and  the  sitters 

found  relief  in  looking  together  at  each  new 

prospeotave  elector  who  came  in,  and  he,  on 

has  part,  was  instantly  seized  with  the  strange 

i»&tuation  of  uneasy  nervousness  which  per- 

'^B^ the  assembly;  and  during  the  intervals 

^^e  the  tall,  judgment-like,  dark  oaken  door 

^M  Qiotionless,  the  sensations  of  the  meeting 

^tte  ptinful  in  the  extreme.     No  man  dared 
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to  look  straight  forward  for  fear  of  encounter- 
ing his  neighbour's  eyes,  and  being  supposed 
of  seeing  anything  particular  in  him,  or  to  be 
drawing  attention  his  way  ;  if  any  one  was  ac- 
cursed enough  to  drop  his  hat,  he  knew  that 
when  he  raised  it  all  the  room  relieved  them- 
selves by  looking  at  him,,  and  when  he  had 
taken  his  castor  up,  the  wretched  man,  between 
the  struggle  of  appearing  at  his  ease,  and  the 
consciousness  of  universal  observation,  looked 
not  only  foolish,  but  so  painfully  disconcerted 
that  there  was  something  in  his  aspect  from 
which  a  physiognomist  would  at  once  have 
deduced  an  overwhelming  consciousness  of  some 
secret  crime ;  it  was  really  a  most  painful  time, 
and  yet  the  oddest  part  of  the  matter  was  thst 
the  people  who  were  thus  so  singularly 
punishing  themselves,  were  those  that  met 
nearly  every  day  with  careless  nods  and 
familiar  greetings. 

Yet  they  were  a  fine  race,   those  bashful 
men— of  a  sturdy  courage,  which  veiled  its 
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wings  at  present  on  account  of  the  hampering 
novelty  of  their  position— they  had  but  to  be 
aroused,  and  the  stern  metal  of  their  unflinch- 
ing natures  would  have  rung  out  sweet  music 
to  the  lovers  of  mankind ;  prejudiced  perhaps 
they  were,  but  even  their  prejudices  were  of  a 
healthy  kind,  for  the.  fear  of  God  was  in  them. 
The  bells  still  rang,  cheerily,  merrily,  and 
the  rich  August   sun  still  poured  its  mellow 
beams  into  the  old  Town  hall,  and  by-and-bye 
a  narrow,  green  baize  covered  door  (the  entrance 
way   of  the  privileged)  opened  at  a  comer  of 
the    upper  part  of  the  lofty   room,   and   the 
Provost,  magistrates,  and  some  thirty  or  forty 
other  gentlemen,  the  "  principatiXy^  or  Grand 
Jury  as  it  were,  of  the  borough,  entered  on  the 
scene.     A  murmur  of  expectanv^y  ran  along  the 
crowd,   and   the  grey  haired  Provost  stepped 
forward  and  laid  his  hand  on  the  chair  set  for 
him.      Cheers^    loud,    universal    and    hearty 
welcomed  the  old  man  to  his  place,  and  though 

he  neither  set  his  hand  upon  his  buff  waistcoat 
B  5 
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nor  spoke  his  acknowledgments  ^^  by  the  card,'* 
his  simple  ^'  God  bless  you,  gentlemen,*'  told 
more  than  any  rhetorical  emotion  could  have 
done. 

Doctor  Uaggart  now  rose  and  handed  the 
provost  a  list  of  resolutions  which  had  been 
come  to  at  the  public  meeting  mentioned  in 
the  previous  volume,  with  a  request  that  he 
would  submit  them  to  Sir  Renault  when  he 
arrived;  others,  emboldened  by  the  Doctors 
example,  also  presented  written  lists  of  such 
like  questions  to  the  Provost,  who  took  them 
all  and  shook  his  head  It  was  evident  to  him 
that  the  men  of  Drumleigh,  inflamed  by  the 
possession  of  the  franchise,  were  disposed  to 
imagine  themselves  possessed  of  suflBoieiit 
power  to  remodel  the  constitution  of  the 
empire ;  he  knew  also  that  Sir  Renault  would 
spurn  such  conditions  of  support  as  were  not  in 
accordance  with  his  own  ideas^  and  he  belieTed 
that  he  inherited  enough  of  the  old  Falconer 
temper  to  do  so  angrily  to  the  borough.  "Tmm 
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changed,''  thought  the  old  man  as  he  looked 
OTer  the  papers  through  his  gold,  double  eye- 
glass, ''  and  if  young  Woodlee  speak  in  the  buff 
coat  and  bandilier  style  of  his  father  and  grand- 
lather,  he  will  poison  bis  interest  in  Drumleigh. 
But  now  the  sounds  of  fife  and  drum,  the 
cheers  of  crowds,  and  other  symptoms  of  comiog 
events,  indicated  that  the  procession  of  trades, 
locoes,  and  other  corporations,  which,  headed 
bj  a  deputation  with  a  written  address,  had 
gone  out  to  meet  the  young  Baronet,  was  re- 
turned; and  in  an  open  carriage  drawn  by 
four  spanking  greys,  which  Sir  Renault  had 
^th  much  difficulty  prevented  from  being 
removed,  and  ^*  Christened  men''  taking  their 
places  'for  even  in  the  madness  of  their 
idolatry  they  had  had  the  provident  method  to 
bring  ropes— the  carriage  entered  the  square, 
Sir  Renault  bowing  in  acknowledgment  of 
the  fierce  enthusiasm  of  the  cheers;  the 
chiefest  speaker  of  the  deputation— saddler 
fiiehard,  the  man  of  the  people — ^having  been 
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courteously  invited  by  the  young  Baronet  to 
enter  the  carriage^  now  sitting  by  hia  aide, 
also  uncovering  and  bowing  to  the  multitude, 
and  even  now  and  then  putting  his  hand  upon 
his  breast. 

The  musses  of  men  took  close  order    and 
formed    themselves   into  a  kind    of   square, 
the  geometrical  figure  being  rather  produced 
by  the  form  of  the  open  space,  than  by  any 
harmony  of  discipline   in   the  order  of   such 
things— the  dense  masses  of  men  formed  into 
a  square,  the  buglers  cast  the  damp  from  the 
brazen  bell  mouths  of  their  silent  horns*  the 
fifers  twisted  up  the  stiff  joints  of  their  noisj 
tubes,  the  drummers  took  two    sticks  in  one 
hand,  and  the  trumpeters  took  their  breath 
for  a  time ;   then,   as  the  young  Baronet  de- 
scended   from    his     carriage,     suddenly    and 
loudly  burst  out  the  old  air  of  **  the  braee  of 
Woodlee  P*  while  the  cheering  spread  like  tlie 
roar  of  thunder;  and  as  he  reached  the  Town 
House    door,    and    uncovered  again   to   tlie 
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tumultuous     mass     of    men,     another     loud 
hurrah  I    burst  around  even   louder  than  the 
last,  and  with  its  continuous  sounds  still  ring- 
ing   on    his    ears   Sir    Renault    entered   the 
crowded  halL 

The  assembly  respectfiilly  rose,  and  the 
ProTOst  presented  him  to  the  meeting,  who 
received  him  with  cheers,  but  the  young  man's 
face  was  pale,  and  his  eyes  were  bright  and 
excited.  The  Provost  handed  him  the  various 
papers;  these  he  read,  and  then,  twisting 
them  U^ether,  he  rose  and  addressed  the 
meeting. 

'*  Gentlemen,*'  said  the  young  Baronet,  ^*  I 
have  had  put  into  my  hands  a  series  of  reso- 
lutions adopted  by  certain  portions  of  the 
electors  of  this  borough,  and  several  lists  of 
questions,  on  which  I  am  expected  to  give  my 
opinion*  Vote  by  ballot,  the  restoration  of 
Poland,  triennial  parliaments,  the  expulsion  of 
the  Bishops  from  the  House  of  Lords,  the 
abolition  of  slavery,  an  elective  peerage  and 


W       (jj  House  of  Cuiumous,   or,  as   a 

the  church,  introduce  in  the  G( 

a  law   to  give  parishes  the  rij 

their  own  ministers.     I  fear^  ^ 

1  should  feel  it  to  be  my  duty 

g^reater  number  of  those  quest 

which  would  be  most  unsatisfa 

who  have  offered  them ;  but  it 

for  me  to  do  so,  for  in  the  pre 

the  borough,  (and  I  believe   i 

pretty  general    throughout    tb 

present)  —put  on  record,  as  it  ha 

the  copy  of  the  resolutions  wli 

my  hand,  I  shall    not  offer  mj 

didate  for  the  representation  of 

with  so  respectable  a  portion  of 
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ceiliBg  of  the  haU^  it  would  hardly  have  dumb- 
founded the  aflsembled  men  of  Drumleigb 
more  than  this  announcement  of  Sir  Renault 
did.  It  seemed  as  if  the  oaken  flooring  was 
being  spirited  away  from  under  their  feet,  for 
there  was  something  in  the  tone  of  the  youth- 
ful speaker's  words  which  shewed  that  he  was  in 
earnest ;  and  &om  the  steeled  repulsion  of  his 
resolve,  came  bewildering  memories  of  the 
Knights  of  Woodlee,  and  their  long  political 
connection  with  the  borough,  never  broken 
until  now. 

Sir  Renault,  casting  the  papers  on  the 
table,  continued, 

*^  The  present  time,"  he  said,  ^'  seems  to 
me  to  be  a  period  when  public  opinion  is  de- 
ceptive to  the  public  itself,  inasmuch  as  in  the 
congregated  expression  of  excited  sentiments, 
there  is  a  chorus  influence  of  the  madness  of 
mn  accidental  harmony,  which  for  the  time 
overwhelms  the  higher  attributes  of  intelli- 
^Dce,  and  jostles  judgment  out  of  place.     A 
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great  triumph  has  been  obtained,  but  it  is  the 
achievement  of  a  growing  knowledge  of  the 
eternal  principled  of  human  rights,  and  is  too 
sacred,  in  my  opinion,  to  assume  the  shout- 
ings of  victory  in  a  faction  fight.  The  fruit 
was  ripe,  the  twig  that  held  it  was  no  longer 
green,  the  rays  of  intelligence  had  parched  up 
the  juices  of  a  tenure  which  was  useful  and 
full  of  beauty  when  knowledge  was  young, 
but  the  strength  of  which  was  temporary,  and 
the  period  of  which  is  past.  I  consider  that 
this  result  is  the  measure  of  the  fulness  of 
the  time,  but  many,  I  regret  to  perceive,  would 
confound  devastation  with  ripeness,  and  would 
tear  down  the  gallant  branches  of  the  noble 
tree  of  our  glorious  commonwealth,  to  grasp 
at  crude  bearings,  or  rather  because  it  is  of- 
fensive to  them  to  see  above  themselves  brave 
bouirhs  hanging  loftily,  courting  the  sun. 

"  This  victory  then — if  it  may  be  called 
•o— has  created  a  tumult  of  political  senti* 
ments   which  will  be  followed  by  re-uction; 
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the  waves  are  advancing  to  the  extremity  of 
sballownessy  and  when  they  recede  will  per- 
haps cast  their  strength  as  far  the  other  way. 
The  depth  and  strength  of  the  matter  I  be- 
lieve will  be  foimd  to  exist  between  these 
extremes. 

^'  I  am  aware  that  some  men  who  have 
ventured  to  express  such  sentiments  as  these, 
have  been  held  up  to  public  warning  as  tories 
in  disguise.  I  do  not  think  that  you  will  re- 
gard me  as  such^  but  if  you  do,  I  cannot  help  it. 
I  lay  no  claim  to  your  convictions,  and  of  course 
it  would  be  a  mockery  of  my  own  under- 
standing to  attempt  to  do  so — and  I  will  not, 
by  becoming  a  partizan  in  what  I  think  to  be 
a  mushroom  folly  of  the  day,  pander  to  your 
prejudices,  either  to  sit  in  parliament,  or  to 
he  popular  in  Drumleigh  town. 

"  I  can  assure  you  I  have  no  secret  sins  of 
toryism.  Gentlemen,  we  have  nothing  to 
fear  from  that  quarter.  Toryism  was  never 
natural  to  Great  Britain— it  was  forced  on 


18  THE  TOUNO  BARONET. 

certain  classes  bj  the  violence  of  anarchy, 
the  bestowal  of  unworthy  rights,  and  the 
jealousies  such  things  occasioned.  But  it  it 
not  a  plant  of  British  growth.  The  people  of 
this  island  are  naturally  a  whig  people^to 
use  a  party  word  in  a  very  extensive  signifi* 
cation — from  the  days  of  Magna  Charta  down- 
wards; nay  the  laws  of  Alfred  were  good 
whig  laws ;  the  constitution  of  our  govem- 
ment>  the  spirit  of  the  English  and  Scottish 
codes,  the  principles  which  put  the  present 
family  on  the  throne,  all  are  whig ;  torjism  it 
as  unnatural  to  pure  British  instincts  as  re- 
publicanism is  revolting  to  them.  But  I  feur 
nothing  from  either  extreme ;  the  intelligenoe 
and  high  feeling  of  the  country  are  our  safe- 
guard from  both. 

''  Gentlemen,  I  wiU  not  go  to  parliament 
for  Drumleigh,  because  I  should  not  represent 
your  ideas,  or  rather  I  should  not  represent 
the  ideas  of  a  laige  portion  of  those  who  mii^t 
send  me  thither ;  nor  will  I  tamper  with  the. 
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exieraae  of  your  newly  obtained  priyil^es  so 

far  as  to  set  the  influence  of  my  family  con<- 

nection  with  the  borough,  against  the  freedom 

oC  your  own  convictions.    I  celebrated  with 

you  the  triumph  of  your  attainment  of  the 

(rsnchise.    I  shall  do  nothing    to  injure  it 

Your  votes  are    your  own.    They  were  not 

given  to  you  for  the  purpose  of  ministering  to 

private  feelings,  but  for  the  common  good.'^ 

Taking  a  rapid  view  of  many  of  the 
qneations  and  resolutions  submitted  to  him, 
the  young  Baronet,  now  wanned  with  hit 
subject,  gave  a  dear  and  brilliant  summary  of 
lii^  views  on  those  subjects^  and  with  such 
firank  manliness  did  he  epeok  that  even  those 
who  differed  from  him  cheered  him  aloud. 

It  was  the  time  when  all  dormant  matters 
of  political  theory  were  awakened,  and  amonc; 
others  was  a  fantastic  one  which  has  since 
taken  the  place  of  a  spurious  novelty  in  the 
attention  of  the  day — and  to  the  enquiry  re- 
gardii^;  thi%  the  young  man  said. 
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"  By  others  of   these  qae&d->2S  I  car   es- 
quired to  declare  my  opinion  »>n  zz.-*  x^2rs»  -x 
continuing,  or  rather  of  egiAbIi?r.'.iz  s  fCise 
of  classes — G-:ntlemf:n.  apon  ir^ym  rbe  i3i*»- 
sibility  of  imposing  a  black  lener  •iiarter  rf 
degra^lation  on  any  portion  of  a  peo^Je.  vkk 
for  «o  many   centuries,   have  been   tree,  xhen 
is  something  so  revolting  to  all  ideas  otT  civil 
liberty  in  calling  one    portion   of  our  fellov 
subjects  by  the  un-British  name  of  peasantrr* 
and  in  offering  them  bondage  rights^  that   I 
cannot  see  through  the   thick  film  of  this  in- 
solent    benevolence  —  through    the    cobweb 
equipments    of  this  humiliating  largeaee    to 
freebom  men.       Gentlemen,     the    li^dits    of 
labour  are  as  sacred  as  those  of  property  and 
much  more  extensive  besides— those  penons 
to  whom  some  would  render  justice  as  a  mat- 
ter of  grace,   form  not    only  the  onewa  of 
wealth,  but  the  sinews  of  power — they 
class  not    to    be  patted  in  their 
we  may  not  put  bits  in  their  months^  and 
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**W8  against  cruelty  to  them.     Gentlemen,  I 

^^  an  advocate  for  common  rights  —we  have 

^0  acknowledged  provinces  in  Britain,  and  I 

*^^  that  by   Heaven's    blessing  and  man*8 

^Htht  arm  we  shall  never  have  acknowledged 

'^'ft,  or  peasants,  in  a  political  signification 

^  the  term — the   king's  rights  and  those  of 

^  poorest  man  meet  together  in  our  courts 

^justice,  and  the  law  is  the  maker  of  them 
all- 

-*-he  young  Baronet    then  alluded   to  the 
"^^^^  matters  which  had  by  the  graver  or  more 
^^^Juiy"  portion  of  his  questions  been  put  to 
"^>  Buch  as   a  new  harbour  at  Dellhaven — 
"*^s  for  the   better  protection  of  the  salmon 
^  Drumleigh  water—compensation  or  retiring 
•Bowance   for    the  loss   of   offices,   long  and 
^Ittietly  held  (in  anticipation  of  borough  re- 
form) and  various  other  things,  the  details  of 
irluch  are  fiilly  given  in  the  Drumleigh  In- 
dependent, (which,  to  mark  the  public  concern 
U  the  peremptory  **  dedination"  of  Sir  Re- 


22  THE  TOCNO  BABOKET. 

nault,  put  mourning  lines  about  the  report  of 
his  speech) — and  having  slightly  (but  distinctly 
as  to  what  the  speaker  conceived  to  be  tlie 
general  principles  of  justice  and  right  which 
should  govern  the  resolutions  of  the  borough 
in  its  A-iews  of  such  interests)  having  slightly 
noticed  each  and  every  one  of  these  matters,  he 
cast  aside  them  all,  and  gracefully  and  frankly 
expressed  his  gratitude  to  the  men  ot  Druinleigh 
for  the  honourable  preference  they  had  given  his 
claims  to  |>olitical  notice — he  thanked  theui 
heartily  for  the  public  honours  they  had  paid 
him,  and  concluded  with  expressing  the  warm 
interest  which  he  felt  in  the  welfare  of  the 
borough,  and  with  the  cheers  on  all  sides 
rising  again  and  again  around  him,  the  young 
Baronet  resumed  his  seat. 

But  a  blank  silence  followed,  which  con- 
tinued for  some  time.  Then  murmurs  of 
whisperings  ran  along  the  hall,  and  one  or  two 
persons  rose,  and  amid  some  confiimon  sab- 
mittedthat  a  resolution  should  be  rTproiod 
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to  supfport  Sir  Renault  Falconer  without  call* 
ing  on  him  for  any  pledge  whatever^  and  this 
wma  vehemently  cheered  by  many^  but  still 
some  disapprobation  of  it  was  testified,  and  to 
put  a  stop  to  a  scene  which  more  and  more 
threatened  to  become  unseemly— for  sharp 
words  were  beginnii^  to  be  used  between  the 
malcontents  and  the  stauncher  body  of  adher« 
entd  to  the  house  of  Woodlee,  while  the  crowds 
without,  who  had  heard  something  of  what  was 
going  on,  were  giving  otherwise  cheers  for  the 
Fighting  Falconers,  and  displaying  a  disposition 
to  have  a  voice  in  the  matter — the  Provost, 
after  expressing  his  evident  concern  at  the 
redolution  to  which  Sir  Benault  had  seen  it 
necessary  to  come,  and  his  admiration  of  the 
firank  and  nuinly  way  in  which  the  young 
Baronet  had  declared  his  sentiments — adding 
the  usual  expression  of  hope  that  the 
hereditary  connection  between  the  Knights 
of  Woodlee  and  the  men  of  Drumleigh  town 
would  suffer  no  diminution  fix>m  anything  that 


put  me  in  for  this  borouG: 
Ilcnry  Borfield,  comin;^  up  1 
left  the  hall — "  it  would  mal 
and  just  think  what  a  card  i 
Lennox,  that  old  man  of  the 
trude  fights  shy." 

"  Don't  ask  me  for  what  I '. 
You  will  dine  with  me  at  th 
of  at  Woodlee.  Comyn  telh 
in  town  this  evening,  and  I  d( 
him  a  double  journey." 

"  Ah,  to  see  his  wife  that 
him   speaking   to  the  Provos 
quick  work  he  has  made  of 
he  has  not  struck  high  in   th 
but   a  annrrowhsiwlr  offoif    o# 
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game,  he  had  not  a  bucket  of  water  to  throw  down 
the  pump ;  so  hid  marriage  is  a  dashing  thing 
as  a  retreat — Don't  go.  What  ails  you,  that 
you  have  kicked  your  borough  away  like  a 
pair  of  badly  made  boots?  They'll  have  it  in 
the  papers.  Come,  Falconer,  wont  you  give 
me  a  little  of  your  interest  there  ?  They  wont 
have  to  quarrel  with  me  about  pledges.  I'll 
vote  the  date  off  the  day  of  the  month 
if  they  like.  If  I  were  a  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment I  should  bring  in  a  bill  to  restore  the 
attainted  titles,  and  that  would  bring  me  into 
high  favour  with  Lennox  of  the  Glen.  Egad, 
I'd  promise  to  vote  for  suffrages  and  ballots, 
and  all  the  rest  of  it,  and  I'd  do  it  too — what 
is  fair  is  fair." 

**  So  it  is,  Borfield,  and  though  I  cannot 
in  conscience  do  anything  to  get  you  into 
Parliament,  I  will  do  nothing  to  oppose  it — 
my  principle  is  perfect  freedom ;  if  they  want 
such  an  accommodating  member  they  may  as 
weU  take  you  as  anybody  else." 
VOL,   u.  c 
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"  What  I  say  Til  do,  Falconer.  I  wont 
jibe — if  I  promise  to  vote  for  a  thing,  FU  vote 
for  it.  Wliat  they  want  are  my  votes,  and 
what  I  want  is  a  seat  for  their  borough.  It 
is  fair  give  and  take.  Ill  vote  for  anything, 
or  against  anything  just  as  they  like.  All 
power  flows  from  the  people." 

"  So  it  does,  but  I  know  you  are  a  judge 
of  wine.  You  must  see  that  they  give  us 
good  vintages  at  the  Falcon.  I  leave  all  that 
to  you." 

"  They  have  first  rate  Madeira  there.  Fal- 
coner, the  landlord  told  me  he  bought  it  at  a 
gentleman's  sale.  Well,  I  like  a  tavern  dinner, 
and  I  like  to  cater.  Yes,  it  is  a  pleasant 
thing  to  see  men  enjoying  good  wine  of  one's 
own  choosing.  Have  you  tasted  their  hock  ?^ 
"  No." 

'^  Well,  I  have ;  it  is  a  rare  wine»  with  a 
fresh  Rhenish  flavour^  and  a  cool  delicate  add, 
like  a  touch  of  Eve  in  woman's  beauty,  eh? 
Come,    those    words    are  Comyn's— de-^Yilish 
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clever  iellow  that.  But  you  know  I  was  wine 
taster  to  our  mess.** 

"  So  you  were— but  you  need  not  give  the 
people  at  the  Falcon  more  trouble  than  ne- 
cessary." 

"  They  like  it.  Falconer,  it  is  a  lesson  to 
them.  Many  a  landlord  has  given  me  thanks 
for  the  trouble  I  have  given  him  in  that  way, 
and  yet  one  generally  gets  choice  wines  good 
at  such  inns  as  the  Falcon — inns  in  good 
neighbourhoods;  it  is  their  port  and  sherry 
that  are  always  bad.  Well,  I  confess  I  like 
to  cater.  I  like  to  have  people  trust  to  my 
knowledge  of  wine.  It  is  a  pleasure  to  me. 
Come  this  way,  or  they  will  be  cheering  or 
bugling  us  to  death — and  do  you  know,  Fal- 
coner, I'd  rather  see  people  enjoy  wines  of  my 
chooeing  than  drink  them  myself.  Nay, 
don*t  go  away.  When  I  stopped  here  to 
lunch  on  my  way  to  Glenmore,  I  had  a  mutton 
chop — I  saw  it  cooked  myself  a  la  mcdtre  rf' 
c  3 


I*.*. 
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hoteU  and  Vm  convinced  the  sheep  had  been 
killed  that  morning,  for  it  was  as  tough — nay, 
don't  go  away — as  tough  as  the  foot  sole  of  the 
Wandering  Jew— well,  they  brought  me  this 
broiled  piece  of  suddeti  death,  and  instead  of 
sherry,  a  cursed  tavern  excrescence  known  by 
the  name  of  Cape — they  tell    'no    real   Cape 
whie  is  good,  but  vve  never  see  it  here — dont 
go  away — a  nati  v  healiu'j:  Cape  wine,  damped, 
that  is  the  word,  damped  with  cider.      1  a^ked 
tliem  to  change  it  for  j>()rt,  and  tiiey  brought 
me  a  kind  of  blacking— an  easy  shining — nay. 
nay,  just  attend  ontj  moment,  I  tell  you,  bad 
as  those  wines  were,  their  French  and  Genmm 
wines  are  excellent.     By  George !    they  have 
some    Chambertin   there  that    might     be    set 
before  any  prince  in  Europe.     I    went   down' 
with  the  landlord  and  looked  at  his  cellars, 
and  spent  a  very  pleasant  morning  with  him 
there,  I  assure  you.     I  told  him  many  things 
he  did  not  know ;  there  is  one  bin  of  Madeira 
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there,  I  give  you  my  word  of  honour,  whether 
it  be  froin  age  or  anything  else — for  you  know 
those  fellows  are  afraid  to  tamper  with  any 
wines  but  port  and  sherry — but  that  bin  of 
Madeira,"  continued  the  Honorable  Mr.  Bor- 
field,  nodding  his  handsome  head  mysteriously, 
"is—" 

"  WeU,    well,  Borfield,    we   shall  trust  to 
you  to  see  that  we  have  good  wine." 

*•  You  may,  Falconer —you  may — and  111 
attend  to  the  dinner  for  you.  My  father  was 
a  great  man  for  dinners,  and  so  was  my 
grandfather,  George  the  fourth,  who  had  dined 
at  both  their  tables,  said  they  gave  the  best 
entertainments  in  London — and  if  I  marry 
fiweet  Gertrude  Lennox  111  keep  two  man 
cooks,  and  a  butler  who  shall  be  no  ordinary 
person.  Til  give  dinners  that  will  astonish 
the  county — and  I  say,  about  the  borough — 
for  talking  about  the  wine,  and  the  dinner 
put  it  out  of  my  head — you  will  say  a  good 
w€^    f<Mr  me  to  those  old  fellows  with   the 
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robes,  the   provost,  baillies   and   all  that.     I 
may  start  for  the  borough  as  your  friend  ?" 

"  You  may— of  course  you  may — and  I  shall 
introduce  you  as  such  to  any  body  you  wish, 
and  although  I  think  more  seriously  of  the 
responsibility  of  pledges  and  votes  than — " 

"  Oh  hang  it !  now  it's  my  turn  to  cut  you 
short,  ha,  ha,  lia !  Here  comes  Comyn — I'm 
off  to  the  Falcon,  and  the  king's  health  shall 
not  be  said  or  sung  over  better  wine  than  you 
shall  drink  to-day." 

^*  Renault,  what  ails  you  that  you  have  cast 
off  the  burnt  offerings  of  your  covenanting 
borough  in  this  way,  as  if  they  were  filthy 
rags?— but  I  can't  speak  in  the  language  of 
the  puritans.  Why  do  you  refuse  to  frank 
letters  for  the  bonny  town  of  Drumleigh  ?* 

"  You  heard  my  reasons." 

*^But   nobody,  you  know,  believes  puU 
speaking." 

'^  You  may  believe   it  in  this  case   then, 
I  have  many  anxious  reasons  for  wishing  for  m 


THB  TOCma  BABONBV.  31 

seat  in  Parliament,  but  I  will  neither  deceive 
nor  brow-beat  those  poor  peojde — and  I  found 
I  must  either  do  the  one  or  the  other — to  be 
returned  for  their  town." 

"  And  who  are  you  to  put  in? — nay,  you 
know  that  your  interest,  or  the  very  name  of 
your  interest  will  always  secure  a  majority." 

^  Henry  Borfield  diinks  of  presenting  him- 
flelf,**  said  Renault  with  a  smile. 

**  The  very  man!''  exclaimed  Comyn,  sud- 
denly, "  he  will  just  keep  the  borough  till  I 
mm  ready  to  stand  for  it  myself.'' 

«Har 

^^  It  is  a  grand  step  on  the  ladder  of  my 
ambition,  to  have  a  seat  in  Parliament,  and 
the  opportunity  is  as  strange  as  it  is  tempting. 
This  marriage  business  and  other  considera- 
tions will  prevent  me  offering  myself  just  now, 
and  as  to  Borfield --but  come  down  this 
way." 

The  long  windows  of  the  chiefest  dining- 
room — ^for  double  superlatives  in  the  vocabu- 


'its 


32  THE  YOUNG  BARONET. 

lary  of  liotel  accommodations  are  not  impro- 
per— the  long  windows  of  the  chiefest  dining 
n)om  of  the  Falcon  were  open,  and  the  table, 
now  tliat  the  dinner  had  been  removed,  was 
drawn  up  close  to  one  through  wliich  the 
river  wind  played  over  myrtles,  and  other 
flower-pot  shrubs  that  reared  their  domestic 
verdure  upon  the  railed  balcony  which  com- 
manded a  sweet  view  of  the  broad  deep 
stream,  the  brave  old  water  of  Drumleigh — 
and  freshly  came  the  coolness  of  the  gentle 
river  wind  over  the  shining  board  covered 
with  banquet  fruits  and  generous  wine,  and 
the  three  young  men  got  into  that  genial 
state  of  companionship,  in  which  although 
each  preserves  the  instincts  of  his  own  charao* 
ter,  there  is  a  running  of  thoughts  together 
on  a  common  way,  which  brings  about  a  tra* 
veiling  sympathy,  a  sojourning  interest  be- 
longing to  a  period  of  life  which  in  its  gather- 
ings at  mellow  times  has  less  of  idioeyncniBy^ 
than  of  esprit  de  carps. 
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"  Come,  Harry  Borfield,  this  is  capital 
Liafitte,  and  you  have  catered  a  capital 
dinner  for  us — that  turbot  was  superb,  and 
the  champaigne  cooled  a  merveille,  I  prefer 
deliciously  cooled  to  decidedly  iced  wine,"  con- 
tinued Comyo,  raising  his  glass. 

"  I  flatter  myself  I  have  got  them  to  set 
good  wine  in  good  state  on  the  table,''  said 
Borfield  cracking  a  nut  "  And  you're  to  be 
married  next  week,  Comyn?" 

"  I'm  ordered  for  execution  on  Wednesday 
next^"  replied  the  party  addressed,  helping 
himself  to  a  slice  of  melon. 

«  Well,  I  wish  I  could  get  settled,"  said 
Borfield,  "  I'm  five-and-twenty,  and  my  hair 
is  getting  thin  on  the  the  temples,  and  at 
the  crown  of  the  head.  I  am  beginning  to 
be  obliged  to  brush  up  from  the  sides,  and 
when  a  man  does  that,  it  is  time  he  was 
married.  All  our  family  get  bald  very  soon. 
Thifl  really  is  capital  claret.  Comyn,  let  us 
drink  your  "good  lady's"— think  of  that  I— 
c  5 
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'^good  ladyV  health.  They  tell  me  she  is  a 
beauty^  but  it*8  all  one  for  that — as  Falstaff 
says,  a  man  will  find  muslin  enough  on  every 
hedge." 

^^  Do  you  hear  Borfield  quoting  Shakspere,** 
said  Comyn,  filling  his  glass. 

'^  Norman^  I  drink  the  health  of  sweet  Lilly 
Ramsay/'  said  Kenault,  "  and  I  congratulate 
you  on  so  completely  winning  the  pure  heart 
of  such  a  lovely  and  amiable  girL  By  the 
way,  she  is  a  kinswoman  of  my  own,  for  the 
Provost  tells  me  that  Bamsay  of  Braeside, 
married — let  me  see^  I  never  can  remember 
these  things — one  Bamsay  of  Braeside — ^ 

'*  Married  the  third  daughter  of  Charlee, 
the  seventh  baronet  of  Woodlee,"  said  Comyn. 
«  No,  it  was  not  that." 

*'  Noy  it  was  not  that,"  said  Renault 

"  Gentlemen,  for  the  sake  of  blessed  charity 
don't  get  into  the  subject  of  Scottish  genea- 
lo^es,"  said  Henry  Borfield,  taking  up  his 
glasa     ''  Lilly  Ramsay,  my  boys  I  and  may 


THE  TOUNO  BABOITBT.  35 

she  make  a  good  wife  to  our  friend,  Comjn — 
Aere  T 

**  I'm  much  obliged  to  you,"  said  Comjii, 
flipping  hiB  wine,  and  crushing  an  ahnond 
quietly ;  **  and  as  I  am  to  be  married,  I  sup- 
pose it  is  as  well  to  put  a  good  face  upon  the 

tter.     I  am,indeed,  happy  in  the  lassie  I  am 


^'  Hear,  hear,"  aaid  Harry  Borfield,  filling  his 
own  glass,  and  Renault's  as  welL 

''  She  is,"  continued  Comyn,  who  had  drunk 
a  good  deal  of  wine,  ''  one  of  the  gentlest, 
most  confiding,  innocent-hearted  creatures  in 
the  world." 

'^  Innocent  I  ha,  ha,  ha  T  exclaimed  Bor^ 
field,  whose  weaker  head  had  been  equally 
exposed  to  the  ftunes  of  a  considerable  quan- 
tity of  wine.  *^  You  don't  believe  the  Bible, 
— you  don't  believe  the  bible,  if  you  think 
any  woman  is  innocent.  No,  no,  no!  Give 
me  a  wench  with  a  hearty^dash  of  pride— even 
•  coquette^  she   may  have  been — for  all  wo« 
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men  wiU  flirt  at  some  time  of  their  life,  and 
like  the  small-pox,  it  is  better  to  have  it 
over  when  they  are  young.  It  is  not  so  likely 
to  leave  marks  as  after  marriage.  Innocent,  ha^ 
ha  I  But  you  don't  believe  the  bible !  yon 
dont  believe  the  bible  T 

"'  What  the  devil  do  you  mean,  sir  ?"*  said 
Comyn  fiercely. 

"  This,  ComjTi,  that — all  among  friends,  you 
know — it  is  no  verj-  great  proof  of  any  wo- 
man*8  penetration,  to  be  extensively  confiding 
in  such  fellows  as  you  or  me.  A  woman  who 
will  do  such  a  thing  easily,  would  confide 
in  worse.  It  may  be  innocence,  but  there  is 
something  of  dangerous  weakness  too,  in  a  girl 
believing  everything  one  says  to  her.  I  don't 
like  a  character  that  you  twist  as  you  like, 
or  set  the  stamp  of  any  impression  on  —  for 
other  people  can  twist  it,  and  give  it  impreasiona 
too.  I  hate  a  waxy  woman.  Pass  the  olaret, 
oldfeUow." 

Comyn  became  strangely  silent;  and  although 
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Borfield  rattled  on  talking  alternate  truth  and 
nonsense ;  and  Renault^  in  spite  of  his  cures, 
was  mirthful,  and  rallied  his  cousin  on  his 
taciturnity,  imputing  it  to  love,  and  saying  a 
hundred  good-humored  things  to  arouse  Comyn 
to  cheerfulness— nothing  would  do  ;  he  drank 
deeply,  but  was  silent  stilL 

"  I  say,  Comyn,"  said  Henry  Borfield,  at- 
tempting to  find  the  centre  of  gravity  of  a  fruit 
knife,  which  he  was  trying  to  balance  on  his 
naiL  ^^  It  is  now  past  eight,  and  as  I  con- 
sider myself  to  have,  in  a  certain  degree,  the 
responsibility  of  the  good  conduct  of  the 
evening,  having  superintended  the  dinner, 
and  selected  the  wines,  I  would  beg  to  sug- 
gest, that  as  .you  have  to  call  on  Provost 
Ramsay  to-night,  it  would  be  quite  as  well 
if  you  would  enjoy  the  aromatic  memories 
of  the  wine  you  have  drunk,  without  bully- 
ing your  faculties  by  drinking  any  more. 
That's  it  I  now  111  bet  twenty  to  one,  that 
neither  of  you  will  balance  this  knife  as  I  do 
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on  my  fore-finger  nail^  without  missing,  twenty 
times." 

^'  You  are  quite  right,  Borfield,''  said  Re- 
nault, ''just  touch  the  bell,  if  you  please,  I 
must  get  my  horses,  for  I  promised  to  meet 
Factor  Drurie  at  Woodlee  this  evening  at 
nine.  You  won't  stay  late  in  town  Nor- 
man ?" 

*^  No,"  said  the  party  addressed,  suddenly 
arousing  himself  to  attention, ''  but,  Borfield,  I 
want  to  speak  to  you  about  your  propoBal  to 
stand  for  Drumleigh." 

''  Ah,  well,  I  had  forgotten  all  about  that 
— but  your  time,  my  good  fellow,  is  up.  Yet, 
ccnne,  I'll  walk  with  yon  to  the  ProTost's, 
and  youll  introduce  me  to  your  chert  amie. 
WiUyou?" 

*'  With  all  my  heart,"  sud  Comyn,  rising. 

*<J?AMeii,  o/foiM/ Isay,  ifsnot  often  a  man 
drinks  better  wine  than  we  have  had  to  day. 
Where  the  deyil  have  I  put  my  hat?    She  has 
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blue  ejreB  hasn't  she  f**  resumed  Borfield  when 

tbey  got  into  the  lobby,  ^^  and  is  no  daughter 

of  Eve^    for    she  is  innocent ;  ha  I  ha  I  ha ! — 

wbAt  a  droll   fellow  you  are,  Comyn — let  me 

take  your  arm.** 
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CHAPTER     11. 


R06RS     AKD     THORK8. 


*'  The  bank  down  to  the  river-eide,  is  one  maw 
of  roses.  Do,  Malcolm,  leave  your  books,  and 
walk  a  little  in  the  garden  this  beautifiil 
evening." 

'<  My  head  aches,  mother ;  let  me  be  alone.'' 

"  You  do  ill|  indeed  you  do  to  shut  yourself 

up  in  this  way.     It  is  now  nearly  a  fortii]|^t 

since  this  strange  melancholy  oame  on  yon. 

Every  body  notices  the  change.    Doctor  Hag- 
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gart  told  me  yesterday  that  you  should  not  be 
left  alone.  I'm  sure  it  would  do  you  good  to 
work  a  little  in  the  garden  this  fine  evening. 
You  have  promised  me,  long  ago,  to  shift  the 
auriculas  into  fresh  earth,  and  your  carnation 
layers  that  you  took  such  pride  in,  should  now 
be  planted  into  beds.  Yesterday  1  liad  all  the 
box  edging  clipped,  and  new  gravel  laid  on 
your  favourite  walk,  the  broad  walk  by  the 
river  side,  and  you  have  not  even  been  to 
see  it  r 

**  You  are  very  kind  and  good,  you  always 
are — I  will  do  anything  you  please,  to-mor- 
row." 

**  Malcolm,  this  must  not  be.  For  the  last 
fortnight — I'm  sure  it  is  quite  that  time  now — 
you  have  taken  what  I  call  "  a  turn,"  quite  a 
turn.^ 

Her  son  did  not  speak. 

^^  You  sit  all  day  here,"  continued  the 
mother,    **  and  yet  when  I  come  in,  I  never 
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find  you  reading  or  writing.  You  must  allow 
Doctor  Haggart  to  see  you.*" 

"  No,  no,  mother ;  let  me  be  alone.** 

**  I  cannot,  Malcolm,  you  are  not  well,  and 
you  do  ill  to  bury  yourself  away  from  me  in 
this  way.  But  what  is  it  that  has  brought  the 
blood  to  your  head,  Malcolm  ?  [  declare  here 
is  Lilly  Ramsay  entering  the  garden  gate! 
She  is  to  be  married  on  Wednesday.  There 
she  comes ;  she  is  nodding  to  us,  Malcolm. 
What  ails  you — arc  you  ill  again  ?" 

"  Go  to  her,  mother." 

^^  I  will,  the  dear  child,  I  dare  say  she  htm 
many  things  to  ask  me  about  If  poor  Mn. 
Samsay  were  alive  this  would  be  a  happy  time 
to  her  to  see  her  daughter  nouurry  a  '*  Crafty 
Comyn,"  next  in  succession  to  Woodlee,  and  I 
hear  talk  of  there  being  a  flaw  in  Sir  Reiiault*fl 
rights — but  here  she  is  V* 

And  the  widow  went  to  her,  and  took  her 
by  both  hands,  and  ledher  intoher  little  cott^p 
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parlour — a  room  of  low  stature,  amply  equip- 
ped with  old  shining  fiimiture,  flower  pots, 
canary  birds,  and  one  or  two  dark  oil  puntings 
— and  one  half  of  the  door-window  was  open, 
and  it  led  upon  a  grass  plat  before  the  house ; 
and  it  was  throu^  this  open  window  that  the 
widow  led  Lilly  Ramsay  in. 

*^  It  is  80  good  and  kind  of  you.  Miss  Lilly, 
to  call  and  see  me.  I'm  sure,  dear,  I  should 
hikve  excused  you  if  you  had  not  come.  I  have 
not  seen  you  since  any  of  this  came  about.  I 
wjus  so  glad  to  hear  of  it,  and  so  I  am  sure  was 
lialcohn." 

Liilly  blushed  to  the  temples. 

^  Take  off  your  bonnet.  Miss  Lilly— I'm  so 

l^lttd  you  are  to  marry  so  welL     The  Comyns 

sure  anoldfiunily,  a  very  old.  They  call  them  the 

Crafty  Comyns,  but  that  is  because  their  name 

begins  with  a  C — like  the  *  Gay  Oordons,'  the 

'ChJlant  Grahams,*  the  ^Fighting  Falconers,' 

the  ^  Doure  Dalyels,'  «Dd  so  forth.    Not  that  a 

little  crafiaiess  is  a  baddnng,  dear,  in  keeping 
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comforts  about  one,  as  the  world  goes;  a  thing 
I  often  told  my  poor,  good  man,  who  is  dead 
and  gone,  my  dear,  dead  and  gone.  We  must 
all  die  once,  Miss  Lilly,  only  once,  dear — I'm 
8o  glad  you  are  to  marry  so  well.  You  have 
won  the  heart  of  one  whom  all  the  ladies  of 
Drumleigh,  they  tell  me,  were  dying  for- 
Tm  so  glad  and  happy  about  it — and  how  is 
papa  ?" 

^'  lie  is  quite  well,"  said  Lilly,  with  unsteady 
hands,  untying  her  bonnet. 

"  I'm  so  glad  you  did  not  marry  any  of  our 
merchants,  or  lawyers,  or  doctors,  or  such  like 
gentry ;  you  have  done  quite  right.  Miss  Lilly, 
to  carry  your  head  higher  than  that.  Malcolm 
often  said,  when  I  spoke  about  people  whom  it 
was  reported  wished  to  pay  court  to  you,  and 
when  I  would  speak  of  how  well  off  they  were, 
he  always  said,  ^  could  they  pave  the  streets 
with  gold,  mother,  they  would  not  be  worthy  to 
kiss  Lilly  Kamsay's  hand.' " 

And  that  small,  white  hand  now  raised  a 
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handkercliief  to  her  forehead  and  rested  there 

long  enough  for  the  blush  of  a  strange  thought 

to  paes. 

*'  How  is  Malcolm  ?"  enquired  Lilly,  looking 

cheei'ful  again. 

*'  Not  well,  not  well  at  all,  since  a  week  or 
two  ago—just  about  the  time  we  heard  of  Mr. 
Comyn— never  blush  about  it  now— but  he  went 
to  one  of  those  public  meetings— you  know  how 
earnest  and  how  thoughtless  he  is,  and  Sir  Charles 
Falconer  liked  him,  and  poor  Malcolm,  though 
he  has  not  known  this  young  Sir  Renault  since 
they  were  boys  together,  thinks  highly  of  him, 
and  he  must  needs  go  to  speak  for  him  at  this 
meeting — what  had  my  boy  to  do  with  their 
meetings  and  politics  ?  but  he  would  go,  and 
nrhen  I  thought  of  it  a  day  or  two  after,  I 
traced  the  beginning  of  his  illness  to  that  time. 
It  was  just  about  when  we  heard  of  Mr. 
Comyn." 

*^  What  a  lovely  geranium  1" 

**  It  is,  indeed,  a  beauty.     Malcolm  got  the 
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:£prig  from  yourself,  LUlv,  dear.  He  told  me 
you  cut  it  from  one  in  your  green-house ;  bat 
the  moss  roses — the  white  moss  roses,  he  got 
from  you ;  ill  and  out  of  the  way  as  he  has 
been,  he  has  worked  every  day  at  that  roee- 
bcd,  althougli  he  has  never  looked  at  any  other 
part  of  the  garden;  you  cannot  fancy  how 
beautiful  they  are  ;  every  one  is  fit  for  a  flower- 
pot, and  might  be  painted.  Just  come  and  see 
them — it  is  quite  a  sight," 

"  Not  now — not  now,  said  Lilly,  **  I  am 
sorry  to  hear  that  Malcolm  is  unwell. 

"  He  has  been  so,  indeed  ?  but  here  he  comes 
to  speak  for  himself. 

The  young  man's  pale  cheek  crimeonedy  and 
a  light  which  Lilly  shrank  from,  flashed  in 
his  eyes,  as  he  advanced  towards  her  and  took 
her  hand. 

He  held  it  for  a  moment,  and  then,  almost  as 
if  speaking  to  himself,  he  said — 

*^  It  was  kind  of  you,  to  call  on  my 
mother." 
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The  hand  fell  from  his ;  he  drew  a  chair 
round,  seated  himself,  and  opened  the  window 
wider. 

^  Malcolm,  said  Lillj^firmly^  ^^  I  came  to  see 
joii,  as  well  as  yomr  mother. 

The  young  man  said  nothing,  and  the  blush 
came  again  to  Lilly's  cheek — ^the  blush  ready 
mnd  rosy,  that  made  the  soft  eyes  so  bright, 
that  it  seemed  as  if  the  light  of  tears  was  in 
them. 

Well,  they  sat  and  spoke  together-*and  they 
went  out  into  the  garden,  and  Malcolmgathered 
one  of  Lilly's  roses,  and  she  took  it  with  honest 
kindness  from  him ;  and  the  river  ran  under 
the  garden  bank,  calm,  and  dark,  and  smooth, 
as  though  it  glided  in  the  perpetuity  of  its  oold 
depths,  to  mock  men's  hopes  and  fears,  and  the 
wooded  plains  on  the  other  side  of  the  broad 
stream  had  a  twilight  stillness — that  twilight 
stillness  which  is  not  gladdening  or  soothing 
either,  for  it  has  an  aspect  of  immutable  re- 
nroadh  ^7  ^^^   Nature,   more   than  man's 
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words,    can    make   the  poor  heart  heavy  be- 
cause   it   13    not  wise!     and  Lilly  walked  in 
those  garden  paths  by  the  side  of  one,  who,  in 
her  secret  mind,  she  knew,  loved  her  with  a 
devotion  which    it  is    woman s    first  wish   to 
have  ;  but  then,  she  had  known    it    so    well, 
and  in  that  knowledge  her   own   heart    hful 
beaten  tranquilly,  and  had  forgotten   to  love 
a^ain.  And  Lilly  hud  given  her  heart  as  treelv 
and  fully  to  another,  as  jNIalcolin  had  given  his 
to  her;    and  it  had   been,  that,    as    her    mar- 
ria^re  time  approached,  and  as  she  thoiiiijht  Avith 
the  trembling  joy  of  love,  on  the  sweetly  wel- 
coftied   fulness  of  her   own    heart's  abandun- 
nient ;  in  the  dizzy  transport  of  her  Ideal  feli- 
city, she  had  glimpses  of  tl?e  misery  it  would 
be,  were  such  devotion  a  cast  away ;  and  she 
liad  thought,  with   strange  pain,   of  ]\Ialcolm 
Stuart  and  liis  love  for  her. 

The  twilight  became  deeper,  and  Lilly  and 
Malcolm  were  left  alone.  The  river  Btill  nun 
and  the  deep  woods  stood  unchanged  —  there 
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were  tevrer  words  spoken  than  ever  had  been 
when  tliey  had  met  thus  together,  yet  Mai- 
colm*8  heart  felt  swelling  in  his  bosom,  and 
Lilly's  eyes  were  wet. 

There  was  music  in  the  spirit  of  the  still- 
ness,  a  low,  plaintive  music,   and    Lilly   felt 
that    the    heart   hopes    of   the   being  by  her 
side   were  wrecked ;  she  had  known  it  before 
— but  she  felt  it  now  I     There  was  music  in 
the  spirit  of  the   stillness,   for    though  Mal- 
colm's silence  had   a  brother's    waywardness, 
it    had  also  the   gentleness  of  the  chivalrous 
devotion  of  a   manly  heart;  and  deeper  and 
more  subduing  came  the  music  of  that  hour, 
telling  of  old   times,    simple   days,    and  twi- 
lights   rich    in    youth^s   gladdened   peace    of 
heart,  and  companionship  in    which  coquetry 
and  almost  love   were    unknown,  so  much  of 
trac  affection  was  it ;   an   affection  like  that 
of  kindred— yet  better,  God  knowPf  than  that 
—  but  partaking  of  its  qualities  of  unacknow> 
ledgement. 

TOL.   n.  D 
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Alas!  why  is  it  that  attachment  to  be  ac- 
tive, must  have  its  surface  ruffled — that  love 
has  no  devotion,  but  that  which  springs  from 
tear,  and  no  fervour,  but  that  which  comes 
from  doubt? 

But  the  widow  dismissed  the  matter  which 
had  taken  her  away,  and  she  now  brought 
Malcohn  and  Lilly  to  their  senses  and  to  the 
house,  and  when  the  lights  appeared,  the  latter 
saw  that  it  was  time  to  depart,  and  she  kissed 
the  widow  —  for  Lilly  had  no  mother,  and 
Mrs.  Stuart  had  often  and  often  played  a 
mother's  part  to  her — and  they  both  wept— 
for  marriage  always  makes  women  weep — 
they  wept,  and  Lilly  clung  to  the  widow, 
and  said  that  she  must  keep  her  promiae  and 
be  with  her  on  her  marriage  mominji5  and  they 
embraced  again,  and  Lilly  sobbed  louder — tor 
Malcolm  was  now  away. 

He  met  her  at  the  garden-gate,  whither  hk 
mother  had  led  her,  and  after  another  leave- 
taking,  he  accompanied  her  from  the  plaoe  to 
attend  her  home. 
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Their  way  was  by  the  river  side  —  a  nar- 
row road  skirted  by  tall  poplars,  that  trembled 
in  the  shiyering  breezes  from  the  darkening 
stream ;  and  though  they  walked  without 
haste,  for  some  time  neither  seemed  to  care 
to  speak. 

At  length,  as  they  turned  up  a  hilly  lane, 
and  the  gardens  behind  the  Provost's  house 
appeared  at  some  distance  before  them  on  the 
bme,  Malcolm  said — 

^^  Lilly,  we  are  now  about  to  part,  and  it  will 
be  long  ere  we  meet  again — it  may  be  wrong 
of  me  to  say  a  word  of  my  own  feelings  at  a 
time  like  this ;  but  if  I  did  not  tell  you  that  I 
loved  you — that  for  years  I  have  loved  you,  I 
think  my  heart  would  burst  I  I  know  that  such 
an  attachment  was  a  mockery  of  my  condi- 
tion—etill  it  was  an  honest  one— and  may  be 
tol<L  Fate  has  a  better  destiny  for  you  than 
any  lot  of  mine  could  give,  and  you  are  wor- 
thy of  the  brightest  which  this  world  has  to 
bestow.'' 

D    3 
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He  paused,  for  he  seemed  to  speak  with  i!if- 
ficulty.     Lilly  was  silent. 

"  I  shall  never  cease  to  think  of  you  as  one 
who  has  blessed  many  days  of  my  life  by  hours 
of  gentle  communion  which  took  my  heart 
away,  and  to  know  that  your  worth  is  appre- 
ciated by  him  to  whom  you  have  surrendered 
the  priceless  riches  of  your  love — ^to  believe 
that  you  are  happy,  oh!  Lilly!  only  half  as 
happy  as  you  deserve  to  be,  will  solace  me  for 
much  you  can  never  know.'' 

"  He  is  worthy  of  me  I"  said  Lilly,  promptly, 
raising  her  head,  and  speaking  with  the  tean 
tremblinf;  in  her  eyes.  "Worthy  of  a  far 
better  than  1 1  Everything  that  is  noble  and 
good— everything  that  is  generous  and  tender— 
everything  that  is  honorable  and  sincere,  are 
centred  in  him !" 

Malcolm  could  not  speak,  and  Lilly  hung 
her  head  in  silence ;  but  fresh  tears  were  com- 
ing to  her  eyes,  for  she  knew  the  worthiness  of 
the  heart  that  was  suffering  anguish  by  her 
ude. 
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They  came  to  the  entrance  of  the  gardeps, 

^md  passed  slowly  up  a  walk,  between  shmbs 

and  epreading  trees.     Malcolm  paused  at  the 

opening  of  the  second  path,  and  with  a  degree 

of  aviation  which  he  could  not  hide,  held  out 

his  hand.     But  Lilly,  as  if  to  hide  her  counte* 

Bance,  stooped  and  plucked  a  rose-bud,  and 

presenting  him  with  it,  said  in  an  unsteady 

Toice. 

**  Malcolm,  I  wish  you  all  the  happiness 
which  you  can  wish  me." 

''  Grod  bless  you !  dearest  Lilly  1  said 
he,  with  a  sudden  emotion,  taking  her 
hand  between  his  own,  and  covering  it 
with  kisses  ;  but  sobs  were  coming,  the 
choking  sobs  of  manliood's  agony  ;  the  hand 
was  wrung  again,  and  Malcolm  was  gone. 

She  pressed  her  hands  to  her  face, 
for  Lilly's  tears  were  falling  fast  —  then 
•tarted,  and  stood  as  if  rooted  to  the 
earth! 

At  some  distance  firom  the  place,  and  par- 


54 


THE  TOUNG   BARONET. 


tiallj  concealed  by  the  trees,  stood  Nomuui 
Comyn,  with  an  expression  on  his  counte- 
nance,  wliich,  for  a  moment  checked  the 
beating  of  Lilly's  heart;  and  by  liis  side 
was  Henry  Borfield,  smiling  with  a  mean- 
in<;  which  might  have  formed  a  key  to  the 
fierce  intensity  of  his  companion's  aspect. 
But  Lilly's  mind  was  stunned — her  bnun 
whirled,  and  Borfield  had  just  time  to  spring 
through  the  shrubs  to  support  her  from  falling 
to  the  ground. 
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CHAPTER   III. 


THE    TRAFFIC   OVER  A   BRIDOR   OF   SIGHS. 


Os  the  Wedoeaday  following,  Comyn's  mar- 
riBge  took  place.  ''The  happy  pair,  as  the 
Drumleigh  Independent  called  them,  went  to 
Paris  to  spend  the  honeymoon  —  a  strange 
destination  for  such  a  purpose  many  thought 
it  to  be;  yet  it  seemed  a  pleasant  one  to 
the  partie^ptnost  concerned  in  the  selection- 
for  they  remiuned  there  the  autumn  and  the 
winter  throu^ 
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And  that  autumn  and  winter  formed  an 
anxious  and  exciting  period  to  the  British  em* 
pire ;  and  no  where,  as  has  been  said  before, 
was  it  more  so  than  in  Drunileigh  and  the 
region  round  about.  The  contest  for  the 
county  was  close  and  keen,  but  Henry  Bor- 
field  was  returned  for  the  borough  without 
much  opposition,  and  the  tumult  of  these  mat- 
ters occupied  the  time. 

And  so  it  was  the  winter  passed  and  the 
spring  came — Borfield  had  taken  his  seat  in 
Parliament,  and  Norman  Comyn  had  suddenly 
given  up  his  handsome  suites  in  Paris,  for  a 
rustic  seat  near  Drumleigh,  a  cottage  and  villa 
grounds  called  the  Dells;  Lady  Glenmore  had 
been  taken  to  London  by  her  lord  soon  after 
the  Christmas  festivities,  and  the  early  beauty 
of  coming  summer  was  freshening  around  die 
deserted  coimtry  seats— the  spring  time  had 
come,  and  the  sun  shone  brightly  plough  tlie 
lengthening  days  on  the  veneraUe  town  of 
Drumleigh ;  the  broad  river  glided  by  aa  of 
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yore,  and  the  shipe  arrived  with  cuals  and  cot- 
ton at  £>ellhaTen,«ndleft  it  with  woven  and  bar- 
relled wares;  and  trade  kept  its  place,  and 
politics  their  activity,  and  the  church  was  fret- 
ting internally ;  for  a  great  portion  of   the 
clergy  had  become    inflamed  with  visions  of 
John  Knox  greatness,  and  the  conBciousoess  of 
a  divine  right  to  act  as  they  pleased,  and  the 
clouds  of  a  brewing  storm  were  getting  darker 
over  the  Scotch  Kirk ;  for  they  set  to  searching 
the  Scriptures  of  their  own  black  letter  acts, 
those  men  of  angry  wisdom  did  ;  and,  as  might 
be  expected,  they  found  strange  things  there ; 
and   they  stimulated  the  stubbomess  of  their 
own  conceptions  ioto  the  desperate  inflammation 
of  anew  light;  onditsluredglimmer  shot  athwart 
the  country,  and  the   faith  of  the  laity  turned 
its  orthodoxy  to  this  gaseous  glare  of  ignited 
vanity,  and  so  it  was,  that  the  rampant  spirit  of 
the  day  began  to  raise  questions  in  regard  to  the 
livings  of  the  church,  clouded  by  musty  decla- 
rations in  the  old  days  of  religious  arrogance^ 
D  5 
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and  fortified  by  the  opposition  which  the  law 
and  calmer  spirits  of  the  time  threatened  to 
give  to  any  such  innovation  on  the  rights 
of  individuals^  and  on  a  state  of  things  which, 
by  Heaven's  blessing,  had  been  productive  of 
so  much  good  for  so  many  years. 

And  how  they  came,  it  might  be  hard  to 
tell,  but  there  were  rumours  in  Drumleigh 
that  all  was  not  right  at  Woodlee.  It  was 
also  said  that  during  the  winter  uights  visions 
of  the  dead  were  often  met  near  the  chucrh* 
yard  bridge,  aod  that  one  in  particular,  a  pale 
woman,  had  appeared  unto  many,  as  well  as 
unto  William  Macbeth. 

It  was  also  known  that  Norman  Comyn 
had  strange  people  coming  about  his  house, 
and  many  secret  consultations  with  Mr.  Jeptha 
Grinder,  a  solicitor  in  the  supreme  courts  of 
Drumleigh,  and  that  Sandy  Davidson,  Factor 
Druric's  clerk,  had,  from  some  mysterious 
cause,  left  that  gentleman's  employment,  «nd 
entered    into    Comyn's  service.    And 
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B^nault  had  visited  his  cousin  at  bis  cottage 
in  the  Dells,  he  had  been  received  in  a  way 
ao  impressive  of  a  restraint  which  Comyn 
seemed  amdoos  to  give  a  painful  idea  of — 
that  is  to  say,  to  give  the  idea  that  the 
manner  assumed  was  necessary,  but  most 
painful  to  himself —that  Renault  discontinued 
his  visits ;  and  the  estrangement  grew. 

Andy  to  continue  the  gossip  of  the  day, 
there  were  eager  whispers  regarding  Lilly 
Ramsay,  that  she  had  not  got  happiness  by 
marrying  above  her  rank. 

Yet  as  regards  any  other  overt  matters, 
tMogs  were  in  much  the  same  state  as  that 
in  which  they  have  already  been  presented  to 
the  reader;  it  only  remains  to  tell  how  the  in-^ 
tervening  months  had  been  spent  by  the  young 
Baronet  of  Woodlee. 

Renault  had  often  met  Gertrude  Lennox  at 
Glenmore,  and  sometimes  when  he  visited 
Cnikglen*  There  was  restraint,  though  with^ 
Out  ooldness  between  them,  and  the  society  of 
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each  seemed  not  unpleasing  to  the  other^ 
Renault  felt  his  mind  soothed  almost  to  hap- 
piness when  he  was  with  her,  and  Gertrude's 
soil  eyes  looked  brightest  when  she  walked  by 
Renault's  side. 

But  Gertrude,  with  the  quiet  instinctive 
knowledge  which  is  her  sex's  gift,  had  early 
perceived  the  tumult  of  feeling  with  which 
Renault  was  regarded  by  Lady  Gleumore,  and 
she  almost  believed  that  the  frequent  melan- 
choly of  his  mein  was  occasioned  by  respon- 
sive sympathies  on  his  part.  The  thought 
pained  the  pure  and  proud  bosom  of  the  noble 
girl — his  reserved  manner  towards  herself  cor- 
roborated it,  and  yet  the  gentle  fisuth  of 
womun  as  usual  was  stronger  than  the  harsh- 
ness of  such  belief,  and  hard  thoughts  of  Re- 
nault Falconer,  in  her  mind  would  not  dit- 
solve  into  convictions,  althoui;h  it  may  be 
they  pained  her  as  much  as  if  they  had. 

And  he,  on  the  other  hand,  remembering 
her  emotion  at  the  letter  he  had  seen  her 
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read—  for   it    is  not  great,  but   little   things, 

which  form  the  seeds  of  the  mighty  feelings 

of  the  human  heart  -would  still  imagine  that 

her  affections  were  really  given  to  some  one 

who  claimed  them,  and  though  he  was  happy 

in  her  society,  his  heart,  warm  and  passionate 

as  nature  had  made  it,  was  checked  from  the 

abandonment  of  love.     The  difference  between 

them  was  the  difference  between  man's  faith 

and  woman's.     And  there  is  much  in  that. 

But  the  communion  grew  between  them, 
and  when  io  early  winter  the  Castle  of  Glen- 
more  was  shut  up — slight  things,  strange  as 
it  may  seem  to  the  uninitiated,  having  passed 
between  the  handsome  Baronet  and  the  Lady 
cff  Glenmore—when  the  castle  was  shut  up, 
and  Kenault  no  longer  saw  Gertrude  there, 
he  went  oftener  and  oftener  to  Cuikglen. 

He  hardly  knew  how  often  he  went  thither. 

On  the  sharp  winter  days  he  would  drive 
to  the  Glen,  and  spend  mornings  with  Ger- 
trude in  the  warm  wainscotted  parlours,  or. 


wies   t:=  cr^T  ▼'tfri  im±*  irti   •I'.i  ber  about 
iTr  c-  -iniisa.     JjiL  n  scrTf  -:i:  lie  ssbUe  ob- 

3iir  I'ii::.  ?  irrjT  n^  ':*ttSL  k«3g  exploded. 
«ii:  zitt  T'»*^*>sT'-:  :r  i-ls  ?"''=^  ^^*"  opposite 
=^xt*.  ij-^'  .i4i:i.  zii.T*  rej-zrinu  in  idea  than 
zifi  :ji^rir:ii:r  :c  r:ee?w  nm*  c-ci  at  last  to 
Tf  :ir:  LZf.siirf^  zhzik  z:c  azi-.-iher  thing — at 
!.-*ai?:  vr: :  "iir  .c»:  sei  ::  i?  erer  *x  For  with 
▼  csiz  -rzn^  T'^^-T  '^^  ^^  *^  heart,  and 
^riT.-  ill  jjfr  r^r:::^"*  Tei>irlli«m  trembling  in 
:i-r  »^im:r:  :<^  l&ieni  pisaon  for  an  object 
n-nn  -  -a-'ii-oii  :o  :wiae,  the  truth  of  the  above 
is  al3>.>r  oniversaL  althon^  it  may  often  be 
thai  vitn  the  y^iuth  of  the  sex  whoi«  loves 
admit  of  more  diversities  in  experience,  in 
conduct,  and  in  character  than  woman's  do, 
a  friendship,  although  not  exactly  Plato's, 
may  exist  distinctively  enough  from  love  even 
to  merit  the  name  of  affection ;  but  with 
woman,  young,  senntive,  and  full  of  the  quiet 
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paaeion  to  cling  and  to  be  blest  —  for  a  worthy 
object  to  pour  her  heart's  treasures  (my  is  bless- 
edness to  her — with  such  a  one,  warmer  feel- 
ings wiU  take  the  place  of  friendship;  and 
they  did  so  with  Gertrude  Lennox  now. 

But  not  until  a  cloud  had  been  removed. 
One  day  as  they  sat  together  under  the  acacia 
tree — for  thither  Gertrude,  in  their  walks, 
nearly  always  bent  her  steps,  and  she  would 
sit  the  longest  there — she  took  a  letter  of 
her  sister's  &om  her  bosom,  and  read  to  Re- 
nault the  part  in  which  Aline  told  when  she 
was  to  return ;  and  as  he  smiled  at  the  ear- 
nestness of  Gertrude's  praise  of  her  sister, 
she  mentioned  as  she  folded  the  crossed  and 
crammed  epistle,  that  when  he  first  came  to 
Cuikglen,  he  had  caught  her  reading  a  simi- 
lar letter  from  the  beautiful  Aline. 

**  From  your  sister !"  said  Renault,  sud- 
denly. **  Nay,  pardon  me,  Gertrude,  but  the 
affection  with  which  you  treated  it,  made  me 
think  it  was  a  communication  even  of  a  dearer 
kind.** 
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**  And  could  you,  did  you  think  that  P  ex- 
claimed Gertrude  turning  round  to  him;  a 
blush  covering  her  countenance,  and  her  eyes 
sparkling  with  excitement. 

*'  Why  not?**  said  Benault,  smiling,  thoagfi 
he  now  felt  happier  than  before.  "  I  liad 
heard  you  were  not  without  writers  of  aooh 
letters  as  I  fancied  this  to  have  been." 

The  blush  fled  from  Grertrude's  face,  the 
proud  lips  became  pale  and  motionless^  as  if 
they  had  been  cut  out  of  marble,  but  the  full 
eyes,  usually  so  soft,  had  the  indignant  glitter 
of  a  burning  soul,  and  might  then,  may  he, 
have  taken  as  lofty  a  place  in  aspect  as  the 
haughtiest  glance  of  the  most  dauntless  Coik- 
glen  that  ever  shot  defiance  through  his 
helmet  bars — but  it  was  but  for  a  moment, 
for  tears  quickly  quenched  the  unnatural  li^t 
of  those  sweet  pure  eyes ;  and  yet  they  ' 
happy  tears ;  though  to  hide  them  she  ] 
from  the  rustic  seat  under  the  acacda  tree^ 
and  with  her  veil  cast  down  took  Renaolrt- 
offisredaruL 
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And  as  they  passed  from  under  the  most 
extended  booghs,  a  huge  raven,  with  a  loud 
croaking  scream,  flew  out  from  the  topmost 
branches,  and  in  its  flurry  so  shook  through 
the  tree^  that  a  scattering  of  sere  leaves  flick- 
ered And  felL 

'^  It  is  a  bad  omen,"  said  Grertrude  as  they 
passed  away,  *^  to  hear  the  raven,  and  see  the 
SntfaU  of  the  leaf." 
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CHAPTER    IV. 


ALINB. 


The  lull  in  the  presages  of  threatened  erentM 
rendered  Renault  more  able  to  es^oy  the  ; 
sant  days  he  passed  at  Cuikgleo,  and  he  wc 
oftener  thither^  than  it  may  be  some  wooU 
have  approved.  Gertrude,  pure  of  thoug^it 
and  her  whole  heart  given  to  him,  was  too  de- 
lighted at  his  comings  to  regard  them  in  any 
relation  but 'that  of  the  hapjdness  they  gsve 
her;   for  Gertrude  had  no  mother. 
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father,  although  he  lored  to  have  his  children 
with  him,  was  seldom  of  a  temper  of  mind  to 
render  his  affection  active, by  concern;  and 
hence  the  intercourse  of  Gertmde  and  Re- 
nault had  less  restraint  of  communion  than 
more  ordinary  circumstances  might  have  given 
it ;  while  the  retirement  in  which  Mr.  Lennox 
lived;  the  deserted  state  of  the  neighboor- 
hood,  and  the  frequent  isolation  of  the  young 
people  together,  rendered  their  companionship 
as  delightftil  as  it  was  treacherous. 

And  yet  it  ought  not  to  have  been  treach- 
erous. Grertrude  had  found  one  to  whom  she 
oould  give  her  whole  heart,  and  she  had  given 
k  to  him  freely.  Accustomed  to  admiration, 
although  the  sphere  in  which  the  budding  time 
of  her  gentle  beauty  had  been  placed  was 
nnaU,  however  of  good  report,  as  regards  caste, 
it  might  have  been— accustomed  to  admiration, 
she  had  thought  in  her  wishes  of  the  future, 
iBther  of  one  whom  she  could  really  love ;  one 
to  whom  she  could  give  the  devotion  which  her 
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heart   yearned  to  bestow,  than  of  a  god-send 
blessing  of  admiration  of  henelf,   as   if  that 
was  an  anxious  thing,  although  of  ooune  a 
necessary  element  io  the  yalue  of  those  yirtaes 
which  she  wished  to  find ;— and  this  is  an  error 
into  which  many  of  the  highest  endowed  of 
both   sexes  frequently   fSedl;    while   those 
lesser  gifls  fall  into  another  still  more  eom-t^ 
mon,    although    entirely    opposite;     that   0^^ 
regarding    love    for    themselves,    from    hos  ^p 
ever  unworthy  a  source,  a  grand  quality  o^^ 
endearment,  which  can  not  only  compensate  ^ 
for  the  absence  of  the  amenity  of  respect,  aiu^ 
of  the  charm  of  worthiness,  but  can  even  over**^ 
come  the  repulsion  of  grossness  and  the  da-*^ 
gradation  of   depravity.      Gertrude  believed 
that  she  was  beloved :  it  was  not  a  matter  that 
(from  whatever  cause)  had  scope  in  her  feelings 
for  a  field  of  anxiety  or  doubt—although  when 
doubt  does  arise  in  such  natures,  it  is  no  oodh 
mon  pang  to  be  soothed  or  counter-irritaited 
away  by  trivial  things,  but  a  poisoned  wound 
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^^ching  the  source  of  every  happiness — and 
^fi  unquestioned  belief   of    the   noble    and 
^^^^tle  girl  gave  her  manner  a  charm^  which, 
^^  ite  effects  on  Kenault,  supported  the  con- 
^ction — for  wayward   as  lovers'  fancies   are, 
Gertrude's  pride  prevented  any  anxious  thought 
^'  ^hat,  judging  from  her  own  devoted  heart, 
**e  could  not  dread. 
^^^d  she   was  not   exactly   wrong    either, 
^^^vilt  Falconer  was  a  man  of  strong   feel- 
^^  i    sensitive,  and  endowed,  or  cursed,  as  it 
^     \)e,  with  a  capacity  for  emotion   which 
^'^^^^    pain  or  pleasure  intense ;    he  had  ad- 
^^^4   Gertrude  Lennox  early,  and  the  belief 
^  ^^    she   loved  another  had  given  him  pain  ; 
^^  tiow  when  that  idea  was  removed ;  when 
'^^  ill  the  same  spirit  as  herself,  believed  that 
Ae  loved  him ;  the  oppressive  thought  of  other 
things,  the  knowledge  that  should  he  turn  out 
to  be  a  bastard  and  no  heir  to  the  house  whose 
name  he  bore,  the  haughty  descendent  of  the 
belted  earls  of  Cuikglen  would  never  give  him 
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his  child  to  wife;  these  thoughts  nnd  the 
agonizing  doubts  which  haunted  hiai — ^for  the 
dreaded  change,  in  spite  of  his  philosophy,  was 
like  that  of  being  bom  again — made  him  re- 
gard the  beautiful  being  in  whose  society  he 
cast  away  the  blossoms  of  his  time,  rather 
with  the  subtle  friendship  which  dwells  amid 
the  enchantment  of  gentle  things,  than  with 
the  rapid  anxieties  of  nervous  adoration.  Yet 
tlio.ac  were  stealing  on  apace. 

And  so  the  time  passed  in  treacherous   hap- 
piness.     Gertrude  was  now  about    Renault's 
age — turned   of   twenty   three;    a    period   of 
woman's  time  when  her  beauty  like  that  of  the 
lialf  opened  rose  bud  has  perhaps  the  sweetest 
charm— and  could  time  but  stand  still  then! — 
but  when  her  love  is  the  venture  of  her  life, 
when  her  heart,  if  fully  surrendered,  may  be 
blessed  or  broken,  but  the  coming  ripeness  of 
womanhood  has  taken  from  such  acknowledge- 
ment the  elasticity  of  change. 

And  so  the  Springpassed;  and  the  sun- 
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^f  ripening  summer  poured  longer  and  more 

^rightly  on  the  lake,  and  the  walks  of  Ger-^ 

^de  and  Renault  were  of  earlier  setting  out 

•^d  of  later  returning  to  the  grey  waUed  man- 

^^tt  that  stood  waiting  for  them  in  the  glen ; 

^^  stately  Lennox,  courteous  and  cold  as  he 

®^^^  was,   would  now  and  then  seem  more 

^^rful  when  he  met  the  young  Baronet  there, 

^     Sir  Renault  had  in  his  very  manners  the 

^^Itmsive    guise    of    worthiness;  and    the 

^^^^y  and  politics  were  ready  matters  for  his 

^^mehts,  and  those  were   things  on   which 

^ikglen    would   sometimes  be    aroused    to 

^^^«k;  and  in  the  evenings  of  those  days  he 

^^d  join  Gertrude   again,  and  in  obedience 

arranged  plans  they  would  stray  together 

^to  the  beautiful  solitudes ;  and  Gertrude  was 

^^Ty  happy,  and  Renault's  fine  countenance 

Waa    assuming    its    former    animation;     and 

fouling  maids  and  knowing  matrons   thought 

and  said,  that  there  would  not  in  broad  Scot- 
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land  be  a  lady  so  blessed  as   she  who   became 
the  bride  of  the  young  Knight  of  Woodlee. 

And  thine  came— for  the  weeks  ran  on  too 
fast  to  be  counted  well— and  Oie  longest  trees 
were  green  to  their  airiest  summits ;  and  Tistag, 
lately  dark   enough  for  wood  spirits  to  hoL^ 
orgies  in,  were  now  leafy  and  fit  for  love  bo^  ^ 
ers,  and  the  wild  bird's  limpid  ringings  wg*  ^ 
pouring  from  them  all ;  and  roses  gave  ftlpgai* 
to   the   poor   man's   cottage   garden,   and  i 
summer  odour  of  honeysuckle  welcomed 
at  his  door,  when  the  long  day  of  toil  was] 
and  though  he  wms  weary  it  bade  him  be  gl-^^*^ 
and  may  be  sent  gentleness  into  his  heart  * 

make   its  silent  blessing  heartier  to  the  d^^ 
ones  who  welcomed  him  to  his  home  again — '^ 
was  June,  the  month  which  is  8ummer*8  o^rB^ 
with  no  bleakness  to  begin  it,  and  notliing  arid 
to  parch  up  the  freshness  of  its  sunniest  days— 
the  very  churchyards  were  bonny,  and  the  old 
yews  and  willows  hung  their  green  branches 
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protectingly  over  forgotten  graves;  and  the 
erect  sycamores  ruffled  their  dark  leaves  in 
the  churchwall  breezes,  and  sweet  birds  san^ 
there «  making  the  forsaken  place  their  cvn, 
and  in  the  joyousness  of  a  melody  more  true  to 
sacred  hopes  than  the  requiem  or  the  dirge, 
told  gladly  and  aloud  th^t  the  dead  should 
arise  again — and  June  came,  and  Renault  was 
at  Cuikglen  on  one  of  its  fairest  days,  and  he 
ipras  sitting  with  Gertrude  under  the  old  acacia 
tree,  when  a  post  chaise  rolled  along  the 
drive  at  a  short  distance  from  the  place. 
Grertrude  started  to  her  feet ;  a  lady  tliat  sat 
in  the  carriage  pulled  the  checkstring  and 
called  to  the  postillions  to  stop^  and  no  sooner 
was  this  done,  than  a  small  gloved  han4  ap- 
peared outside  the  carriage  door,  and  threw 
it  open;  and  without  waiting  for  assistance, 
Aline  Lennox  sprang  out  upon  the  turf,  and  in 
an  instant  was  clasped  in  her  sister  s  arms ! 

**  JDear,  dear  Gertrude  T  exclaimed  Aline 
IrJMaingr  her  ou  both  cheeks,  and  then  for  the 

voi«.  K  B 
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firrft  time  seeing  Renault,  blualiing  slightly^ 
aiul  tiirniug  a  questioning  look  to  her  fiister'a 
beaming  face. 

'*  It  is  Kcnaiilt  Falconer,"  she  said  in  a  low 
and  anxious  tone. 

"  (.)!),  it  is  WoodleeT  said  Aline,  with  the 
inslincllve  ^iiice  of  pn)inpt  courtesy  to  a 
gucj?t  of  l:er  father's  liouse,  holding  out  her 
liand,  which  lieuault  with  stranpe  enibarase- 
inent  took  respectfully. 

Aud  few  could  have  thus  met  that  dazzling 
oeing  with  tranquil  pulees  for  the  time.  To 
Fay  that  Aline  Lennox  was  beautiful  is  not 
saying  enough ;  Hushed  now,  and  her  dark 
eyes  sparkling  with  the  pure  inteusitj'  of  emo- 
tion at  seeing  her  sister  again — the  siaCer 
who  had  always  doated  on  her,  who  had  8«T«d 
her  life  on  the  lake,  and  who  bad  in  all  ease*- 
sacrificed  her  wishes  to  hers  if  they  jarred,  or 
hut  seemed  to  jar— there  was  something  in  tha 
extreme  besaity  of  Aline  too  vi\id  for  aoknow- 
leclgmcnt,  and  too  subduing  for  adnuration**- 
like   exquisite  [music  it  seized  at  once  upm 
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heart  and  soul,  and  held  them  in  such  sweet 
thraldom  that  they  wished  not  to  be  free — she 
was  one  of  those  glorious  beings  who  have  to  be 
seen  but  once,  to  live  with  us  in  our  youth  and 
manhood,  and  be  remembered  even  in  the  dreams 
of  the  dark  nights  of  our  ancient  days;  one  of 
those  lovely  ones  who  give  the  imagination  a 
warmer  passion  for  the  painter's  visions,  and  the 
heart  a  readier  echo  to  the  poet's  song;  she  was 
only  seventeen,  yet  Milton's  creative  Eve  in  all 
her  blandishments  of  frailty,  is  less  beautiful  in 
her  blank  verse  ideality,  than  was   this   proud 
patrician  girl  in  the  reality  of  her  guise ;    for 
the  classic  sense  of  heathen  notions  of  woman 
in  a  state  of  degradation  by  which  John  Milton 
wiu  inspii'ed,  has  given  to  his  Eve  a  weakness 
which    makes  her  but  the  mother  of  the  un- 
fbrtunite  ;  solemn  and  obscure  is  the  record 
from  which  he  has  cast  the  frailty  of  wanton- 
ness   over  the  sweetest  attributes  of  woman ; 
Milton's  Eve  is  but  a  beautiful  personification 
>f  a   •rodtlcss  of   profligacy,  put  in  a  situation 
£  3 
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where  there  was  nothinix  but  curiosity  and 
creeping  thiiris  to  beguile  her  to  her  bent. 
But  no  frailty  sat  on  Aline's  open  forehead; 
the  mouth  was  proud  and  joyous,  and  the  eyes 
were  fr  »nk  and  true ;  the  countenance  waa 
like  a  happy  memory,  like  the  \n3ion  of  a 
lo>  eliness  that  might  be ;  the  rounded  figure 
had  the  j^race  of  dicrnity,  and  the  gentle  bust 
had  the  charm  of  love  ;  bright  and  beautiful 
she  stood  there— with  her  small,  delicate  foot 
on  the  turfy  soil,  with  the  clastic  firmness  of  a 
daughter  of  its  lord— and  with  the  old  ancestral 
elms  around  her,  rustling  frerfhncs8  into  the 
sunny  languor  of  the  summer  day,  there  might 
rarely  be  found  a  finer  subject  for  a  picture  of 
the  poetry  of  woman's  loveliness,  than  tiiia  '^ark 
eyed  daughter  of  Lennox  as  she  stoo'l  there 
in  the  Glen. 

Ilenault  Falconer,  a  man  naturally  of  warm 
passions,  christened  as  they  were  by  the  chival- 
rous instincts  of  an  exalted  character  and  a 
sensitive  mind,  felt  his  heart  throb,  and  the 
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flush  come  again  and  again  to  his  countenance, 
as  he  looked  upon  the  being  who  had  charmed 
him  as  with  a  spell. 

And  Gertrude's  sweet  eyes  glanced  towards 
him,  seeking  for  the  happiness  of  witnessing 
his  acknowledgment  of  the  justice  of  her  own 
enthusiastic  praises  of  her  sister,  at  which  he 
had  so  often  smiled;  when  those  soft  eyes 
flashed  as  quickly  as  the  cloud  brightens  with 
the  lightning's  gleam,  for  a  pang  shot  through 
her  heart,  such  a  pang  as  such  a  heart  alone 
can  know — and  the  green  earth  so  beautiful, 
and  the  blue  sky  that  makes  the  heart  for  ever 
joung ;  and  early  life  so  ripe  for  rapture,  and 
beauty,  that  talisman  to  the  paradise  of  hopes ; 
and  rank  thatgives  worthy  matings,  and  wealth 
that  sweeps  sordid  sacrifices  away — the  cliurin 
of  all  was  broken !  and  the  hopes  of  destiny 
would  be  changed  to  weeping!  weeping!  if 
that  cruel  heart-pang  might  abide. 

They  walked  together  to  the  mansion,  for 
the  carriage  was  sent  on  before  ;  and  the  same 
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trees  waved  over  Gertrude  Lennox  that  had 
done  8o  a  short  time  ago ;  the  same  woodland 
sounds  were  heard  b;  her,  and  the  well  known 
scenery  lay  in  its  beauty  as  before,  yet  to 
Gertrude  they  all  seemed  changed,  and  their 
former  charm  to  have  been  treacherous.  The 
dark  eyed  sorceress  walked  by  her  side,  and 
now  and  then  turned  her  countenance  to 
Renault,  and  an  expression  would  flash  over 
it  that  told  more  than  she  knew. 
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tHAPTKH  V. 


THE   HEART-WRECK. 


IKtu  1L#F«N9foK  met  his  daughter  on  the  white 
dooi^8%ep8  of  his  ancient  mansian^  and  re- 
ceived her  us  a  stately  -gentleman  ahould^ 
-with  kindness  and  decomm.  Aline  kissed 
him  affectionately,  in  return  for  the  kiss  he 
gBPve  her  forehead,  and  exohiimed  in  her  joy- 
ana,  rilvery  voice:  — 
*^  PapAy  we  do  not  part  agaia  !*' 
X%e  greyhured  loid  of  Cuikglen  looked  on 
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the  lovely  beings  who,  by  dinging  to  1^ 
was  giving  his  lofty  port  a  grace  that 
knew  not  of,  and  an  expression  of  admir^ 
tion  shewed  how  fascinating  that  haugh 
countenance,  once,  at  a  wish  might  have  beeiC 
he  put  his  hand  to  her  white  forehead  aiC 
brushed  back  the  coal-black  curls  which  hm 
fallen  around  it,  and  looked  at  her  passioD 
ate  dark  eyes  till  his  own  grew  dim. 

'*  God  bless  you.  Ally!"  said  he  drawin^ 
the  beautiful  girl  to  his  breast,  who  doit. 
fondly  around  him,  and  wept. 

Then  smiling  through  her  glittering  teara 
she  raised  her  beautiftil  head^  and  the  tw 
lovely  girls  passed  through  the  lofty  halL  Ml 
Lennox  glanced  after  them,  and  the  ezprefl 
sion  of  his  countenance  now  shewed  that  tL 
momentary  emotion  which  it  had  betrayeC 
was  rather  the  effect  of  memory  than  of  aoui 
more  immediate  impression.  He  conductcs 
Kenault  to  the  drawing-room,  telling  )am 
that  his  cousin  Norman  Comyn  was  there. 
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Comyn  met  Renault  with  embaxrassment) 
and  on  the  part  of  the  young  Baronet  there 
waa  also  some  restraint,  nor  were  these  les- 
sened when,  sometime  after  the  ladies  had 
come  down,  Mr.  Lennox  requested  Comyn  to 
accompany  him  to  the  library. 

They    were   lono;    closetted    together,    and 

though    Renault    had    misgivings   as    to    the 

purpose  for  which  they  met,    the  fascination 

at'  the  society,  in  which  he  spimt  the  interval, 

influenced  his  mind  too  much  to  suffer  it  to 

give  way  to  anxieties  then. 

The  time  was  even  thus  passed,  and  the 
dinner  came  and  went,  and  there  was  yet 
much  sunshine  in  the  summer  day — and 
Xtfennox  drunk  his  port  wine  with  Renault 
juid  his  cousin  Comyn,  and  the  union  of  the 
tvtrns  of  their  minds  was  like  that  of  the 
boajrds  on  a  finger>post,  pointing  three  different 
^vrays  ;  ^^  tiiey  drank  together  very  dully,  and 
moon  fiassed  to  the  stately  drawing-room,  and 
the  beautiful  sisters  sitting  in  ardent  converge 
E  5 
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^.     and 

there.  Aline  wished  to  walk  outin  tlie  \»sa^^ 

as- 
as  it  was  the  hour  at  which  IVIr.  Leimo:C^^ 

the 
aisled  by  tlie  newspaper,  usually  went  rntC^ 

taciturn  consciousness  of  a  state  approa&^^*^^ 

sleep,  the    other    gentlemen  went  out    "^V* 

Aline    and    Gertrude    upon    the    lawn,     i*^^ 

sauntered  by  the  lake  side,  and  into  the  c<^^ 

solitudes  of  the  wooded  grounds. 

Tlie  evening  was  still,  and  the  lake  lay  withou  "^^^ 

wrinkle  on  its  surface,  min*oring  the  cloud 

the  light  wind  just  stin-ed  the  trees, 

their  leaves  glitter  restlessly  in  the  aunahiae 

the  sea  biixls  in  journeying  flocks  flew  no 

lessly  over  head  to  roost  on  the  dark  clifi  o^^^ 

the  Smuggler's  Creek,   and  upon  the    rock]^-"^^ 

coast  that  looked  upon  the  lonely  Atlantic      "^ 

the  warblings  came  clearly  from  the  woodi  ^^ 

the  scream  of  the  peacock  was  heard  from  i 

terrace,  and  the  evening    low  of  the   cattle- 

from  hill  side  farms  long  miles  away. 

'*  It  wai  the  hour  that  wakes  regret 
In  men  at  neo." 


Tiic  yoi:n(;  bvr()m:t  s;; 

"'^''  ilmr    also    wakes    those    teelijigs    in    tlie 
iieans  of  the  young  whicli  make  ubdence  re- 
setted on  8ca  and  land :  one  of  those  liourK 
which  are  to  love  what  music  is  to  poetry, 
sustaining  it  and  making  the  empire  of  the 
time  its  own ;  and  fleetly  it  sped  in  that  fairy 
aDConsciousness  which  makes  all  that  passes, 
acts,  words,  and  looks,  only  real  in  their  me- 
mories;   and   Aline  walked  by  llemiults  side, 
and  bis  noble   features,    animated    with    the 
subduing    power  of  manly    and    intellectual 
lM>auty,  took  light  from    the  pure  dark  eyes 
which  flashed  upon  him,  and  flashed  it  piission- 
ately  back  upon  those  glorious  eyes  again — 
the  earth  became  light  beneath  their  footsteps, 
and  the  noble  scene  around  them,  like  sweet 
colours  rapidly  blended,  became  confused  into 
the  dimness  of  all ;   and  Kenault's  rich  voice 
was  eloquent,  and  poured  its  tones  into  AlineV 
thrilling  ear  —  what  mattered  it  how  far  from 
love   were  the  subjects   on  which  he  spoke  ? 
the  warmth   of  fancy,  the   charm  of  feeling, 
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and  that  subtle  playfulness    which,    like   the 

jrrace  with    which    the    tiger  trifles  with  its 

P^^Jf  gives  a  common- place  semblance  to  vital 

things,  made  it  as  treacherous  ns  the  serpent's 

beauty  ;  but  no  tiger  or  seq)ent  heart  was  the 

chivalrous  one,  the  bold  strings  of  which  were 

now  struuLT  with  a  fascination  on  which  every 

word  and  glance  of  his  companion  so  strangely 

played ;    the    unquenchable    passions    of    his 

soul   were  aroused,  and  the  warmth  of  vouth 

incroasird  their   action,  until    the    br.iin     liwt 

the  repose  of  judgment,  and  the  consciousness 

of  the  present  was  like  the  drenniintj^  of  dreams: 

and  Alines  dark  eyes  became  inoro  lustrous, 

and    the     lovely    countenance     became     les^ 

restrained  in  its  exprfssinns,  wliich,   like  the 

changing  reflections  of  passing  clouds  on  the 

pure  brioht  lake,  had  an  additional  beauty  in 

the  lightsomcness  of  their  change ;  yet  it  was 

quiet  all,  the  way  those  p:ission  seeds — light 

and  downy  as  they  are,  so  that  it  seeoia  as  if 

a  slight  wind    mi^ht    blow    them    hither   or 
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thither,  but  where  they /ally  their  minute  roots 
defy  the  tempests  of  life  -  it  was  quiet  all, 
and  fiill  of  polished  common-place  the  subtle 
guise  of  bauble  cheerfulness  through  which 
those  seeds  of  destiny  took  their  way  into 
the  heart ;  it  was  quiet  all,  but  a  mysterious 
intelligence  that  needed  neither  words  nor 
looks,  had  stolen  upon  Aline  Lennox  and  the 
young  Knight  of  Woodlee. 

And  Gertrude's  light  step  was  slow,  and  her 
countenance  was  sad  to  look  upon,  the  beau- 
tifiil  lips  wore  pale,  and  the  dark  grey  eyes 
!iad  the  nervous  bri^^htness  of  tears  too  proud 
to   come ;  yet  at  times  when  she  turned  her 
fon<l  glance  on  her  own  Aline,  a  gush  of  such 
strange   feelings  woul !   rush    upon    h.r,  that 
those    pure    eyes    would   glitter   as   if   those 
tears  were  coming  then,  but  they  came  not  to 
that  pale  cheek :  f  >r  though  Gertrude's  heart 
was  big  to  burstin«j,  and  her  brain  was  dizzy 
with    the  rapid    groupings  of   dark  thoughts 
waiting  for  their  time,  the  quiet  dignity  of  a 
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noble  maiden  was  still  upheld  by  her,  faith- 
fully and  true. 

And  Norman,  that   oecomplished    shoot  of 
the  "  Crafty  Comyns,'*  saw  more  than  cither 
of  the  others  knew,  and  once  or  twice  as  he 
conversed  with  Gertrude,  and   spoke  of   the 
heavenly  beauty  of  the  scene,  he  would  dart 
such  a  glance  of  intelligence,  under  the  cour- 
tesy of  an  anxious  attention  to  what  she  said, 
that  the  proud  blood  in  Gertrude's  blue  veins 
boiled  indignantly  for  the  time,  though  it  made 
the  woe  of  her  heart  deeper  when  its  bootless 
haughtiness  was  past. 

And  niost  beautiful  indeed  was  the  evening, 
and  full  of  the  charms  of  lake  and  foresK  was 
the  glen  in  which  they  strayed,  and  the  wood- 
land sounds  imperceptibly  died  away  until 
the  congress  inistling  of  the  elms  became 
heard  like  whispers  telling  of  the  approach  of 
solemn  night ;  the  fluttering  bat  darted  about 
the  trees,  and  the  lone  hooting  of  the  owl  was 
heard  from  the  darkening  woods  across  the 
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lake,  although  the  twilight  was  still  mellow  on 
the  lea  that  looked  to  the  purple  west. 

They  returned   to    the    mansion,  and   few 
words  were  spoken  by  the  way ;  the  table  was 
richly  spread,  for  the  ample  hospitality  of  the 
mansion  of  Cuikglen  preserved  its  character, 
no  matter  how  few  were  there  or  how  neg- 
lected in  modern  times  was  the  ancient  meal 
for   which,    for  all   that,  the   great  bell  was 
always   duly   rung ;    and    Renault's    saddled 
horses,  and  Comyn's  pony-gig  were  brought  to 
the    door,    the    grooms     bragging     to     each 
other,       and        the        horses        impatiently 
striking  up  the  smooth   gravel,    chiding    the 
delay ;  and  Gertrude — now  that  the  first  stun- 
ning effect  of  the    sudden   knowledge    of    a 
blasted    destiny  had  passed    away,  began    to 
feel  the  anguish  of  her  lot  with  more  cruel 
consciousness  than   she   yet  had  done— Ger- 
trude,  (for  Mr.  Lennox    seldom  appeared  at 
such    times,    and   he   did   not    now)   did   the 
honours  of  her  father's  house  with  the  quiet 
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grace  of  a  daughter  of  Cuikglcn,  for  all  that 
her  heart  was  bleeding,  and  that  the  hopc.^ 
which  ma  le  life  of  value  to  her,  she  knew  were 
for  ever  gone ;  and  at  parting,  poor  Gertrude 
kept  her  place,  but  Aline,  witli  t'  ought lee« 
happiness,  accompanied  tlieir  guests  to  the 
hall  door,  and  as  she  frankly  suffered  her  beau- 
tiful hand  to  remain  for  a  moiucnt  or  two  in 
Kenaults,  it  unconsciously  clunjr  upon  iii« 
clasp,  and  in  a  tone  of  those  who  dread  to  lose 
something  that  they  love,  she  whispered — 
"  You  come  often  to  Cuikglen  ?" 
Ueuault  held  the  small  ungloved  hand  thai 
lay  passively  iu  his  own,  and  in  the  Icave-tak- 
injif,  courteous  as  were  his  words,  the  warm 
hand  grew  cold  and  trembled  strangely,  yet 
it  still  liiy  in  his  clasp ;  and,  w  hen  they  parted, 
it  seemed  to  both  as  if  even  by  such  breaking,  *'-i 

a  strange  link   was  created  between  them,  and  ^ 

that  their  hearts  would  bleed  ere  they  might 
be   again,  us  they  were  the  morning  of  thai       i    ^ 
summer  day. 
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CHAPTER   VT. 


]>BLUAVEK     TO     WIT. 


Tub  dark  blue  waves  were  crumbling  into 
the  white  spray  of  their  incessant  tossings  on 
the  smooth  sands  that  lay  beneath  the  dry, 
grim  cliffs ;  which,  at  a  short  distance  on  either 
side  of  the  mouth  of  Drumleigh  Water  and 
the  fift^^ng  village  of  Delhaven,  rose  above  the 
Western  sea ;  the  harbour  had  a  few  small 
ooAStin^   ships  lading  and  unlading  along  its 
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narrow  granite  pier  ;  moored  boats  rode  aC 

in    the    basin,    and  large    fishing  ones 

drawn  up  high  and  dry  upon  the  beach ; 

fisherman  sat  on  the  spiry  grass  of  the  sai 

turf,  mending  his  coiled  net,  or  hammered 

the  tarred   craft  lying  on  the  shingle,  like  — -^ 

strong  man    prostrate,    the  dark  tarred    bc:::^^^^^--^^^^^^ 

to    which    he  was  giving    salutary  repairs 

fit  it  for  the  straining  of  its  barked  lug  sail 

the    "  deep   sea"    fishing  ;  where  the  land 

only  seen  in  the  blue  fringe  made  by  the  sui 

mits  of  the  sunken  hills  -  barefooted  girls  we 

gathering  bait  upon  the  lower  rocks^  sii 

aloud,  and  laughing  profusely  when  the  spi 

of  an  obtruding  wave  would  daeh  up  in  tl 

faces  of  some  of  the  more  eager  of  their 

panions— children  ran  about  the  sands, 

ing   pebbles,   or     drawing    large     orab-shi 

after  the  manner  of  carts,  while  others  wi" 

miniature    fishing-rods,    were  holding   tl 

steadfastly  over  rock  pools,  and  others, 

were  bathing  or  dancing  about  in  circles^ 
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the  savages  in  Bobinson  Crnsoe — piles  of 
Bde  shells  lay  here  and  there ;  creels  or  un- 
'Iced   fish-baskets   stood  about  everywhere, 
^Xe  the  usual  number  of  mongrel  dogs  snifiied 
-iar  trotting  way  in   querulous  melancholy, 
*lcing  lank  and  forlorn  from  the  low  regimen 
fish  diet,  and  ravenous  for  flesh,  were  it  but 
^^  of  a  paasenger's  heels. 
^I*here    were    bonny    boats    riding    on  the 
^^jK)th  blue  bay,  and  the  white  sea-birds  were 
'-^^Wering  around,  and  the  dried  heaps  of  sea- 
^^d  were  giving  a  salty  odour  to  the  bracing 
^^Imess  of  the  breezy  air ;  and  there  was  an 
^^^buked  langour  in  all  the  scene,  unrebuked, 
^^i«iii8e  it  had  its  own  industry,  and  because 
^^^  joy  scream  of  childhood,  the  merry  song  of 
^^*th,  and  the  quiet  tobacco  quid  of  manhood, 
'^^^iJe  they  gave   an   air   of   pastime   to  the 
^^Uabg  repose,  were  gladdening  without  im- 
^^^iag  the  course  of  labour,  by  whicli  the  poor 
l^^^ple  lived. 
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Higher  nj),  along  the  vilhige  etroet,  duclC  '^ 
waddled  demurely,  and  snug  self-eontwn^  -^ 
clderlv  women  moved  comfortably  about,  kni^-^ 
ting  stockings  while  they  walked,  now 
then  as  they  adjusted  the  worsted  ball  at 
sides,  sticking  a  knitting  wire  to  rest  in  tb 
thick  grey  hair,  which,  like  the  fashion  in  \ 
old  portraits,thi;y  wore  tucked  back  from  tfa 
sun-burnt  foreheads  under  their  close-fittic^^ 
white  caps  ;  and  at  the  gables  of  the  hoau»  ^ 
conmicncing  this  street  from  the  shelving  i 
turf  leading  to  the  beach,  groups  of 
were  standing  in  spitting  converse,  speaking 
the  tides. 

Among  these  was  one  who  seemed  of  mo::-^* 
mark  and  likelihood  than  all  the  others.  E=^=^ 
was  in  the  prime  of  manhood;  drewed  as 
sailor,  his  clothes  though  coarse  were  spotlc^^^ 
and  neatly  made ;  he  wore  a  hoop  of  yellc:  ^ 
gold  with  a  large  ruby  set  in  it,  on  his  I 
his  pipe  was  a  Turkish  one,  and  adorned  iri 
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^'ur-()i-j)e  irl,  amber,  and  bnrred  with  white 
^<^rtoo:  :ind   fisrinatlon  of  fasciniitions  !  he 
^^en  wore  rings  in  his  healthy-looking,  weather- 
J^        itonzed  cars. 

His  hair  was  black  and  curly,  and  the  thick 

riiiglets  sat  in  jaunty  sailor  fashion  under  his 

amail     glazed     hat  ;     his     eyes    were    dark 

and  piercing,  and   his   frame    was  active  and 

strong. 

•'  "i'he  cutter  has  gono  to  the  Isle  of  Man, 
T-ou  say  ?■'  demanded  the  sailor ;  after  remov- 
ing his  costly  pipe  to  make  room  for  the 
question. 

**  Aye,  aye,''  answered  the  old  fisherman  whom 
be  had  addressed,  squirting  out  a  jet  of  tobacco 
juice  on  a  heap  of  muscle  shells. 

*•  And  when  does  she  return  ?     I  want  a 
berth  in  her?'' 

The  fisherman  looked  at  the  speaker— took 
out  his  seal's  skin  tobacco  case,  bit  oif  a  quid, 
worked  it  round  into  his  cheek,  and  said 
nothing. 
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The  ot^or  coolly  opened  his  pipc-lici,  pressed  J':> 
down  the  lighted  tobacco  in  the  bowl,  shut  the  ^j 
silver  lid  ngain,  and  smoked  in  the  sailor  silence  ^^^ 
of  the  group. 

"  They  have  lost  the  old  one-armed  lieute ^ 

nam  up  at  the  preventive  station,  yonder  1 
observed  the  sailor,  addressing  no  particiila 
person  of  the  party. 

'"■  Aytsaye,''  sai<  lone  or  two  fishermen,  slightl^^JT 
shiftintr  their  p.  sition  as  they  leaned  against  th^  ^rJ 
gossiping  g'il)l''  of  this,  the  last  seaward  cottage  ^B 
of  the  street. 

The  ^•t^lIor  continued  to  smoke  with  the  i 
apathy  us  before. 

*'  lie  wns  a  good  man,  the  lieutonant,"  ofa 
served   (Hie  of  the   fishermen,  soliloquising  i 
he  watched  a  line  of  lobster  net?  being  drawK' 
into   a  boat  in  tl)cbay;  "  Jack  Cutbert  wilK" 
have  a  prutty  tak'  of  lobsters  to  send  to 
leigli  for  ihc  nuruing's  market." 

The  siilnr  oast  his  eyes  towards  the  boat  wift 
a  glance  like  the  huwk's^   then  a  moment  afte 
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continued  to  smoke  like  a  stoic— or  rather  as 
a.  dtoic  might  have  done. 

**  They  have  an  easy  berth  of  it^  those  fel- 
loiws  at  the  station/'  he  remarked  again,  after 
another  pause. 
**  Aye,  aye." 

**  It  requires  sober  men  to  patrol  a  coast 
like  this,'*  he  continued,  turning  his  eyes  keenly 
on  the  old  man  whom  he  had  first  addressed ; 
'*  a  false  step  round  yonder  by  the  Smujjgler's 
Creek,  would  be  the  last  step  to  death.  But, 
perhaps,  they  go  by  the  road?" 

**  ^Vhiles  one  way,  and  wliiles  another,"  an- 
swered the  fisherman,  quietly  repaying  the 
crlance  by  one  which  might  be  of  various  mean- 
ing,^9  just  as  it  was  taken. 

**  But  if  one  fell  down  the  cliff,  I  daresay  there 
are  plenty  to  help  him  up  again?" 

A  grim  smile  came  over  the  smoking  and 
chewiD<z  company,  as  the  old  fisherman,  first 
sending  out  a  jet  of  yellow  tobacco  juice  from 
betwen  his  front  teeth,  with  his  lips  put  back. 
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(like  those  of  a  horse  that  has  got  a  i^rass  blade 
into  it's  nose  in  drinkinjr,)  answered — 

'*  Sma  help  would  be  needed  then,  but  that 
which  brings  to  burial." 

There  was  another  smoking  and  spitting 
pause. 

"  Anv  Enjjlish  Methodists  amongst  them  ?" 

"  There  has  been  that  same,  and  may 
be  ay;ain  ;  but  they  are  changing  ever- 
lastinor." 

"  Ni<rht  tides  are  cold— they  are  fond  of  the 
public  house,  mess-mate  ?" 

"  I  never  sailed  in  a  decked  ship,  and  we  don't 
mess  in  boats  ;  but  as  to  the  public  houses,  a 
man  is  there  as  it  may  be." 

Tlic  sailor  resumed  his  pipe. 

The  boats  from  the  deep  rock  fishing,  now 
began  to  row  to  the  land,  laden  with  wet  shelV 
fish,  weltering  in  their  toils,  and  a  (»rowd  «^^ 
women  with  baskets  on  their  shoulders  poun^^^ 
in  straL^gling  groups  through  the  village  str^^^t 
to  meet  them  on  the  beach,  singing,  scoldicai^^ 
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laughing,   backbiting,   but  all  going  down  to 

the  sands  —in  good  truth  it  was  a  lively  sight, 

to  witness  the  sprawling  lobsters  tumbled  out 

upon  the  wet  shingle,  and  to  hear  the  wrangling 

and  the  laugh,  the  clamour  and  the  jeers,  at 

the  triumphant  hoisting  of  the  huge  shell-fish 

ty   the  women    whose  fathers,  husbands,  or 

brothers,  were  in  one    boat,   to  the  derisive 

^^hallenge  of  the  females  whose  relatives  were 

^tt  the  others ;  while  the  fishermen,  resting  on 

tneir  oars,  looked  quietly  on  the  confusion, 

^*®  men  accustomed  to  the  roar  of  waters,  and 

^®  tumult  of  women's  tongues. 

^^t    those   jangling    Amazons   were    good 

^®^>  fond    mothers,    and    faithful    hearted 

'^^hes  to  the  lads  to  whom  they  gave  their 

^  a  not  the  tidy  preventive  men,  their  blue 

*^^tl,  laced  capped,   naval  lieutenants,  with 

^^  one  golden  epaulet  on  the  sabbath  day ; 

^lie  *  Tailor-from-London  '  fashioned  young 

^Xemen  of  Drumleijrh ;    or    the    buttoned 

litems    from  garrison   towns,  could  ever 

^^L  II.  F 
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find  in  those  brown- faced,  clear-eyed,  white- 
toothed,  aniber-neclilaccd  girls,  alight  of  love — 


scouted  as  they  were  by  the  landward  lassies  ^ 
and  despised  by  the  young  farmers,  who,  witF,^^ 
silvered  curb  chains  and  cheap  bargain  wmldli  m  ^ 
creaking  and  new,  trotted  to  conquests  on^c3 
Sunday  afternoons ;  they  maintained  amoD^C3 
themselves  the  purity  of  their  caste, 
like  in  all  but  wanderings;  for  there 
white-haired  men  of  that  long-lived  race, 
though  occasionally  blown  within  sight  ^ 
Irish  headlands,  or  far  into  the  open  wastes  - 
the  Atlantic  sea,  had  never  joumied  five  '. 
Avard  miles  from  the  village  of  their  birth. 

A  pony  carriage  drawn  by  two  fretting,  thi« 
mancd,  long   tailed  sturdy  little  steeds,  driv" 
by  Norman  Comynfromhiscottage  in  DelhaT" 
valley— the  "villa  residence,"  called  "theDdl 
—  rattled  up  to  the  place  where  the  vi 
street    joined    the    heavy   sand  road  le 
through  the  bleak   turf  unto  the  sea—  ] 
up  to  this  "  terminus  "  of  Macadami&ition,! 
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^^  Binall  horses  with  arching  necks  and  whisk- 
^  tails  stood  there,  with  that  nonchalant 
'^^'Uciness,  peculiar  to  ponies  in  harness,  that 
•eems  to  say — "  stop  or  run,  my  master,  its 
aU  the  same  to  me." 

Comyn's  wife  sat  by  his  side,  and  Lilly 
was  sadly  changed.  She  still  wore  a  white 
dress,  and  there  was,  even  then,  her  favourite 
flower,  a  white  moss  rose  bud  on  her  bosom ; 
the  silken  brown  hair  was  beautiful  as  ever, 
and  the  blue  eyes  as  soft  and  pure  as  of  yore ; 
but  there  were  shadows  under  those  gentle 
blue  eyes,  and  the  pale  face  was  of  a  more 
pensive  beauty  than  accorded  even  with  ease, 
or  lightness,  but  far,  far,  from  blessing  of  heart 
— the  softly  chisselled  profile  had  still  its  own 
graceful  quiet,  but  sad  lines  marred  it,  one 
eoald  not  tell  where  I  -at  a  cold  pleasantry  of 
ker  husband's  she  smiled,  and  the  ripe  lips  part- 
ing, shewed  teeth  as  white  as  the  pearly  hedge 
flower,  yet  their  beauty  wanted  the  sunni- 
of  mirth;  the  large  dmtk  pupils  of  the 
r  3 
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eyes  had   nothing    of  that  jojousneeB  wl 
makes  the  ynerriment  of  beauty  so  gUdd^ 
ing — there  was  something  of  heartlessneBB 
Lilly's   aspect,  that  set  the  mind  a  tl 

Most  of  the  fishermen  had  gone   down 
tlie    beach,    and   the   sailor,  who    now    8i 
suiokiiiii:  almost  alone,  at  a  signal  from  Com; 
approached  the  carriage. 

Tlicy  whispered  together  for  a  moment 
two,  then  Corny n,  handing  the  reins   to     ^^^ 
wife,  desceuJed  from  the  carriage,  and  wslla^  ^ 
with  the  sailor  aside. 

"  The  old  man  that  is  reckoned  their  he?^^^ 
lie  is  an  old  snmgglcr  himself  and  has  lan<i" 
many  a  Ciirgo  of  hollands  that  my  fat  I**' 
brouirht  to  this  coast,  if  I  could  tell  Im*^"" 
who  I  was,   I — " 

'"  Then  why  the  devil  don*t  you    tell    !*»*■■ 
who    you    are?"   demanded    Comyn — **    Y<>«* 
will  have  money  enough  to   keep  you  on*  ^ 
harm's  way  when  all  is  over." 

"  I  have  old  scores  to  answer  for  on   t*"^ 
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coast,  and  if  a  whisper  was  afloat  that  David 
^Morton  was  alive  and  free,  the  very  rocks 
-would  conspire  to  catch  him.  M7  own  mother, 
the  deTil*8  benison  on  her !  fancies  me  to  be 
dead,  though  but  for  me  she  herself  could 
liardly  live.  Many  a  bonny  barrel  of  cognac 
stands  in  her  cottage  at  the  Brigend,  under 
the  name  of  kippered  salmon ;  and  the  poachers 
mud  salmon-spearers  that  she  deals  with,  escape 
the  notice  of  the  preventive  by  being  pursued 
hy  gamekeepers  and  watermen — ^ 

•*  Does  the  old  man  fight  shy  ?' 

^  He  fights  like  a  knowing  one— he  has  been 
too  long  on  a  smuggling  coast  not  to  know 
something  of  what  I  want,  as  well  as  that  he 
is  the  only  one  who  can  give  it  to  m^'' 

•*  That  is  to  say,  a  good  boat  and  six  rowers. 
to  bring  your  wife  ashore  7^ 

^  And  to  take  her  aborad  again — I  cannot 
mare  or  trust  more  than  two  men  out  of  the 
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*^  You  are  certain  she  will  come  to-night  to 
the  Smuggler's  Creek  ?" 

^'  Aye,  aye,  if  she  can.  But  think  of  the 
time  that  all  this  is  wasting  T' 

''  You  think  then  the  old  fisherman  will 
provide  you  with  a  boat  ?*' 

^*  Aye  aye,  but  he  will  expect  good  payment, 
for  he  guesses  as  well  as  I,  that  we  ahall  have 
a  brush  with  the  preventive  men.** 

"  How  so  r 

"  There  is  one  of  my  crew,  Jack  Cuthbert, 
a  Drumleigh  man — I  got  him  out  of  a  Brasl- 
lian  slaver— as  tight  a  sailor  as  ever  palled  a 
rope,  lie  was  down  with  me  last  winter,  and 
got  spoony  upon  one  of  those  fishing  lasaiee — 
he  had  been  three  years  off  the  land — he  did 
not  join  me  as  he  promised ;  it  was  last  winter 
when  after  I  got  on  board  with  my  ooUar  bone 
broken,  and  a  bullet  sticking  in  my  ahoulder, 
we  were  chased  down  channel  by  three 
cutters,  and    took  their  long  shots — a   ihi^g 
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y !  1  will  never  do  agaia—-took  their  lou(( 

iu>U  without  retuminir  one— -chased  to   the 

Straits  ;    for  nine   days  one  or  other  of  them 

WW  after  us ;    nine   days   and   we   with  only 

one  cask  of  water  aboard." 

"  You  had  plenty  of  wine." 

*^  We  can't  cook  salt  beef  in  Bordeaux,  and 

if  thirsty  men  drink    wine   like  water,  who 

ve  to  do  the  work  of  the  ship,  with  long  shots 

bowling  after  us,  any  one  of  which  would  have 

•"*»8hed  our  stem  in.'' 

**  Well,  weU-what  of  this  fellow?" 

*He  has  got  spliced   to  one  of  tliosc  had- 

^^  bloods,  and  as  he  knows  more  than  I  was 

'^to  tell  him,  he  has  let  out  more  than  he 

"^W8,     A  fisher  wench  is  curious  and  crafty, 

^  would  worm  a  man's  liver  out,  if   there 

^•8  a  secret  at  its  roots.     There  is  much  talk 

*ll  along  the  coast  of  the  Saucy  Susan,  and 

Iww  she  baffled  the  king's  three  crack  cutters 

lat  winter,   and  landed  and   took  on  board 

ugoes  on  the  coast  of  Spain,  in  spite  of  false 

ipers^  and  a  second  chase  from  an  old  gun 
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brig  timt  tlie  Dons  sent  to   Malta   for.      But 

for  ti.isd d  witness   business  I  could   take 

fair  papers  from  tInglauJ,  and  run  any  cargo  I 
liked  into  any  Spanish  sea-port — I  am  sick  of 
this  service  of  yours,  master.*' 

"You   have   the  price  for   it    you  yourself 
named/'  said  Comyn  coldly. 

'•'  That's  true  enough,  but  I  never  reckoned 
on  such  a  waste  of  time.  But  I'm  in 
for  it  now.  I  never  can  return  to  Rot- 
terdam, unless  I  have  the  means  of 
buying  the  schooner,  and  shutting  up  angry 
mouths  with  English  c^old.  But  I  must  have 
fifty  pounds  to  give  this  fisherman." 

'*  Fifty  pounds !" 

'^  He  won't  ask  more,  and  he  may  take  less. 
He  is  accustomed  to  a  smuggler's  pay.  He 
might  have  been  a  rich  man  long  ago,  but  he 
played  his  own  venture,  and  lost  the  long  prices 
of  his  pilotage." 

«'  Well,  this  sum  I  will  procure  for  you,  but 
it  is  much  for  rowing  backwards  and  forward* 
to  your  schooner  in  the  creek.'* 


■  ■■■■!  I 
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**  They  have  doablcd  the  patrol,  and  take 
tV\e  cliflfe  instead  of  the  road.      The  fisherman 
knoiTVS  all  about  it.      A   man  19  not  likely  to 
catcli  such  a  weasel  asleep.'* 

**  These  delays  are  ruining  us,  Morton;  I 
hope  you  will  bring  your  wife  ashore  to-night. 
^Why  the  devil  did  she  leave  her  mother,  when 
once  she  was  safe  at  Woodlee  ?" 

**  Aye,  why!  but  she  chose  rather  to  be 
with  me  in  my  cot,  than  to  pass  the  winter  at 
l^oodlee,  for  I  told  her  when  the  cutters  were 
off  the  heads,  that  it  might  be  summer  ere  we 
met  again.  But  it's  idle  speaking  of  th;it.  I 
have  lost  months  and  months  by  this  land  job 
— and  if  I  have  not  the  means  of  buying  the 
ship*  or  of  making  losses  good,  I  never  could 
take  her  upon  the  waters  of  Amsterdam.  I'm 
tired  of  Brazillian  slaving,  and  111  stick  to  the 
Saucy  Susan,  as  long  ns  I  can  hold  her  wheel. 
You  have  never  seen  the  craft  ?" 
''  No." 

*'  She  is  a  sea  boat  to  win  a  man's  heart. 
F  5 
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Not  a  Bailor  I  ever  had,  that  would  not  hmTC 
worked  her  for  love.  Beat  the  king's  three 
best  cutters,  in  rough  and  fair  weather. 
Taught  and  strong,  lightning  bowed,  fish- 
sterned,  and  gentle  as  a  flying  bird ;  rides  at 
anchor  like  a  duck,  and  minds  her  helm  like 
a  dainty.  I'd  run  her  along  a  lee  shore  like 
this,  clfiwing  off  and  on  the  coast,  so  that  ye 
might  throw  cherry  stones  from  the  cliffs  on 
her  deck  in  the  wildest  wind  that  blows,  while 
the  king's  cutters  would  run  far  off  the  head« 
lands.  You  have  never  seen  the  Saucy  Susan! 
There  is  not  such  a  tidy  craft  sails  upon  the 
sea." 

"  Well,  well ;   but  how  are  we  to  get  the 
woman  ashore  7" 
"  We  shall  have  a  brush — ** 
"  What  do  you  call  a  brush — a  fight  V 
"  There  are  many  kinds  of  brushca,  Master. 
What  I  call  a  common  hroshi  is  a  few  shots 
and  an  open  sea,  a  sharp  brash,  a  do4ffe  in 
roads,  and  a  devilish   brosh^  when  yo«  an 
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hemmed  in  to  your  deathbed  by  cutters  and 
king's  boats.      I   have  had  a  spell    of  all  of 
them,  but  the  last  is  the  worst,  nnd  this  last 
we  are  like  to  have." 
"  What  makes  you  think  so?" 
"  There  is  Jack  Cuthbert  one  of  my  crew." 
<<  Well,  what  is  the  worst  that  he  has  done  ? ' 
*'  They  have  doubled  their  patrols,  and  have 
taken  the  road  by  the  cliffs,  those  men  of  the 
preventive.     They  have  long  boats  that  would 
outrun  a  whale,    brass    carronades,    and   sea 
muskets,  two  to   each  man.     It  is  no  child's 
play  meeting  them,  for  it  is  desperate  to  fire 
ag^ain.     They  have   all  the  safe  cracking   on 
their  own  side ;  though,  for  that  matter,  they 
may  know  that  there  are  times  when  two  will 
play  at  that  game.** 

'^  But  what  do  you  think  has  this  man  done 
cv  told  ?     He  knows  nothing  of  me." 

*^  But  he  knows  more  of  me  than  is  good 
for  my  health.  I  tell  you  the  stations  on  this 
coast  have  got  a  reinforcement  of  men  and 
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boatd.  I  know  well  enough  that  there  is  a 
scent  laid  on  me — it  is  the  barest  chance  that 
we  land  Nell,  and  get  on  board  again  without 
a  brush.  The  cutter  has  gone  on  a  fool's 
errand  to  the  Isle  of  Man,  so  I  have  little  fear 
but  the  Saucy  keeps  her  time,  and  if  all  was 
over  with  you,  I  could  cut  my  own  way  from 
the  coast,  for  then  I  should  care  little  for  the 
preventive  boats.  Pd  give  them  iron  pills  that 
would  spoil  their  stcmiachs  from  hungering 
and  thirsting  after  the  Saucy  Susan.  But 
I'm  sorry  you  never  saw  the  schooner." 

"  She  is  no  doubt  a  fine  ship  from  what 
you  say  of  her — but  we  must  speak  more  to 
the  purpose  than  of  her.  You  hope  to  be 
able  to  land  your  wife,  and  to  brintr  her  to  the 
^  Sailor's  Keturn,*  in  Delhaven  here,  at  twelve 
o'clock  this  night.     Your  mother — ^ 

"  Never  call  her  that,  Mr.  Comyn.  I  tell 
you,  if  she  knew  that  I  was — " 

''  Well,  well,  this  Nance  Morton  aa  ahe  if 
caUed^" 
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"  If  she   knew  I  was  alive,  I  don't  think 
she  would  give  evidence  against  Woodlce." 

"Ah!" 

•*  Fm  sure    she  wouldn't — for    her    anger 
against  the  Falconers  is  much  on  my  account." 

'^  Then  I  shall  indeed  take  care  to  preserve 
your  secret.'' 

**  It    is  my  secret,   but  it  was  my  wife's 
mother  that  made  it  yours  -  but  if  it  gets  to 
the  old  woman's  ears,  you  will  lose  Woodlee, 
and  I  my  liberty.     A  rash  blow  to  a  game- 
keeper of  Lennox  of  the  Glen  in  a  scuffle 
under  the  elm  trees  one  summer's  night — it  is 
eighteen  years  ago  I—and  a  bullet  sent  into  an 
exciseman's  cheek   in  defence   of   a  case    of 
*  Cologne  water,'  thanks  to  the  late  Woodlee, 
got  me  sentenced  to  the  noose   when  I  was 
hardly  twenty,  but  they  banished  me,  and  I 
soon   banished  myself  from  banishment,  and 
blood  was  shed  even  in  that  act.    Judge  then 
the  risk  I  run,  if  they  should  know  that  Des* 
perate  David  Morton  was  commanding  a  Dutch 
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tjuiaggler  on  this  very  coast  ?     But  if  the  "^^ 

woman  turns  round  on  you  -  for  she  is  at        ^^^ 
bottom  of  all — you  will  never  call  the  baro^      <^^ 
of  Woodlee  yours.     And  you  never  sawt^^  ^^^^ 
Saucy  Susan?   Now  I  tell  you  what— I  wool-^"  ^ 

rather  have  that  schooner  my   own,  with  ^ 
cargo  of    bouncing    cognac,   a  tight  crew  o^^       ^j^' 
twenty-four,    and  her  ten   brass    guns,  well  ^      ^^ 
equipped  and  provided  for,  than  the  best  bar««y 
in     Scotland!      She    beat    the    three    crack 
cutters,  and  if  she  might  have  answered  them 
with  iron,  she  would  have  swept  them  off  the 
sea.     ril  take  her  to  Mexico,  and  have  a  joust 
under  the  Dons.     South  America  is  tlie  place 
for  such  a  ship,  with  a  crew  that  can  bide  the 
brunt  of  a  brush  now  and  then.     There  is  gold 
there,    and    there    are  precious    stonea    and 
palaces  like  the  Arabian  Nights.     There  is  a 
world  for  the  winning  in  South  America.  The 
only  pity  is,  that  life  is  too  short  for  a  num 
to  do  what  he  might." 
'*  That  ia  very   true.    You  will  have  tha 
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^^^^an  to  swear  to  what  she  knows,  this  uight 

Wore  a  magistrate  at  the  Sailor's  Return  ?  " 

^'  Aje^  aye,  and  maybe  to  what  she  does  not 
inow." 

'*  The  other  witnesses^  with  Mr.  Grinder, 
will  be  there>  and  the  magistrate.** 

**  And  the  money  to  pay  the  men  ?** 

''  Meet  me  at  Provost  Ramsay's,  one  hour 
from  this." 

He  advanced  to  the  carriage  as  he  spoke, 
took  the  white  reins  from  LiUy's  hand,  and 
made  the  trotting  ponies  dash  up  the  village 
street. 

The  smuggler  resumed  his  pipe  and  old  sta- 
tioDy  at  the  gable  of  the  house. 
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CHAPTEll  VII. 


NOCTURNAL    JUSTICE. 


Hrigiitly  glowed  the  turf-fire  in  the  small 
sanded  parlour  of  "  The  Sailor's  Return,  by 
John  Coruiack,  licensed  to  sell  porter,  ale, 
and  British  spirits/'  and,  though  it  did  not 
appear  upon  the  swinging  sign-board,  John 
CorniHck  could  sell  better  things  than  that ; 
such  as  Cognac,  Schiedam,  and  the  red  winea 
of  Bordeaux — brightly  glowed  the  piled  tnrf 
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fire  on  the  granite  flag  stones,  on  which  a 
square  iron  trivet  supplied  the  place  of  grate, 
under  the  wide  chimney,  in  the  gusty  smoke 
of  which,  dried  haddocks  anrl  salmon,  cured 
hams,  and  deer  and  neats'  tongues  hung  about 
— the  eight-day  clock,  that  universal  appen- 
dage of  the  cottages  of  Scottish  men  well  to 
do,  and  of  all  hedge  inns  laying  the  least 
clainis  to  respectability,  stood  in  the  corner 
ticking  for  ever,  spinning  its  chain  before  the 
striking  of  every  hour,  and  the  quarter  of  that 
time ;  painted  engravings  of  the  four  seasons 
in  the  guise  of  highly  dressed  women:  a 
framed  drawing  of  a  fuU-ricfsred  ship,  with  the 
captain*8  name  belo^- ;  four  paintings  of  hunt- 
ing the  fox,  and  two  or  three  samplers  sewed 
by  Hester  and  Matilda  Cormack,  of  juvenile 
niemory,  garnished  the  walls :  a  round  oaken 
table  was  in  the  midst  of  the  room,  at  which 
seireral  persons  were  seated,  while  the  sound 
of  womens'  voices  was  heard  from  the  kitchen 
end  of  the  inn. 
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A  stout  elderly  gentleman,  with  one  cy^ 
very  red  nose,  hot  looking  fcemples,  bald  cro^^ 
and  short,  bristly  white  hair  on  the  back  a 
sides  of  the  head — so  thin  that  the  rosy  eci^ 
shone  through  them,  like  water  through  bu 
rushes — sat  in  an  arm-chair  at  the  head  of  tl 
table.  He  wore  a  green  dress  coat,  whi 
neckcloth,  buff  waistcoat,  and  a  double  gol« 
mounted  eye  glass  suspended  round  his  nee 
The  countenance,  in  spite  of  its  dreadful  drat 
backs,  was  frank  and  gentlemanlike,  there  wi 
much  good  humour  about  the  small  well-a 
mouth,  and  the  old  man's  teeth  were  white  i 
snow.  But  there  was  a  debauched  shake  i 
his  swoln  hands,  and  a  gouty  stiffness  in  h 
every  movement,  which  the  merry  twinklin 
of  his  remaining  eye^a  scar  aroimd  the  otiu 
showed  that  it  was  some  desperate  accidei 
which  had  deprived  him  of  the  blessing  ■ 
light  from  that  quarter  -the  merry  twinklic 
of  this  remaining  eye  struggled  in  vain  ' 
combat  with ;  and  though  the  smile  was  oA» 
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^^rtly,  and  the  bearin^^  of  the  old  gentleman 

^^w    and  then  unconsciously  dignified,  there 

^**  «uch  an  air  of  the  ancient  prodigal  in  his 

*PP^arance,  that  no  respect  could  be  felt  for 

^^  but  such  as  was  accompanied  by  a  smile. 

^^ir  this  was  Jerome,  or   "Jerry,"  as  he 

*^  naore  commonly  called,  Jerry  Montgomery, 

^^Unger  son  of  a  baronet  of  race  and  land, 

^  ^^  had  left  Jerry  a  small  property  on  condi- 

'^  that  he  should  never  marry— the  estate  on 

^eath,  to  revert  to  his  elder  brother's  line. 
I* 

^ake  up  for  this  priesthood-like  prohibition, 
<j  ^^ 

*^>  who  was  rather  of  an  amorous  turn, 

^^^  such  extensive  license,  that  his  very  name 

^^^  used  to  set  women  bridlin<i:  all  up  and  down 

^  country  side— 4ie  had  fought  duels,  been 

^^uently  savagely  beaten,  (it  was  thus  he  had 

^^^    his  eye),   and   had  illegitimate   children 

^*^^>ligh  to  fill  a  charity  school.     Latterly,  he 

^^^    turned  to  hard  drinking,  and  the  active 

*^*^ormance  of  his  duties  as  a  justice  of  the 
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Next  to  Mn  Montgomery  sat  Jeptha  G: 
dor,  a  coarse-looking  man,  with  a  shock  head 
iron  grey  hair,  and  an  expression  of  conist 
nance  so  unmistakably  bad,  that  it  had  so] 
thing  of  honesty  in  its  absence  of  disguise ;  fit    — *-*^" 
on  the  other  side  of  Grinder,  Sandy  David&«^ — ^**» 
whilome  the  steady  clerk  of  Factor  Dm.'.    ^^*> 
w  as  duly  seated,  now  and  then  raising  up    ^^^^  ^ 
cheek  in  the  bland  patience  becoming  his  pU*^  "^ 
and  occasionally  turning  over   some  writt^^^     * 
foolscap  papers.     Opposite  Mr.  Grinder     ^^-* 
Doctor  Haggart,  general  practitioner^  tallci^^*** 
much,  and  drinking  smuggled  brandy  and  <5*— ^" 
water,  and  by  the  Doctor*8  side  was  Willi^^ 
Macbeth,  <' undertaker  and  cabinet  work  ne»'^ 
executed,^  sipping   hot   scheidam    gn^, 
silently  smoking  a  long  pipe« 

But  why  say  this  one  or  that  one  was  < 
ing  this  or  that  ?    They  were  all  drinking, 
one-eyed  Jerry  at  their  head;   even  Sam^^-^ 
Davidson  drank  whiskey  punch  meekly,  m^^ 
Jeptha  Grinder,  who  had  a  passion  for  bottl*^^ 
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^^^^r,  had  wired  corks  extracted  every   now 
^  tbeiiy  their  sounds  recurring  as  fast  as  those 
I>op-giins  at  a  fair. 

-f*le  clock  struck  twelve,  and  Mr.  Montgo- 
^*^  ordered  a  strong  tumbler  of  Hollands  and 
water— he  had  been  drinking  brandy,  but 


fc^ot^ 


l^ 


^^    xiow  changed  it  to  Scheidam,  to  celebrate,  by 

*^^    «vent,  the  beginning  of  a  new  day,  while 

^^   '•^he  request  of  Mr.  Grinder,  who  was  of  a 

^^^^ixvivial  turn —as  all  Scottish  lawyers,  how- 

^^^  great  blackguards  they  may  be,  generally 

^"^  at  the  request  of  Mr.  Grinder,  William 

^^b^th   laid  down  his  pipe,  and  essayed  the 

*^*^aeant  song  of  "Giles  Scroggins's  Ghost," 

Justice  joing  him  in  the  refrain  of— 

With  a  rick-fal-de-raddy,  fal-de-ray  1" 

*^^  great  delight  of  all  the  company. 

^^ddenly,  in  the  midst   of  these  festivities, 

^uick  purl  of  running  wheels,  and  the  pat- 

^f  ponies'  feet  were  heard,  and  so  hastily 

^^^^  they  on,  that  these,  with  the  sudden  trail- 
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iDg  sonnd  of  jerked  up  horses^  the  slapping 
noise  of  reins  falling  on  glazed  leather,  the 
creaking  of  a  carriage  freeing  itself  of  a  bur- 
den, and  the  strokes  of  a  gig-whip  haft  on  the 
door,  reached  the  ears  of  the  guests  of  the 
parlour,  as  rajndly  as  the  ignited  rattlings  of  a 
'I  Mttering  firework  :  while, in  the  midst  of  the 
aroused  attention  to  all  this,  Norman  Ccmjn, 
hooking  flushed  and  anxious,  entered  the  room. 
"Ihe  company,  with  the  exception  of  Mr. 
Montgomery  — who  had  only  knitted  his  brows 
at  the  confusion  of  sounds — the  company  rose 
on  Coniyn's  entrance,  and  Doctor  Haggart  and 
tJeptha  Grinder  offered  him  their  hands. 

Corny n  did  not  give  himself  the  trouble  of 
taking  that  of  either,  but  turning  to  John 
Cormack,  who  had  accompanied  him  into  the 
room,  said  hastily— 

"  Is  your  clock  right,  landlord  ?" 

"  Kight  by  t!ie  sun,**  answered  John  Cor- 
mack, an  anxious-looking  elderly  man,  with 
i-inbroidorcd  braces,  n  striped  worsted  frock,  or 
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woollen  shirt,  white  canvas  decencies,  and  no 
coat ;  *^  right  by  the  blessed  sun,  your 
hooour." 

**  And  they  have  not  come  yet  ?" 
•*  It's  all  right  and  tight,"  said  his  wife,  who 
had  followed  him  into  the  room;  a  young, 
comely  woman,  dark  as  a  gipsy,  tidily  dressed, 
and  with  a  fisherwoman's  love  for  jewels,  wear- 
inir  long  earrings  aud  other  gold  ornaments  that 
would  have  bought  all  the  furniture  in  the 
room,  even  including  the  fixtures;  '^it's  allright 
and  tight,  sir,  they  have  the  ^Dolphin,'  as 
bonny  a  boat  as  ever  floated ;  and  Charly  Crau- 
tord  would  bring  ashore  a  cargo  o'  sucking 
babbies  (if  there  was  a  duty  on  them)  in  spite 
€^  the  preventive.  He  has  a  crew  besides,  that 
would  take  the  fiddle-head  off  the  best  cutter 
of  the  king's,  and  row  ashore  wi'  it  under  her 
gfuns.  It's  all  right  and  tight,  sir,  Charly 
Craoford  has   landed  many   a  cargo  in  that 

creek,  when  the  cutters  and  coast  guard " 

^*  Hold  your  blasted  tongue  T  interposed  her 
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hiLsbuiid  ;  "  take  a  chair,  your  honor,  they  will 
be  here  about  the  tiiue." 

"  I  am  obliged  to  you,  gentlemen,  for  acced- 
ing to  Mr.  Grinder  8  request  in  coming  to  meet 
ine  here,'  said  Comyn,  turning  to  the  company. 
*•  Pray  be  seat c J,  gentlemen — ah!  Mr.  Mont- 
;;()mcry,  how  are  youK' 

'*  Fol-dc-rol,  sit  down  and  be  quiet,"  said  the 
J  ustice. 

"1  hope,  ]Mr.  Grinder,  you  have  been  able  to 
make  our  friends  comfortable  ?" 

"  I  have  done  my  best,  sir.'' 

A  murmur  of  acknowledgment  from  some, 
a  purring  «:rrunt  from  others,  and  a  smoothing 
down  into  comfort  from  nil,  gave  fitting  answer 
to  these  words. 

Comyn  also  sat  down  at  the  table,  looked 
at  his  watch,  and  compared  its  time  with  that 
of  tlie  clock. 

Tick,  tick,  tick,  went  the  solemn  clock,  teUing 
cold  truths  in  the  comer  of  the  room ;  and 
although  Comyn  endeavoured  to  make  his  com- 
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panions  at  their  ease,  and  to  enjoy  the  time  in: 
being  so,  he  was  too  much  occupied  with  his 
own  thoughts  to  be  able  to  conceal  them  well ; 
besides,  Mr.  Jeptha  Grinder,  the  leading  and 
paying  spirit  of  the  conclave,  liad  sunk  down 
into  violet  modesty  in  his  employer's  presence ; 
but  Doctor  Uaggart,  naturally  impudent,  a 
equality  which  was  much  fostered  by  his  being, 
as  a  family  doctor,  a  fisimily  man  at  Drumleigh 
dinner  tables,  giving  advice  as  to  digestion, 
indul>>ing  in  witticisms  regarding  tooth-ache, 
and  humorous  touches  on  female  complaints — 
the  doctor,  accustomed  to  respect  in  sick  rooms, 
bad  an  offensive  way  of  expecting  considera- 
tion in  every  other  place,  and  now  labouriously 
maintained  an  intrusive  familiarity  of  conver- 
sation with  Comyn,  who,  irritated  by  anxiety, 
and  savage  by  nature,  would  have  given  a  good 
deal  to  have  been  in  a  situation  to  have 
answered  the  apothecary  in  a  way  which  he 
was  far  from  reckoning  on. 

Sut  at  last,  and  sooner  than  was  expected, 

▼OL   II  o 
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the  tramp  of  horses  was  heard,  and  David  Mor       ^  . 


wit!  I  a  grace  till  looking  woman  by  his  side, 
out  [jretacc  or  ceremony  entered  the  room. 

''  liravo  !"  said  Grinder,  rising  and  shutt 
the  door ;  *•  all's  safe  at  last  !       The   two 
women  are  in  the  other  room  all  safe  ;  all 
a.' id  the  attorney  snapped  his  fingers.      "  K*^ 
in  business,  iVIr,  Davidson.  Come,  at  Delha' 
this  day,  in  presence  of  Jerome  Montgomc 
Esquire,  one  of  his  Majesty's  justices  of 
po  ice  for    this   county ;    wlio,  having  cV- 
.Alexau'ler  Davidson  to  be  his  clerk,  to  wl 
\\o    .'uhiiinistered    to  oath  de  Jideli  admini 
done  officii,  compeared  Jeptlia  Grinder,  solis 
tor,     resi  lin^^     in      Drumleitch,    who,    bei — 
solemnly  sworn    and  interrogated,  depones^ 
Now,  swear  me,  Mr.  J  Montgomery.*' 

"  Swear  you !"  said  the  old  justice,  who 
now   three  parts  drunk ;  "  what*s  tlie  use 
swearing  a  d — d  attorney  ?" 

'*  If  you  please,  Mr.  Montgomery." 

'*  I   once  swore  a  horse-dealer,  and  it  ] 
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'^^^  at  rny  stomach  ever  since,  like  a  rotten 
^^^'  I'm  an  oil  man,  and  must  be  virtuous* 
"liss  me  the  jujf,  I'm  an  old  man,  but  1 
aiouldn't  like  to  die,  for  then  I  could  not  see 
tie  newspapers—" 

"  You  must  swear  him,  sir,  if  you  please,*' 
nid  Sandy  Davidson,  "  he  comes  before  you  as 
a  magistrate.*' 

•*  Well,  man,  I  am  a  magistrate— an  active 
and  efficient  magistrate ;  but  it  is  sharp  work 
swearing  a  lawyer,  sharp  work/* 

**  1  have  not  much  to  swear  to,«]VIr.  Mont- 
gomery ;  but  I  have  some  strange  documents 
to  produce,  and  I  must  be  sworn,  to  be  able  to 
get  them  into  the  depositions/' 

•'  Hold  up  your  right  hand,  sir,"  said  the 
justice,  pompously  ;  "  and  repeat  the  words 
after  me." 

This  was  done. 

Mr.  Grinder  then  swore  that  some  time  ago, 
certain  documents  had  been  sent  to  him  anony- 

monBly,  which  had  caused  him  considerable 
Q   3 
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«furprise.     One  was  a  private  memorandum 
the  late  ^ir  Charles  Falconer,  of  Woodlee, 
his  own  handwriting,  and  which  seemed  to  ha^'^-**^ 
been  j»repared  in  a  moment  of  extreme  agit^ — -^^ 
tion ;  it  was  the  commencement  of  a  will,  date 
24th   Xovembcr,  1828.    in    which    he   stat^ 
that  he   left   all   his  personal  property  to 
iitetjitimate    son,   Renault    Falconer,   then 
Christ's  Church  College,  Oxford;  the  wr 
went   im  someway  further  in  the  usual  sty 
u\  eucii  documents,  but   was  abruptly  broke 
oft^  and  im^-igncd :  it  was  of  course,  added  '. 
(Jriuder,  of  no  value  as  an  instrument  of 
(|uest ;  but  it  afibrded  a  sharp  commenc 
of  the  proof  of  the  illegitimacy  of  the  your 
man   who  now    held   the   lands  of    Woodle— ""^^ 
A  copy  of  the  docuu.cnt  in  Sandy  Davideoii^^ 
hand-writing  was  handed  in,  and  ^^collated*  ^^^ 
the  presence  of  the  magistrate. 

Another  paper,    Aln    Grinder    continue  ^^' 
which  was  sent  to  him,  and  which  he  also  ] 
duced,  was  a  letter  to  Mr.  Drurie,  also  i 


Sir  Charles  Falconer  of  Woodlee, 
ng  how  harassed  in  mind  he  was,  at 
vroman,  called  Naice  Morton  of  the 
hd)  had  told  him,  and  how  ill-disposed 
i  regard  it  in  the  light  manner  which 
Lrie^  in  some  conversation  on  the  sub- 

the  baronet,  had  done — how  he  hud 
her    a    considerable  sum   of  money, 

volunteered  to  use  his  interest  and 
1  relieving  her  son  from  banishment, 
Kluced  a  muttered  oath  or  two  from 
torton,)  if  she  Would  hold  her  tongue, 
the  matter  be  at  rest;    all  of  which, 

Nance  Morton  had  indignantly  re- 
;he  letter  also  stated  that  his  own 
Dn  was  in  favour  of  the  woman 
I  statement ;  and   that   i  e   had  never 

waking  hour  of  peace  since  she  first 
icated  it  to  him. 

»y  of  this  document  was  compared  by 
^rite  with  the  original,  and  also 
in. 
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The  third  and  lasr  document  wae  a 
also  in  the  handwriting  of  the  Siiid  Sir  Q\xi^' 
Fjilconer  of  Woodlec,    and  evidently  penOt^' 
when  the  writer  wa:»  in  a  state  of  much  excif^ 
nient.      It    w  13    a    long  .  fragment  of  a  K'ttet 
(which    had    been    suddenly    broken    off   and 
lail    aside),    addressed    to    Kenault,    his  son. 
The    epistle   was  full    of  affection,    and    pas- 
sionate   expression    of    the   love    and    pride 
which    he    had    for   the   young    man    whom 
he  addressed -telling   him,  that  ulthough    he 
must   lose    the    estate   and   rank  of  his  fore- 
fathers,   to    remember    that  he  waa  still    the 
last  descendant  of  an  honourable  house ;  and 
that  though  an  Mccident  of  birth  had  deprived 
him  of  t)ie   possessions   and   rank  uf  his  an- 
cestors, never  to   forget  that  he  was  the  be- 
loved and  only   son   of  the  last   baronet  of 
Woodlee  ;  never  to  renounce  the   name,  or 
wear  the  arms  uf  another,  at  the   desire  of 
the  family  of  any  one  to  whom  he  might  be 
united,  but   to   redeem   the  stain  of  iU^ti- 
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^^iaoy    jjy  striving  to  obtain  the  same  rank  in 

*^'iet^  as    his    prcat    ancestor  had  won,   the 

'^    lalconer  of  Robert  Bruce,  who,  by  his 

'^^ta.vinted  services,  had  taken  knighthood  at 

^    Icing's  hand  on  the  field  of  Bann  cliburn 

^'^    *^   love  and   confidence  the   letter    was 

^l^ed;   but    it    too,  as   has  been  said,  was 

ieft 

^ff  unfinished ;  and    had  evidently  been 

^^n  to   relieve   the  anxious  thoughts  tliat 

^    preying  on  the  writer's  mind. 

^Ihat's  all  the    documents,  then,"  said  the 

"^^  ice,  "  God  save  the  King  1" 

VJall   in   Nance    Morton   of    the  Brid^e- 

"^  ^Unce  was  called  in. 

'^^  Vie  old  woman  looked  keenly  round  on  the 
^^Xibly;  and  her  dark  eyes  flashed  as  she 
^^'tigushed  the  smuggler's  wife.  William 
^^i\)eth,  who  had  a  gloomy  dread  of  people 
^^  were  presumed  to  be  not  "camiy,"  as  the 
^^nt  but  expressive  national  phrase  has  it, 
^^Xfid  away  his  li>oks  from  her,  as  if  her  aspect 
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was  like  the  evil  eye,  but  she  continued  to  look 
on  William  with  an  intensity  which  irritated 
the  justice. 

'*  Honest  woman,  yon  came  here  to  make 
a  deposition  before  a  magistrate,  not  to  stare 
decent  people  out  of  countenance.  Mr. 
Norman  Comyn,  you  will  make  your  witoesa 
sensible  tliat  she  is  keeping  me  out  of  bed.^ 

But  before  Jeptha  Grinder,  who  was  about 
to  say  something  to  the  woman,  could  speak, 
and  before  Sandy  Davids:  »n,  who  had  taken 
a  dip  of  ink,  could  lay  his  arm  upon  the  tablt, 
Nance  Morton,  as  if  she  liad  not  heard  the 
justice's  admonition,  said — 

"  Willy,  ye  arc  a  far  ganger  in  the  wajs  of 
death,  but  before  ye  como  wi'  your  grey  board 
and  your  doure  trappin  to  tak  my  lens^th,  I 
shall  hae  fulfilleil  my  vow,  and  the  grass  may 
whistle  aboun  me  in  the  kirkyard  winds  as 
early  ns  Heaven  listeth.  Ay,  William  Mac- 
beth, ye  walk  wi'  your  board  like  the  eaemj 
of  mankind  amang  the  living,  a  waesoma  i 
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to  ihe  jooBg,  but  an  awefome  to  the  auld;  tliej 
say  thtkt  where  ye  have  oiice  been  on  a 
oountry  aide,  ye  shortly  come  again,  for  that 
death  track*  at  your  heels.*' 

^*  I  cam'  to  sweer  about  a  bit  coffin  I  mad^, 
it  may  be  two  or  three  and  twenty  years  ago/' 
interrupted  Air.  Macbeth,  uneasily  turning  to 
Mr,  Jeptha  Grinder,  ^'  and  no  to  hear  witch 
urordar 

"  Mrs.  Nanoe  Morton,  1  am  a  Justice  of 
the  Peace  for  this  county,  and  I  sit  here  to 
littem  to*  yoQp  deposition,  and  90  does  this 
young  maa-  to  note  i\  carefully  down — to  hear 
your  evidence  in  the  dead  of  the  night  (since 
it  ia  Mr«  Grinder's  will)  touching  the  succession 
to  an  honorable  liouae.*' 

**  Aye  sic  honor  as  sic  houses  have.  1  hae 
heard  o-  the  days-  when  the  Maisterfu  Mortons, 
the  Saucy  Setons,  the  Doure  Dalzells,  and  the 
GaUant  Western  Grahams  put  their  pennons 
OB  the   hruken^-root  ti^es   of    Falconer    and 

a  5 
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"  Weel,  weel,  Mistress  Nance,  and  sae  ^  ^ 
we,  and  plccsant  times  they  were,  but  we  i^ 
now  in  quiet  days,  and  1  sit  here  to  tak  yo  ^ 
deposition,  and  no  to  listen  to  the  bunlen  o 
auld  sangs,  sac  come  awa  wi*  your  evidence, 
hinny,    Mr.    Grinder    will    set   you    on    the 
splore." 

And  Grinder  did  so,  and  Nance,  with  little 
variation,  gave,  in  due  phraseology,  formal 
evidence  of  what  is  written  in  the  second 
chaptcT  of  this  work. 

A  dead  silence  was  preserved  throughout 
the  room,  and  as  she  put  her  square  set, 
ancient  signature  to  the  pages  of  her  deposi- 
tion, anxious  whispers  passed  around  the  table. 

"  Now  you  may  withdraw,"  said  Mr. 
Grinder. 

^*  Ellen  Morton !  you  will  please  Gome  before 
the  justice.'* 

The  woman,  who,  during  the  progress  of  the 
matters  mentioned,  liad  sat  wrapped  up  in  a 
cashmere  doak  that  a  princess  might  have  en- 
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^%  Speaking  to  her  husband  in  low,  anxious 

^^^    now  came    forward,  led   by  him,  and 

^^    heraelf  on  the  chair  set  for  the  wit- 


v^aat  awii  your  mufflers,  woman/'  said  the 
^^    party  addressed  did  so,  and  an  aspect 

UPOa 

^^  Adenly  revealed,  which  made  the  justice, 

^Unk  as  he  was,  courteous  as  became  his 
caate. 

*^^  Woman  seemed  to  be  about  forty  years 

S^>  but  the  face  was  one  of  those  which 

^    ^   feminine  youthfulness    until   old    age 

^^  On,  and  then  they  have  a  placid  beauty, 

^^ke  the  close  of  a  summer  day,  has  its 

^Uiet  loveliness,  and  its  own  unacknow- 

^^^^   influence  over   the  dreamings   of  the 

^^"■"^ there  was  a  wild  reliance  in  the  nervous 
Mui* 

^y  es  as  she  turned  them  on  iier  husband, 

^^Hd  doggedly  taken  a  place  by  her  side, 
but   *!_ 

'•^^•Fj  white   lips  trembled  as  she  encoun- 

the  dark  glance  he  gave  her  in  return ; 
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and  an  expreadion  of  agony  came  over  th^^    ^^^"^^i 
aquiline      features,      as      ^lorton, 
slightly  down,  whispered  coldly, 

"  Nell,  you  are  trifling  with  my  life  T 

"Ellen    Morton,    wife   of  David   Mor 
presently  residing  in  Dellhaven,daughter  oCl 
late  Thomas    Lindsay,  Farmer   on  Wc 
and  of  Margaret,  his  wife,  presently  reoidi^ ' 
near  the  church  of  *the  said  pariah  of  Wc 
lee,  who  bcin<r  solemnly  sworn   and  int^ei^:^ 
gated,  deponeti.*' 

So  read  Sandy  Davidson. 

'^  Now,  Madam,  if  you  please,**  saidG^i 
"  stand  up  and  take  the  oath." 

The  woman  trembled  violently,  and 
again  towards   her  husband ;    Morton*^,  hf 
was  shadi'wed,  and  liis  dark  eyes  had  %  oo¥j|-'^S 
fierceness  which  briike  out  like  tlie  lightaii^^ 
from  the  gathering  cloud-     The  wpmafL  nt^ 
the  justice  mumbled  over  the  ^^  orda^  an(d  t^ 
witness  in  an  unsteady  voice  repeated  thems 

Jeptha  Grinder,  daahing  off  ano^lmr  tmUf 


potter^  and  then  looking  at  hifl  notes,  pro- 

^^^^ed  to  aak  certain  questiona  of  poor  Nellt 

^oh  ahe  answered  in  suflfering  monoayUablea^ 

^^^  the  lawyer  dictated  to  the  olerk»  evidence 

tlie  f(^owing  effect.     That  the  deponent 

^*^   Imown  Hekn  Rutherford,  wife  of  Frank 

"^^^^n,  one  of  the  keeper*  of  Woodlee,  both 

^^^>^e  and  after  her  marriage— that  she  re- 

'^^^^bered  the  death  of  the  late  Lady  Fal- 

^^ir,  and  that  her  hulyahip's  child  waa  sent 

^>c  noracd  by  Helen  Rutherford— that  the 

^^^nent   was  frequently  at  Helen's,  cottage, 

^^^     knew  Mr*  Rutherford's  own  child,  and 

^^^  of  Sir  Charles  Falconer,  welL     That  on 

^^^^Hmg  of  the  death  of  Frank  Logan,  and.  of 

^^  of  the  infants,  she  went  to  Helen,  in.  her 

^■^iction,  and  remiained  with  her  several  days 

""^t^t    the  dead  child  wafl.  the  son   of   Sir 

^Wles  Falconer,  and  that  Helen  had  confessed^ 

^  her  that  she  had  given  out  that  it  was  her 

^wn.son  that  was  dead,  and  that  she  proposed 

to  send   him  up  to  Woodlee'  as  the  infant 
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which  had  been  sent  to  her  to  nurse— tha^       gir 
was   (lone   after  some  montlis,   and  that  y^ 

Charles  Falconer  received  Helen's  child  a^ 
own,  and  Iiad  him  numed  ^^  Renault." 

And  on  being  further  interrogated,  by 
Grinder  from  his   notes,  the  deponent 
that  the  heir  of  Woodlee  h:id  fallen  from 
ov\n  arms  u  few  days  previous  to  his  deat 
and  that  there  was  a  scar  in  consequence 
the  foreiiead  of  the  dead  child. 

The  woman,  with  a  trembling  hand,  8ign< 
her  deposition,  then»  deadly  pale,  and  alm< 
fainting,  was  led   away  by  her  husband,  ai 
William  Macbeth  was  called  into  the  witness    ^ 
chair. 

Streeking  Willie  deponed  to  have  made 
coffin  for  the  dead  child,  and  that  owim;  |^ 
some  whispers  about  the  absence  of  fair  pla^ 
in  the  way  of  its  death,   the  body  had  beetf 
examined  in  his  presence  by  Doctor   Haggar 
i.nd   tvv'o     oilier    medical    practitioners^   nov 
no   more,  as   vAiU  as    in    that    vi    the    Fro 
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^^T  Fiscal  of  the  county,  who  had  also 
o^^^  to  his  account,  "  and  nae  doubt,"  added 
^'ulie,  "as  he  was  a  lawyer,  it  was  a  lang 
ane,"  that  the  body  of  the  dead  child  had  ;i 
scar  on  its  foreliead,  which  was  accounted  for 
at  the  time,  by  a  statement  that  it  had,  a  few 
days  before  fallen  out  of  a  young  girl's  arms. 

Doctor  ilaggart  formally  corroborated  this 
evidence. 

Margaret  Lindsay,  the  mother  of  Nell 
Morton  -the  old  woman  who  had  stopped 
Comyn  s  gig  on  the  Suoday  evening,  and  had 
the  conyersation  with  her  son-in-law,  detailed 
in  a  chapter  of  the  previous  volume  -was  now 
called  in,  and  her  evidence — which  she  gave 
with  anxious  willingness  -  corroborated  all 
that  her  own  daughter  and  Nance  Morton  had 
0aicL 

**  Complete  I"  exclaimed  Jeptha  Grinder,  as 
the  justice  put  his  signature  to  the  last  page 
of  the  depositions—"  here  is  matter  for  an 
Action  of  Heduction.     I  have  more  witnesses, 
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but  theie  will  do.  Mr.  Comyn  of  fFitHxUee,  I 
eongratulattf  you  on  the  certain  ty  of  posscraing 
the  estate  of  your  maternal  ancestors." 

The  clock  struck  one. 

"  It  has  got  amang  the  sma*  hours,**  said 
the  lua^^istrate,  "  order  out  my  grey  pony. 
William  Macbeth,  if  you  please ;  ah  I  that 
brownie  man  \vi'  the  ear-rings^  and  the  woman 
have  ^one  awa' !  never  mind,  we  have  a 
quvjrum  left — now,  gentlemen,  a  stirrup  cup 
round%  Norman  Comyn,  1  hear  your  gig,  but 
justice  is  a  dry  thing,  and  now  that  we  have 
had  a  sufficient  spell  o*t,  let  ue  draw  our 
chairs  round  like  brother^,  and  the  last  mail 
in-  his  place  will  hue  to  sing, 

**  Willie  brewed  a  peck  o*  maul.  ' 

Tills  was  done,  the  glasses  were  replenished, 
and  Grinder,  who  was  in  high  spirits,  volun- 
teered the  song,  and  sung  it. 
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CHAPTER    VIIL 


THE  brush: 


TUEiiK  was  a  late  luMir  ekill  in  the  ni^ht  breeze, 
md  «  rustliog  lonelineaa  that  told  of  sleeping 
time,  in  the  louiids  of  the  wandering  wind 
the  earth  waa  shrouded  in  sullen  obscurity, 
wad  the  grey  sky  was  lowered  over  with  a 
gloomy  eongress  of  uncertain  clouds,  through 
the  deep  defts  of  which,  pale  stars  burned  at 
timee;  the  lower  east  was  becoming  white, 
epd  trembliniv  wrinkles  of  approaching  light 
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were   beginning  to  edge  the  horizon 
the  summits  of  the  silent  hills ;  for  the 
tliat  gentle  dowager,  had  sent  her  cold,  rail 
coated  heralds   athwart  the  sky  to  aon< 
her  coming,  :\nd   though   moveless  gloom 
on  the  earth,  there  was  a  brightening 
of  uncertain  dreaming  in  the   oolonrs 
fitful  east,  and  grey  clouds  touched  with  si 
flames— like   the   fire  in   the  opal — were 
coming  more  and  more  luminous,  and  at: 
forth  their  gorgeous  redness  into  the  dinfe — 
S3m  of  the  skies;  the   moan  of  the  flea 
ead,  and  the  whole  night  listened  to  it  ;  w^ 
the  dull  tramp  of  the  smuggler's  horses  on 
turf,  the  jingle  of  their  bridles,  as,  with 
heads  and  chafing  bits,  they  decended  into 
dells,  and  tiieir  snorting  welcome  to  the  ]0 
path  again  ;  the  cry  of  the  owl  from  the 
above  the  rich  valleys,  through  which  el 
brooks  ran  down  to  the  sea,  and  other 
sounds  now  and  then  broke  ui)on  the  mounung 
of  the   lone  sea  roar,  like  whispers  in  a 
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plsLce,  when  the  air  is  filled  w^ith  the  organ's 
roll — but  Morton,  heedless  of  the  poetry  of 
the  night,  pushed  sharply  on,  (or  he  wished  U) 
get  to  the  smuggler's  creek  before  tlie  rising  of 
the  moo:). 

teaching  a  heathy  flat,  that  ran  like  a  table- 
land level  with  the  edge  of  the  cliffs,  with  the 
dark  sea  on  one  hand,  wl  a  wide  range  of 
hilly  country  ^tretching  in  blue  misty  dimness, 
on  the  other,  while  the  cold  wind  blew  un- 
broken on  the  land— the  smuggler  gallopped  on 
^vrith  his  wife  by  his  side. 

No   words  were  spoken  during  the  ride,  the 
^vroman  seemed  labouring  under  sonic  painful 
thought,  which  her  husband  appeared  not  to 
care   to  speak  about;  the  horses,  liking  their 
footing,  passed  willingly  over  the  ground,  and 
by  and  bye  the  smuggler  descended  an  o))en 
turf-way  leading  towards  the  se:i,  and,  \\  ith  the 
focks    rising  higher  around  him,  he  came  on  a 
narrow    bridle    path  winiiing  to  a  shelving 
ledge,    at  the  extremity  of  the  famous  creek. 
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on  wliich  natural  pier  many  a  goodly  ^^^      - 
of  contraband  wares  had  been  patiently  lai' 
beneath  the  moon. 

A  low  whistle  from  Morton  was  anawc^ 
by  another  round  a  sharp,  jutting  rock,  on  t  ^ 
dark  base  of  wiiich  the  green  sea  was  bo^  -^^ 
ing  up  in  yeasty   whiteness  ;     but  anoth 
wliistle  was  also  answered  by  another,  mo^-*^^"^ 
faintly  in  the  distance.    The  smuggler  change^^^^ 
countenance,  and  looked  eagerly  along  th  ^^ 
creek,   but  tliere  was  no  time  to  pause  foi^ 
anxiety   to  be  satisfied ;   a  dark   boat,  like  a 
watchful  seal,  glided  round  the  projecting  rock, 
an  active  Lid  leapt  ashore  and  took  hold  of  the 
bridles  of  the  horses,  and  the  smuggler,  spring- 
into  the  dancing  boat,  handed  his  wife  aboard, 
and  seated  her  on  a  place  prepared  for  her. 
The  woman  drew  her  mantle  round  her,  and  the 
boat  darted  from  the  shore. 

Smoothly  and  swiftly  it  glided  under  the 
darkness  of  the  rocks,  the  muffled  oara  dipping 
noiselessly  into  the  deep  tide,  as  its  long,  dark 
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Nvavea  soared  and  sunk  beneath  the  cliffs,  the 
smugorler  rjlancing  over  the  waters  as  if  his 
eyes  might  peirce  into  the  obscurity  of  the 
coasts  of  the  creek,  but  no  word  waa  yet  spo- 
ten  on  board  the  boat 

A  rocket  shot  up  from  one  of  the  utmost 
headlands,  rising  high  and  steadily  to  the  sky, 
"*"»  in  a  moment  or  two,  another  answered  it 
^^  ^he  direction  of  a  more  distant  point,  in- 
vwible  (owing  to  the  shrouding  clusters  of 
rocks)  from  the  creek ;  and  almost  immediately, 
•^'"^^^  was  seen  high  in  the  clouds,  in  the 
direction  of  Delbaven. 

A  lew  murmur,  like  a  troubled  whisper, 
p*»^  among  the  crew  of  the  boat,  and  the 
de^tnlike  silence  came  again.  The  woman 
liflii  ^ot  raised  her  head. 

T^o  long  boats,  like  floating  snakes,  now 

^peared  creeping  out  from  both  points  of  the 

^ti^mities  of  the  creek,  the  measured  move- 

0^ent  of  the  oars,  the  dark  mass  of  men,  and 

fbe  manner  in  which  the  barges  glided,  as  if 


142 


THE   TOUXG   BAROXET. 


hovering  about,  waiting  for  the  prey  which  thev 
were  to  pounce  upon,  sufficiently  indicated 
what  manner  of  craft  they  were. 

"  The  sliarka  are  on  us !'  said  the  old  fisher- 
man, the  occasion  for  silence  having  now 
pr.ssod. 

•'  Row,  men  !"  said  the  5*muggler,  springing 
to  the  helm,  and  so  ru«lely  casting  aside  the 
:nan  wlio  h(  Idit,  that  he  almost  threw  him  into 
the  sea. 

The  boat  ran  swiftly  down  the  ^•e^y  centre 
of  the  channel,  then  its  head  turned  sharply 
towarls  the  cliffs,  although  still  bounding  to 
the  mouth  of  the  creek  ;  and,  by  the  sudden 
movemen*.  it  gained  the  landward  side  of  both 
boats  on  that  quarter,  thus  reducing  them,  as 
it  were,  ti»  one. 

It  was  clevorly  done,  and  the  gsdlant  little 
craft  ?cuJdcd  lightly  over  the  mu'lly  boiling 
water  iit  the  dark  bases  of  the  cliffk,  the  bowa 
of  both  the  preventive  boats  now  heading 
together  towards  the  smuggler. 
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*^  Boat  ahoy !"  shouted  an  officer  in  a  kind 
naval  undress,  standing  at  the  bow  of  the 
*dt  of  the  advancing  boats. 

**  Row !"  said  Morton,  unbuckling  his  pilot 
>at,  and  taking  several  pistols  out  of  its  ample 
ockets,  examining  the  priminp:  of  each,  as  one 
J  one  he  laid  them  beside  him. 

A  shot  from  a  small  brass  ^un  struck  the 
rater  before  the  bows  of  the  smuggler's  boat, 
k'hich  by  taking  advantage  of  the  movement  it 
lad  made,  and  by  keeping  close  under  the  dan- 
re  reus  rocks,  bad  managed  to  shoot  slightly 
(head  of  its  pursuers. 

Another  loud  hail  was  given  by  both  the  pre- 
rentive  boats  which  was  again  disregarded,  and 
i  second  shot,  striking  the  water  near  the  fly- 
ng  boat,  bounded  up  tlie  cliff,  and  its  rattlings 
mingled  with  the  echoed  of  the  report. 

Still  the  smuggler  s  bout  rowed  desperately 
3D  umid  the  dangerous  rocks  at  the  bottom 
of  the  cliffis;  not  a  word  was  spoken  on  board 
of    her;    Morton    glancing  alternately  at  his 
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pursuers  and  at  the  rocks,  as  his  boat  dhot 
through  dangerous  places  like  an  eel. 

Another  shot  was  fired  which  splintered  the 
j^unwale  of  the  boat.  The  preventive  were 
securely  paining  on  them. 

There  was  another  angry  liail  from  the 
iorcniO!*t  preventive  barge,  and  a  threat  to 
.sink  the  daring  little  craft,  which  however 
e(|ually  unheeded  the  challenge,  and  continued 
to  slioot  gallantly  over  the  hissing  waves. 

A  volley  of  muskets'  shots  was  {>oured  on 
the  smuggler  and  his  crew.  The  boat  was 
stnip^  in  several  places,  the  water  p:ittered 
around  them,  and  some  of  the  men  were 
slightly  grazed. 

**  Master."  said  the  old  fisherman,  pullii^ 
liis  oar  with  one  hand,  the  right ;  squirting  out 
a  jet  of  tobacco  juice,  while  with  his  left  he 
removed  his  glaced  hat,  through  which  a 
bullet  had  passed—"  they  will  riddle  us." 

''Bow,  men!'  shouted  the  smuggler  fiercelj» 
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«  another  fifty  pounds  when  we  reach  the 
ship."     He  took  up  a  pistol  as  he  said  this. 

LfOudly  and  quicklj  spoke  the  preventiye 
officers,  urging  on  their  men,  as  the  two  boats 
sweeping  down  once  more,  came  upon  the 
smuggler. 

Morton  rose,  one  hand  still  holding  the 
tiller>  and  the  other  grasping  a  pistoL  The 
nearest  king's  boat  was  within  a  few  yards 
of  him,  the  officer  standing  at  the  bow. 

Their  pistols  sounded  almost  together.  A 
bullet  passed  by  Morton's  lips,  grazing  the  skin, 
and  causing  the  blood  to  trickle  down  his  dark 
flliavexi  beard ;  the  king's  officer  fell  back,  shot 
through  the  body. 

^^  Bow,  men  ?*  shouted  the  smuggler,  becom- 
ing more  and  more  excited. 

Xhe  hardy  fishermen  made  their  boat  shoot 
|j]ce  an  arrow  over  the  long,  dark  waves ;  and 
Q^^ing  to  the  confurion  in  the  king's  boats,  oc- 
casioned by  the  fall  of  the  officer,  the  smug- 


146  THB  Toinra  M^Mmw^ 

gler,  still  keeping  doae  to  the  roob^  OB 
got  ahead. 

But  he  was  followed  keenly,  the  ]^ 
men  gave  that  savage  flhoat  whioh  the 
death  alone  occasions^  and  bc>iuided  M 
ing  boat  like  hungry  Uonfl» 

The  deep  boom  of  a  distant^  giyi 
heard  crumbling  in  cragjgy  (^choesrq 
moving  waters  of  the  creek.    • 

^'  They  hear  us;  the  Sanqr.  Sqsaii'li 
£ow^  my  men,  let  ns  get  to  the  opm 
I'll  shew  you  something  worth  itayii 
bed  for." 

But  the  open  sea  was  still. distaiili 
swift  preventive  boats  had  alreac^  dv 
and,  while  the  fishermen  stninej.iit  % 
at  the  base  of  the  terrible  difi^  di 
boats  arranged  themselves  so  oi.tf|rJ 
smuggler  to  the  land.  ..    ^ .  ...^^ 

Another  shot  was  heard  from  tli|f^ 
the  vessel,  it  was  evident,  wpia  I 
the  scene  of  action.     Thf 
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risen,  and  a  Btrangei  wan  light  made  the  long 
swelling  waves,  of  a  cold  sea-green,  as  they 
rose  and  fell  in  the  deep  pulses  of  the  Atlantic, 
throbbing  there  in  their  terrible  strength, 
amid  the  gnawing  madness  of  the  frowning 
diflby  as  if  each  pent  up  swell  belonged  of 
right  to  the  deep,  deep  nuun;  and  over  this  the 
hardy  boat  danced  and  dipped  and  staggered 
on*  bat  fleetly  still,  and  true  to  the  helm  that 
flniided  her. 

Y^et  it  seemed  useless  alL  The  preyentive 
boat  in  which  the  ofEcer  had  been  shot,  was 
dipping  and  plungii^g  a  cable's  length  firom  the 
last  jutting  rock  on  that  side  of  the  creek ; 
lour  men  resting  on  their  oars,  and  four  more, 
^rith  short  sea  muskets  in  their  hands,  stand- 
insf  ready  to  pour  their  shots  into  the  devoted 
aanuggler's  boat;  the  other  preventiye  barge, 
eomiDanded  by  the  other  officer,  shooting  al- 
jnost  alongside  of  the  pursued,  in  spite  of  the 
desperate  efforts  which  the  helmsman  and  the 
jBshermen  made  to  keep  ahead, 
a  3 


lliis  place ;  the  other  king's  boat,  as  ha 
siiiJ,  having  dashed  on  by  the  shorter  d 
to  the  projecting  rock,  where  it  lay  waii 
prey— It  was  evident  that  theoflScercon 
ing  the  pursuing  boat  wished  to  seize  the 
glcr  alive,  for  he  kept  all  his  men  at  the 
and  did  not  himself  touch  any  of  the  fire 

"  They  liave  nabbed  us  at  last,**  mi 
the  old  fisherman,  bending  back  in  the 
tug  of  his  oar. 

"  Row  r  said  Morton  sternly,  whil 
burning  eyes  and  pale  lips  he  watchi 
movements  of  the  boats. 

"  They  are  firing  rockets  on  the  land 
ter,"  said  the  old  fisherman,  whose  poat 
rowincr  enabled  him  to  see  this,  ^sni 


THE   YOUNG   BARONET.  149 

^^^'•^  Woken  into  crumbling  echoes  by  the  dill's. 
'  Row!"  shouted  the  smuggler,  standing  up 
^  the  boat,  "  the  flchooner  is  not  half  a  mile 
oS,  and  the  wind  is  freshning*      There,  we  are 
now  ahead  T 
"  We  are  going  on  the  rocks !"  exclaimed 
the  old  fisherman. 

A  splutter  of  pistol  bullets  whistled  about 
the  boat,  splintering  whiteness  on  its  pitchy 
sides,  and  dappling  the  heavy  green  swell 
around  them — this  was  occasioned  by  the  rocks 
having  prevented  some  of  the  pursuers  from 
using  their  oars;  these, furling  them,  had  seized 
^heir  pistols,  without  orders,  and  fired  at  the 
smuggler ;  but  though  the  shots  banged  lavishly, 
the  dip  of  liie  boats  on  the  rise  and  fall  of  the 
long  gurgliBg  rock  waves,  made  the  ^m  un- 
certain on  the  hunted  boat,  which  daringly 
and  Bteadily  plunged  over  the  yeasty  waters  at 
the  bases  of  the  solemn  cliffs. 

But  the  boat  at  the  point  of  the  projecting 
rock,  was  atill  riding  without  progressive  mo- 
tion on  the  rise  and  fall  of  the  sweeping  waves. 


uuut;  iius  puiui  uuiiiiuauuiug  uie  p 
open  sea. 

^^  Master,"  said  the  old  fishermai 
are  nmniiig  icight  upon  the  rocks  I 

"  Mind  your  oar,'*  said  the  mii| 
The  fishermao  did  ao^  till  it  bent  a 
mattered  sarlily,  **  joa  hwe  riiofe 
cer»  and  hold  life  cheapo  but  iiro— * 

Another  gun  from  the  aehooiM 
amid  the  difEs. 

^  Now  70a  muzdering  saaoall  w 
cried  the  offioer  of  the 
shot  up  dose  alongside. 

^^  Bow  men  r  said  the  I 
helm  with  his  left  hand»  while  wi 
he  took  up  another  pistoL 
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**  Row  P  he  cried  ia  a  voice  of  thunder — 
*'  The  first  man  who  refuses  to  obey  my  orders, 
I  will  shoot  him  where  he  sits.  Bow  cheerily, 
mnd  with  a  will  T 

The  king's  officer  seized  a  musket,  and  was 
in  the  act  of  levelling  it  at  the  desperate  helms- 
man, probably  from  a  wish  to  save  the  lives  of 
the  crew  which  he  seemed  hurrying  to  destruc- 
ticm,  when  he  received  a  pistol  bullet  between 
the  eyes,  and  fell  backwards,  dead,  upon  his 
men.  The  rowers  dropped  their  oars,  the 
barge  danced  and  floundered  about,  and  being 
thus  brought  between  the  stationary  king's  boat 
and  the  smuggler,  the  former  could  not  fire 
without  endangering  the  lives  of  their  com- 
rades. 

••  Now,  men  V  cried  the  desperado,  **  mind 
your  oars  and  pull  steadily — if  any  man 
blenches  we  shall  be  broken  into  chips !" 

There  was  a  narrow  cleft  between  the  pro- 
jec^og  rock  and  the  main  clifis  forming  one 
adte  of  ihe  ereek,  and  between  these  a  boil- 
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ing  sea  ran  sucking  fiercely  through  to  ih^  -«J^ 

ocean  when  the  tide  was  receding,  and  rushing-*- -^* 

as  wildly  towards  the  beach  when  the  watct^^   ^ 

was  coming  in.     The  dismal  channel  was  i 

of  black  rock  spurs,  never  dry,  although 

sharp  points  rose  at  times,  between  the  wav 

dripping  and  sparkling  for  a  moment  or  two 

until  the  deep,  embracing  waters  overwheIme£^^^^ 

them  again,  dashing  up  spray  long  fathom^^^^^^^ 

high  on  the  damp,  black  sides  of  the 

ravine;  and  right  upon  the  entrance  to 

dreadful  place,  a  place  from  which  the  seal  i 

the  sea-bird  kept  away,  the  smuggler 

on  the  devoted  boat  I 

A  .wild    cry  burst  from  all  the  crew, ' 
they  saw  themselves  engulphed  between 
rocks ;  the  oars  were  dashed  from  their  hancb 
the  boat  shot  forth  like  a  bobble  on  the  i 
ncss  of  the  pent-up  waves ;  Bunk^  as  if  au 
to  bo  swamped  and  torn ;  but  the  onugglflrj  i 
the  midst  of  the  appalling  coiafamaaoti 
moment,  seized  a  boat-hook,  (a  long  pi6oe 
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Strong  wood^  with  an  iron  point  and  crook  at 
the  end^)  and  while  the  boat  turned  its  grinding 
keel  upon  a  sharp  piece  of  sunken  ^rock,  the 
steersman  strongly  swayed  her  up  with  the 
point  of  the  boat-hook,  till  the  tough  handle 
snapped,  and  the  boat  planks  yielded,  bursting 
and  cracking  beneath  the  feet  of  the  startled 
crew ;  while  the  crushed  craft  rose  again  like 
a  cork  on  the  deep  sea  torrent,  that  shot  madly 
betv^een  the  rocks;  and  launched  swiftly  out, 
tearing  and  breaking  its  timbers  in  its  pell-mell 
course,  but  darting  on  nevertheless,  wreck  as 
it  had  become. 

The  moon  had  risen  at  last,  and  was 
shining  now,  and  the  broad,  deep  ocean 
was  before  them ;  but  the  boat  was  sink- 
ing fast,  and  one  of  the  preventive  barges  was 
ahready  doubling  the  point,  half  only  of  the 
cremr  rowing,  the  other  standing  up,hungry  to  fire. 

•*  Bale,  men  !  bale  1  with  your  hats— with 
anything !"  shouted  the  smuggler,  drawing  his 
drooping  wife  to  his  wife.  ''For  GK)d's  sake, 
bale,  we  are  dnkingr  h  5 
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They  did  so ;  but  as  they  did,  the  cnok  i 
muskets  rattled  on  them,  the  boat  was  atniok 
io  many  places,  and  a  shiver  and  low  moan 
came  from  the  smuggler's  wife* 

Beautifully  shone  the  moon — they  were  now 
beyond  the  headlands — and  the  open  blue  aea 
was  gentle  a^.d  glorious,  with  the  happy  waves 
rising  and  falli'g  like  a  bosom  that  is  bloaaad; 
and  gushing  and  plunging  sounds  were  rapidly 
followed  by  a  trim  ship  issuing  from  the  white 
sea  haze  into  the  pureuess  of  the  sprea^mc 
light,  cleaving  through  the  waters,  aa  ahe  bore 
down  upon  the  scene. 

Flash  followed  flash,  and  bang  followed  bang, 
the  smoke  rising  in  clouds  around  her  bowi^ 
and  the  iron  bullets  hitting  and  whitening  the 
tops  of  the  movin;;  waters,  as  these  mcoDoe 
gers  of  death  sped  towards  the  govenmieat 
barges ;  and  the  sinking  smuggler's  boat  was 
dipping  heavily,  and  slowly  settling  down,  wliea 
a  rope  was  thrown  to  it  from  the  aohoonert  abA 
its  head  was  pulled  up  under  the  ship's  i 
stem. 
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The  echooner's  helm  was  instantly  turned, 
and  her  broadside  came  opposite  to  the  mouth 
of  the  creek,  and  while  those  from  the  sus- 
pended boat  were  dragged  on  board  the  vessel, 
the   king^s  barges,  to  escape  from  a  storm  of 
gmpe-sboty  rowed  to  shore  with  their  dead. 
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CHAPTER   IX. 


THE   LATTER   END   OP   "THE   BRrSH.** 


The  flapping  sails  of  the  schooner  were  set  to 
the  wind  again ;  and  bellying  out  beyond  the 
graceful  spars,  became  like  wings  to  the  gallant 
little  vessel,  which  flew  over  the  ahining  waves; 
the  crew  walking  up  and  down  the  nanow 
planks  of  the  clean,  white  deck,  speaking  to  the 
fishermen,  who,  hitching  up  their  caavaa  trow^ 
sers,  and  spitting  far  over  the  ship's  sidi^  toU 
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the  particulars  of  their  escape  in  such  laconics 
as  could  be  extracted  from  them  ;  such  of  the 
sailors  as  were  ignorant  of  English,  having 
these  details  explained  to  them  more  laconi- 
caliy  stilL 

Their  commander,  carrying  his  wife  in  his 
arms,  had  gone  below,  after  issuing  some  rapid 
orders  to  his  chief  mate ;  who,  with  something 
of  the  rude  state  of  more  orthodox  discipline, 
had  received  him  on  board^all  hands  were 
stirring  and  the  deck  was  crowded. 

It  was  a  heavenly  night;  a  fresh  wind,  a 
white  moon,  and  a  limpid  sky ;  and  cold,  hazy 
clouds,  floating  like  neglected  vapour  below 
the  deep,  blue  caves  of  heaven;  a  summer  sea, 
joyous,  yet  clothed  with  strength,  like  the 
sportive  gamboUings  of  a  young,  proud  horse ; 
and  a  precipitous  shore  waning  into  a  deep 
haziness  that  made  it  look  like  a  dark  mass 
of  douds  descended  to  the  earth,  brooding 
over  the  moving  sea;  a  little  star  sparkling 
here  and  there>  and  the  flash  and  recurring 
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blinking  of  a  light-house  on  one  of  the 
heads. 

The  step  of  the  men  was  measured;  and 
they  paced  the  deck  in  thinking  groups ;  the 
man  at  the  helm,  the  two  out-looks  at  the  bow, 
and  other  sailors  attending  to  the  imme- 
diate work  of  the  ship  with  as  little  mutual 
recognition  or  exchange  of  intelligence  with 
the  idle  part  of  the  crew,  as  if  these  working 
men  were  automata.  And  so  the  dip- 
per schooner  scudded  on  under  the  summer 
moonlight. 

Still  the  rockets  rose  from  the  land,  bunt* 
ing  aloft  into  little  stars ;  and  the  crew  of 
the  schooner  noted  them  as  ihey  rose.  They 
produced  an  unexpressed  anxiety  in  the  mind 
of  every  man  on  deck. 

By-and-bye,  one  of  the  men  said  he  saw  a 
rocket  rvs^from  the  sea^  beyond  the  moet  prcH 
jeoting  headland  ;  but  another  said  it  was  ft 
falling  star. 

Rapidly  now,  however,  cose  fooket  iipdii 
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^ket  from    the   preventive  Btations  on  the 
^^  as  if  Bimnltaneoudy  answering  a  com- 
mon signal,  and  all  doubt  was  soon  ended  as 
^   /cUling  stars ;  for  it  was  evident  that    the 
^tttt^r  was  in  the  offing,  and  was  replying  to 
^Ao    signals  on  land. 

*^-*^lae  work   of  the  ship    went  on  orderly  ; 
^^      mate  keeping  at  the  helm,  and  the  boats- 
whistling   injunctionB   as  to  ropes,  to 
^3ien  who  had  clambered  aloft  ;  more  can- 
^^vaspnt  on  the  ship,  but  the  position  of  the 
>  narrow  headland  of  the  bay,  forming  the 
^^^^■^^ite  claw  to  that  from  the  back  of  which  the 
^^^'^'ering  rockets  rose,  was  unfortunate  for  the 
•^^^ner. 

Still  it  bounded  on ;  plunging  forward  over 
*^"^  deep  waves,  like  a  proud  thing'^ranging 
wide  of  the  land,  (to  which  it  had  kept  too 
clo6ely,)to  get  beyond  the  head  of  the  bay,  but  the 
cutter  came  in  sight,  its  long,  black  hull  doubling 
die  other  headland,  and  its  white  canvas  swelling 
ibrtbi  giving  bounding  impulse  over  the  moon- 
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light  waves;  on^  on  it  came,  like  the  mear 
sured  plunging  of  a  noble  horsei  that  frolica 
but  progresses  fleetly ;  while  every  hour 
brought  the  scudding  schooner  in  a  nearer  line 
to  the  king's  ship's  guns. 

The  tide  of  chances  bad  evidently  set  against 
the  Saucy  Susan  ;  but  the  schooner  was  used  to 
such  things  ;  and  once  beyond  the  bearings  of 
this  iron  coast,  she  might  hoist  French  colors 
to  the  harmless  indignation  of  the  old^  rosy 
sailor,  who  commanded  the  cutter  of  the 
king;  but  a  long  sweep  was  needed  to  get 
clear  away,  and  that  was  what  the  schooner 
was  striving  for. 

The  night  hours  were  passing  all  this  whiles 
for  the  point  of  the  headland  they  were  ran* 
ning  for,  took  in  a  sweep  of  miles ;  and  the 
struggle  between  the  ships  was  yet  a  silent 
one. 

It  was  an  anxious  time,  however,  for  thoB0 
on  the  smuggler's  deck ;  for  the  cutter  had  laog 
guns,  five  of  a  side,  and  she  was  coo 
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^*^  old  sailor^  whom  the  Morton  bad  often 

^^  and  in  certun  etraits.  had  returned 

fior  shot ;  while  the  crew  were  now  de- 

^^  of  his  command — for  after  the  chase 

^^  cutter    was    communicated   to    him, 

^^^  thought  fit  to  approach  the  cabin. 

^^^  in  the  cabin  there   was  a  different 

^^     ^^      The  smugglet's  wife   lay  on  a  couch 

^      *^^  richly  fitted  apartment,  her  husband 

V^   ^Xing  beside  her,  holding  her  hand,  while  an 

0^     "^^ithered  man,  who  had  been  a  surgeon  in 

*  ^^^nch  ship  in  Napoleon's  time,  and  now 

«^^^  in  that  capacity  to  the  smuggler's  crew, 

^^  staunching  the  blood  which  was  flowing 

^\a  a  wound  in  the  woman's  side. 

^'  It  is  dangerous  then  ?"  demanded  Morton, 
^th  ghastly  earnestness. 

^'  Betas  otdr  said  the  old  man,  putting  his 
2i40d  over  the  woman's  heart. 

**  What  r  exclaimed  the  smuggler,  with  a 
degree  of  agitation,  as  fierce  as  it  was  sud- 
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den ;    ^  is    my    Kdl    then,    to   be   i 
from  me?" 

''Le  ban  Dim  &  osn^"  Bud  the  old  £r 
man,  mournfully. 

"  David,  I  am  dyings''  whiqpered  the  w; 

*'  Nell  I  my  own  Nelll  yoa  are  not  d; 
you  will  not — must  not  die  I  NeU«  Nell 
can  you  say  that  to  me  T 

And  the  strong  man  bent  over  her,  ai 
convulsive  movements  of  Ida  back,  wei 
terrible  for  sobs. 

"  Le  ccBur  ui  faibk,''  miAibe  veneniU 
geon,  *^ma  ehere,  good 
yourself  to  God." 

'' David  r  said  the  dying 
the  wrong  you  have  made  tne  do  4e  lU 
of  Woodlee  I  Oh,  Davidl  BvMl  it  is  ta 
to  die  forsworn— but  it  was  all  ftr  tki  t 
your 

''  Do  not  speak  of  that»  Nell^wlMi 
world  to  me,  if  you  go  awaift.  leelM^il 
I  ever  listened  to  yoor  maOmtp  or  M 
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u> 


0<:^^cac^2^  who  has  brought  me  to  this.  But  they 

*^^*=*^I>ted  me,  Nell,  they  tempted  me,  and  I 

'^^^^ti.^  to  have  the  means  of  setting  you  in  a 

i>^T  place,  to  give  you  gold  at  freer  will,  and 

deck    you  like  a   queen,    my    beautiful, 

***-3^      ^rue    one ;    and    the     attempt   has    lost 

tP^^  «uir 

^"lie  dying  woman's  eyes  filled  with  tears, 
^**^d  it  was  some  time  ere  she  could  speak.  At 
■^*^K^h  she  muttered  in  a  weary  tone, 

X^romise  to  repidr  the  wrong  I  have  done, 
^^^^   Ood  may  give  me  rest  I" 

^^e  clasped  her  hands  as  if  in  prayer,  and 
Station  of  her  bosom  made  the  wound 
^^<^^tj  anew. 

It  is  arterial  blood  I  mon  cajntaine^  said 
"^  white-haired  surgeon,  weeping  like  a 
doil^  ^'the  dear  good  lady  is   passing  from 

^  How  do  you  feel  now  T*  said  Morton,  who 
ins  too  much  engrossed  with  his  wild  grief 
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to  note  what  the  surgeon  said;  ^yoa 
better,  are  you  not,  my  gentle  Nell?" 

*'  I  am  sinking ;  I  feel  death  at  my  b 
Oh,  promise  me,  promise  me,  that  yofu 
repair  the  injustice  I  have  done.    TUb 
just  retribution  on  us  both.     PKmuse 
promise  me  this,  by  the  love,  I  know,  you  1 
borne  me." 

<^  Nell,  only  Heaven  knows  how  I  1 
loved  you.  I  have  often  been  hasty,  hi 
and  cruel  to  you,  Nell,  for  my  mind 
burdened  with  more  amdeties  than  yoa 
knew;  and  I  have  spoken  lightly  of  ; 
deep  love  for  me,  which  was  the  only  blei 
of  my  life ;  but  still  I  had  no  happiaes 
thought,  or  hope  of  happiness^  bnt  nd 
were  connected  with  yon.  lliey  wtj 
people  die,  that  wish  to  die,  and  when  I 
cruel  to  you,  you  often  sud  that  yoa  iri 
that  you  were  dead,  but  do  not  leavo 
Nell,  stay  a  little  with  me,  that  I  mij 
show  you  how  kind  I  can  be  T 


THE  T0T7NG  BAHONET. 


165 


PiX>: 


^ive  me  your  hand  again.    I  am  dying  1 


^^Xi8e 


me 


f" 


«c 


«« 


^h,  Nell,  Nell,  NeUr 
-^or  Heaven's  peace,  for  the  love  you 
^^^     me;  promiae  mel   promise  me!  and  I 
^•^^    beatrestr 

-Cfell,    if    you   leave  me,    my  course    is 

^^^  and   my  promises,  Nelly,   would    be 

^^^    vrords  spoken  over  the  grave.    But  why 

^P^^^fe  of  that?    Nell,  when  we  saw  our  boy's 

>^^t;le  coffin  sunk  in  the  sea ;   the  coffin  that, 

^^^^en-hearted  as  I  was,  I  was  obliged   to 

^^^Ve— for  the  carpenter  was  ill  of  tiie  disease 

^^  ^hich  our  poor  child  died — you  remember, 

^^U,  how  I  worked   all  night  long  at  the 

^oflSn  of  my  boy ;   ah,  Nelly  I  the  rich  may 

loae  their    only  child,  but  I  had  to  saw  the 

rood,  to  fashion  and  frame  the  thing  on  which 

my  blue  eyed  boy  was  to  be  laid  I  and  when 

we  saw  the  coffin  sink,  although  the  boy  was 

your  image,  and  had  your  eyes  and  lips,  and 
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kindly  ways,  you  almost  fixrgot  jofl 
grief  in  witneasinji^  mine.  They  aicy  I 
rich  and  well  bom  never  qpeek  U^^ 
their  wives^  however  little  tbey  may  « 
them,  and  never  say  angry  words  i 
for  all  that  they  may  do;  bat  Nellys 
laughed  at  wedlock  when  my  heart 
other  anchor  but  yours,  and  I  have  x 
you,  for  sins  that  were  my  ownP 

**  Do  not  speak  of  that — ^promise  me  tl 
will  atone  for  the  evil  I  have  done;  by  i 
that  gladdens  my  dying — ^promise  n 
I  have  much  to  say  when  onoe  yo 
promised  ipe,  but  I  feel  that  death  ia 
on  me  fast,  and  I  cannot  say  what  ! 
till  I  know  that  you  will  redeem  whal 
done." 

'*  Nelly,  you  are  the  only  one  wIm^I 
a  life  of  good  and  evil*  has  knred  0M 
last.  When  they  banished  me^  a  boj, 
crimes  I  had  done,  you  knew  it  w^. 
enough  to  buy  you  a  neoUaoa  of  oo 
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ffolcS^  like  ihht  which  Helen  Butherford  wore, 

th.^^     I  played  false  to   prudent  ways,    and 

tbo^xgh  all  the  country  side   reproached  me, 

^^^d     the  mob  hooted  at  the  Smuggler's  son,  as 

^^     ^ode  in  the  jail   cart  through  Drumleigh 

^^^'^iWTi,  nobody  knew  what  bore  me  up,  nobody 

y>xxt     you,  my  true-hearted  NelL     And  think 

of^    o^ir  parting  then  I  how  I  asked  you  to  be 

<5oixstant  to  me,  and  how  I  promised,  in  spite 

^*      "klieir  laws  and   fetters,  to  come  to  you 

•S^iiL    And  how  true  to  both  our  promises 

"^^    '^rere.     And  how,  in  spite  of  all  my  hasty 

^^ox*<3a,  how  dear  even  when  I  railed  need- 

^•**lj  at  you,   how  dear  we  have  been  to 

^^cli  other*    You  will  not  leave  me  I  no!  no! 

^  ktxow  you  will  not  leave  me,  Nelll" 

^  You  have  been  a  good,  kind  husband  to 
nifc,"  muttered  the  dying  woman,  "  the  best, 
^^  very  best  of  husbands.  I  knew  you  loved 
ittc  as  woman  is  seldom  loved,  and  it  is  only  a 
woomn  that  knows  how  much  that  may  atone 
for*  But  you  sinned  to  have  the  means  of 
JiviDg  me  pleasure,  and  I  have  sinned,  dread- 
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fiilly  sinned,  forsworn  myself  for  you— b^ 
you  will  take   this  load   o£F  my  heart,  ao^ 
promise  me  to  repair  the  injury  I  have  done  t^ 
Falconer  of  Woodlee.    Don't  take  the  lights 
away." 
**  They  have  not  been  touched^my  sweet  NeH* 
"  La  mort  apprache  T  said  the  surgeon. 
<^  My  feet  are  uncovered,''  anxiously  whis- 
pered the  dying  woman. 

"  No,   my    Nelly.    I*m   sure   you   wouUi 
rally,  if  you  could  try  to  sleep." 

^^  My  forehead  is  very  heavy,  this  is  not^ 
sleep— keep  hold  of  my  hand — this  is  death  P 
^<  Oh,  there  will  be  dies  larmei  on  deck  11 
when  this  is  known!"  muttered  the  suigeoOi* 
*^  may  I  take  one  hand,  and  ask  you  for  the  < 
good  blessing  on  the  old  man  who  has  loved 
you  as  if  you  were  his  daughter  I" 

He  took  the  hand  and  bait  his  white  head 
over  it. 

*^  David !  David  I"  cried  the  woman,  ^  our 
boy  is  not  dead  I  here  he  comes  I  I  always 
knew  he  was  not  dead  P 


THE   YOUNO  BARONET.  169 

She  raised  herself  on  the  couch,  half  opened 
her  arms,  and  then  fell  back  a  corpse ! 

The  guns  of  the  cutter  began  to  play  upon 
the  schooner. 

The  crew  were  much  surprised  that  their 
captain  did  not  come  on  deck.  At  length 
they  heard  that  his  wife  had  died  from  a  gun- 
shot wound,  which  she  had  received  in  the 
chase  with  the  preventive  boats.  This 
greatly  added  to  the  concern  of  the  men, 
almost  reducing  them  to  dismay ;  Imt  the 
work  of  the  ship  still  went  on  orderly,  the 
mate  never  leaving  the  helm,  while  the 
cutter,  with  all  her  sails  set,  was  still  bearing 
gallantly  down. 

But  it  was  no  time  to  respect  grief,  how- 
ever violent ;  and  the  mate  was  compelled  to 
send  down  a  messenger  to  Morton,  informing 
him  of  the  jeopardy  of  the  ship,  and  that  he 
did  not  see  how  it  was  possible  to  avoid  sur- 
rendering. 

VUI-.    tu  I 
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The  answ  cr  was  anxiously  looked  for,  and, 
as  1 1  early  every  one  expected,  the  Smuggler 
answered  it  in  person.  His  features  were 
luiggard,  and  his  dark  eyes  had  an  unnatural 
hriglitiiess,  but  in  other  respects  his  appear- 
ance betrayed  nothing  of  the  agony  of  hi(» 
niiml. 

He  iouke'l  around  him  with  a  glance  like 
rhat  of  tlie  hawk,  and  for  an  instant  a  hectic- 
like flush  mounted  to  his  sallow   cheek. 

^nd  yet  the  scene  and  its  objects  were  coU 
enough. 

It  was  just  grey  morning,  when  the  sea 
waves  look  colder,  and  the  sea  roc!:s  more 
forlorn  than  is  their  wont — fast  upon  the  low 
cra^'gy  point  of  the  promontory,  with  the 
dark  green  waves  whitening  around  its  lone- 
liness, the  schooner  seemed  to  be  running ; 
while  the  cutter,  about  half  a  mile  to  wind- 
ward, was  bearing  down  under  a  cloud  of 
canvas,  to   shut  out  the   egress  to  the  open 
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sea.  The  schooner's  mainsail  had  been  shot 
through,  dbe  had  a  part  of  her  bulwarks 
broken,  and  several  of  her  spars  were  splin- 
tered. 

Morton  took  the  helm,  and,  familiar  with 
every  rock  on  this  part  of  the  ooast,  ran  the 
▼easel  under  the  shadows  of  the  headland. 
But  the  schooner  lost  in  progress  by  the 
shelter  which  the  promontory  afforded,  and 
it  was  evident  that  the  ship  could  only  clear 
the  rocky  head  by  passing  under  the  cutter*s 
guns. 

A  shot  fir<»n  the  king's  ship  struck  the 
wBter  almost  at  the  schooner's  bows. 

The  Smuggler  tacked,  the  wind  filled  the 
seils»  and  the  schooner  bounded  on  boldly  over 
thp  more  open  waters^  the  cutter,  with  flapping 
flails,  bringing  to,  and  preparing  for  the 
aduKKier  the  reception  which  she  so  recklessly 
dared. 

^  Lie  down,  every  man  T  shouted  Morton. 
^  Lie  down  flat  upon  the  deck." 
I  3 
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The  order  was  obeyed,  reluctantly  by  somey 
willingly  by  others,  and  Morton  stood  alone 
upon  the  deck. 

The  commander  of  the  cutter  hailed  the 
schooner  through  a  speaking  trumpet,  but  no 
notice  was  taken  of  that,  and  a  broadside  from 
the  guns,  and  a  volley  of  musket  shots,  fol- 
lowed the  neglected  challenge. 

A  dark  ripple  sweeping  over  the  distant 
waves  had  come  on,  and  the  schooner, 
wit  11  her  full  sails  set,  had  bounded  on  to 
the  wild  time  of  this  freshening  wind,  but  the 
ciitter*8  shots  had  told  for  all  that ;  bulwarks 
were  crushed  in,  masts  struck  and  splintered, 
and  a  hurricane  of  musket  bullets  had  whistled 
over  the  deck)  and  when  the  crew,  the  moment 
the  shock  had  passed,  glanced  anxiously 
towards  the  after  part  of  the  ship,  they  saw 
the  mate  grasping  the  helm,  and  Morton  lying 
dead  where  he  had  stood  I 

But  the  schooner  had  cleared  the  headland^ 
and  was  now  plunging  forward  over  the  open 
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sea,  the  cutter  making  all  sail  after  her,  but 
when  the  first  beams  of  the  sun  were  flashing 
on  the  brightening  waves,  the  king's  ship  was 
so   far    distanced,  that,  although  she  continued 

the  pursuit,   all  hope  of  the  capture   of  the 

schooner  was  at  an  end. 
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CHAPTER     X. 


THE   IIEIBE88   MARBIED. 


Six  weeks,  the  half  of  summer^  were  sped, 
and  lost  to  man's  time  and  to  woman^a  age ; 
six  weeks,  and  berry  brown  August  came ;  and 
it  was  nine  of  the  dock  on  a  bonny  morning 
of  that  jolly  month,  that,  as  Norman  Comyn 
sat  in  the  cool  breakfast  parlour  of  his  cottage 
in  the  Dells,  there  was  a  postman's  rap-tap  on 
the  brass  knocker  of  his  green,  honeysuckled 
door. 
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A  BiDftU  matter,  one  would  think,  was  thai; 
but  Corny n*8  countenance  altered  at  the  sound; 
and  he  set  down-  his  cup  of  coffee  to  indulge 
the  suspense  he  felt. 

A  servant  entered  the  breakfast  room,  and 
eet  certain  letters  on  the  damask  cloth  before 
his  master.  His  pale  wife  was  sitting  opposite 
to  him. 

Comyn  looked  hastily  at  the  handwriting  of 
the  addresses,  and  his  eyes  flashed  strangely 
as  they  fell  on  one,  a  stiff,  formal  hand,  sug- 
gestive of  Stamped  paper.  He  tore  it  open, 
east  back  his  chair,  and  with  rigid  brows  read 
it  anxiously  through. 

But  the  brow  became  smooth,  the  keen  eye 
bright,  and  he  continued  to  hold  the  open 
letter  before  him,  though  he  read  it  no  long  r. 

*'  It  is  good  news,  I  hope  ?''  said  his  wife. 

*•  It  is  kind  of  you  to  hope  so  much,"  said 
JMt  husbaad,  glancing  contemptuously  towards 
hmr. 
'^  I  am  sure.  Nor—,  Mr.  Comyn — " 
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"  Mr.  Comyn  I  why,  my  fair  plebeian,  a 
mistress  would  not  eall  me  that." 

'^  You  know  when  I  call  you  Norman,  you 
are  angry  with  me.'' 

*^  It  sounds  so  like  ^  Malcolm,'  that  I  fancy 
you  are  deceived." 

Lilly  .  ighed  deeply. 

"  Well,  well,  Lilly,  you  ought  not  to  d^ ; 
you  will  soon  be  the  lady  of  Woodlee." 

<<  Is  it  settled  then?"  enquired  Lillys  but 
not  anxiously. 

'^  My  attorney,  or  rather  the  Edinburgh  at- 
torney of  Jeptha  Grinder,  Esquire,  worthy 
man  !  writes  Jeptha,  and  Jeptha  writes  even 
unto  me." 

"  And  what  does  he  say  ?'' 

''  Little  enough,  fair  Lilias,  but  he  encloset 
copies  of  matter  more  attractive,  than  anything 
which  he  himself  might  have  the  wit  to  devise. 
Counsel  have  given  their  opinion  that  my 
right  to  the  barony  of  Woodlee  is  aeonrely 
founded  and  complete.     The   Edinburgh  at* 
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tomey  also  writes  to  Grinder— the  devil  take 
them  both !  but  wont  I  tax  their  bills  I  they 
think  they  have  me  under  their  inky  thumbs, 
and  Grrinder  never  meets  me  on  the  street, 
but  be  has  the  fulsome  impudence  to  offer  me 
snuff— this  Edinburgh  zealot  writes  to  Grinder 
that  he  lias  reason  to  know  that  Comyn's 
counsel,  on  being  shewn  a  certified  copy  of 
the  evidence  taken  at  the  *  Sailor's  Return/  in 
Delhaven — which  I  sent  to  Factor  Drurie,  as 
Comyn's  steward— and  on  having  other  matters 
submitted  to  tbem,  have  also  given  their 
opinion  against  his  right  to  the  lands,  and  have 
reconunended  him  to  make  as  good  a  retreat 
as  he  can,  into  insignificance." 

**  Then  there  will  be  no  lawsuit  ?" 
''  I  don't  think  there  wilL  But  I  shall  not 
know  for  a  day  or  two,  as  Falconer,  it  seems, 
will  not  receive  counsel's  opinion  so  soon  as 
I  have  done,  his  men  being  righteous  and  lazy. 
I  don't  think  he  will  give  me  much  troublei 
for  be  is  a  strange  fellow,  and  has  some  morbid 
I   5 


178  THE   TOUI^'G   BARONET. 

idea  of  becoming  great  by  his  own  ezerti<:^' 
A  very  pleasant  and  most  praiseworthy 
melancholy  generally  in  its  results,  if  it 
not  happen  that  virtue  was  its  ownrew^ —      ^ 
Pass  me  that  fork,  my  lady  of  Woodlee.  tT*^^^ 
fancy,  Lilly,  did  ever  your  warmest  ideaa  ^^^^ 
marrying  dashing  splendour  in  the  person  ^"^^^ 
a  recruiting  officer,  or  perfect  holiness  in  thit^^ 
of  a  young  oaten  fed  preacher  of  the  goepdi 
amount  to  anything  like  that  !'* 

"  I  almost  think,'*  sai  1  Lilly,  musing,  '*  that 
I  am — I  mean,  I  might  be,  happier  as  I  am^"* 

*^  Egad,  that  is  what  I  cannot  say.  I 
adhere  to  tlie  vulgar  prejudice  in  ikvoar  of 
good  fortune.  But  I  know  you  wouU  rwAmt 
share  a  cure  of  souls,  and  care  of  poultry, 
with  Malcolm  Stuart,  than  share  a  buony 
with  me." 

^'  I  would  share  beggary  with  you,  witluwt 
a  murmur,  and  you  know  it  well  T  and  TJlly 
with  emotion. 

**•  I  know  nothing  of  the  sort^nst 
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^^^     toast— nothing   of   the   sort,    Lilly;     at 

^^®^»    I  should  be  devilish    sorry   to    share 

^Sgary  with  any  body ;  my  tastes  lie  far  in 

'^^  opposite  direction.     Pour  me    another  cup 

^    coffee— but    good    fortune     never    comes 

without   its    drawback,"    continued    Comyn, 

niuaing^a  had  this  but  occurred  but  twelve 

nM>nthfl  ago !" 

l«illy  poured  out  the  coffee ;  but  the  aching 
heart  filled  up  the  blank— had  this  good 
fortune  come  twelve  months  ago,  Lilly  Ramsay 
ncrer  would  have  been  my  wife.  And  Lilly 
knew  it,  and  wished  to  die  I 

'^  There  i^  just  one  thing,  which  makes  me 
rejoice  at  this  splendid  accession  of  fortune, 
Lilly,"  said  Comyn,  sipping  his  coffee,  '*  just 
one  thing  which  makes  me  rejoice  and  be  ex- 
ceeding glad.** 

Lilly  raised  her  soft  eyes  enquiringly. 
^'  Oh,  I  don't  say  that  it  will  enable  me  to 
play     love     games    with    wanton    hazards— 
although  we  all  know  that  no   married  man 
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ae  L-*  Lz-  -vza,:  ir-f  zalLcii. '  vyrUly  circmnstanc— — -- 
4>:«i  a»rl^  -^j  ill !  in  woridly  orcnnMtfmnu.^ 
wa^,  AS  he  U  in  his  social  coii£tioii 
en-^i :  I  ::-'t  ;&&ude  to  thst  at  all,  my 
ar«  or  in  rambler  -or,  I  sboold  not  aaj 
rbr  rhjv  hi^e  the  tretfmaaoarj  deooratioii 
•  a  I'jv^  vt  knrwleige  ;'  rhey  are  *  hope* 
gophloaL'  :*-oagh  you  don't  quite 
the  birchn>i  pn>toiindiry  of  the  claawcal  te 
— Lord  bli^s?  me  !  this  coffee  is  delicioiis ! 
shall  have  a  dash  of  brandy  in  my  next 
last  cup.  WelK  I  was  saying,  Lolly,  my 
— '  the  love  of  the  turtle,'  you  knoir, 
common  to  the  *  clime  of  the  east,'  the  C^- 
of  London,  and  this  our  cottai^e  of  the 
I  was  sayini:  that  I  rejoiced  in  being  lord 
a  Scottish  baro'.y,  or  rather  in  poflseeAng 
revenue.s  of  one  yielding  some  aeyen  or 
thousand  a  year  —not  so  much  in  thus  hm^ 
an  accumulation  of  calls,  carea,  mistrenea 
horses,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing ;  as  in  a 
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r  which  it  will  give  me  of  per- 
ve  music  the  flaglet  sentiment, 
ree  of  true  love  never  ran 
t  is  a  sweet  sentiment ;  and  so 
I  herself  might  take  a  bath  in 
3shed  when  all  was  done  I" 
ite  seeing  through  the  object 
tleties,  gave  another  quiet  look 

e  off-^or  no ;  push  that  plate 
3y  it  is  too  arduous  for  you  to 
tions  of  cold  fowl ;  there  is  a 
must  be  managed  with  a  rapid 
lave  that  wiry,  tugging  flavour 
.  Capital  grouse!  I  brought 
on  the  bonny  braes  of  Cuik- 
I  was  saying,  Lilly,  I  don*t 
endid  fortune  which,  by  the 
tellii^ent  Providence,  is  coming 
sirm  light  of  the  exciting  glad- 
extended  means  of  playing 
ames  might  produce,  so  much 
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as,  really  and  truly,  having  an  opportunity  of 
witnessing  one,  on  a  perfectly  orthodox  scale. 
I  shall  thus  have  the  patronage  of  a  parish 
held  by  a  very  old  man,  who,  they  say,  10 
even  now  troubled  by  ghosts ;  and  this  will, 
in  the  fulness  of  time,  enable  me  to  do  an  ac^ 
of  duty,  in  conferring  the  living  on  a 
man,  whose  good  qualities,  although 
to  me,  have  long  been  highly  appreciated 
my  wife.  Moreover,  he  will  thus  be  bi 
very  near  to  our  dwelling  place,  Lilias^ 
may  have,  at  convenient  seasons,  much 
communing  with  thee.     More  sugar,  love.' 

Lilly  said  notliing,  but  her  poor  heart 
stung. 

''  A  capital  bird  this-I  felt  itd  breast  9^  - 
bagged  it.  I  don't  wish  to  say  anything  10^ 
annoy  you,  but  I  think,  Lilly,  I  shall  live  » 
long  time,  for  good  news  give  me  an  appetitei 
Egad,  I  can  hardly  believe  that  all  my  doobli 
and  anxieties  have  been  thus  blewn  away. 
The  ministiy  must  give  me  the  title,  I 
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^unce    oat    my  friend    Borfield    from    the 
^fough,  and  get  the  baronetcy,  which  is  ae 
'^•tural  to  the  rank  of  Woodlee,  as  that  of  par- 
^n  is  to  tythea.     And  you  will  be  my  lady  — 
^  yon  see,  my  beloved,  that  there  is  nothing 
^  be  had  in  this  life  without  its  drawback/' 
I  shall  not  be  a  drawback  to  you  long,"* 
*^^     poor  Lilly  hastily  putting  her  hand  as  if 
^-^finnge  the  sharp  pain  in  her  side. 
^    IBah  I  that  is  a  worn  out  phrase  of  excul- 
^    ^<^o.     I  knew  a  man  in  Brighton,  whose  wife 
^^       the  talk  of  the  town  on  account  of  her 
••Entries,  and  whenever  he  reproached  her 
^^X.  them,  she  would  put  her  hand  to  her  side, 
^     tell  him  that  she  would  not  trouble  him 
^^'^^S-      And  a  happy  release,  poor  thing,  it 
^xUd  have  been,  had  she  died  away  from  such 
^^^mteP 

*'  You  should  not  speak  in  that  way  to  me," 
*^  Lilly  with  emotion,  while  her  eyes  brigh- 
t^d  for  a  moment,  with  a  true  woman's  in- 


fr<i-t:;T-    V  r-  "^rag :  tv:.:  zZfi  next  momeni 

-  ji~  liil"    L  '^.oL-i^-cfiad  I  can 

":t:u:t-=    -  ^  i_   rros.  I  iiii  dfaxighc  that 
1  -ccrrr  L?  I  iu.-i  rr'^iiTTU  ii*  morning  W' 
iii ' :    iiiuii:    =•:      iiiZfi^   \Zfi  ang 

i*:v?   '-rr    li-.rM    i-ici^i*;-!  ihan  my  best 
Tn.rir:*:  1-^1    rixin:-j:cL  x  as  facfa  early 
li'i  I  r«-:r;i  •  r   tie   iiL:ilIfo£iKe  a£  if  it  wer^ 
;x:.ejci'.  -y^j:.     3-^:  r^^riipe  all  tliifl  is  hi 
3a    r^ — I    i.u  :   r«I:»eTe  in  the  mBtj  of 
sc^r:.      I    z^Ti   rL*ZL*  :':>rziing  like 
3IJ  rr^LLZ.    :l<=dc.  jrierLv  uki   marrelloai^ 
T^-:.  i'^P^lL  .:  -J  fcrfcz^.  Lilly*  that  as  a  time 
!::•:  jcestz.:.  I  Liv^  :his  itch  to  trifle  with  yc^ 

-  IV  -.:c  rif  "Tkrad  to  lae/  said  Lifly* 
•r:^   iKr   swinziiag   ej^s  tovards   him. 
ksiow   Tvc  v2o  so?  al^diys  mean  what  yon 
bat  wjhfc  I  &Z1  aloae,  I  remember  your 
and  if  tou   cv«ii  kzMv  bow    ualmppf 
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^c  me,  I  think  you  would  not  repeat  them 
^." 

Pleasant  reading  that  would  make  in  a 
xmental  novel,  but  it  is  quite  necessary  that 
:»  of  all  times  in  the  world,  we  should  un- 
"tiand  each  other.  I  have  frequently  ex- 
^ed  to  you  the  feelings  I  entertained  to- 
38  you  when  we  married." 

Ton  have,**  said  Lilly  with  a  sigh. 

The  deep  and  passionate  love  which  I  bore 
*■  Lilly,  was  mocked  by  a  sight  I  witnessed 
'  a  few  days  before  we  became  man  and 
•«  But  your  innocence,  your  artlessness, 
^QvrordfjouTweaknesM — which,  under  every 
^Tname  but  its  own,  is,  before  marriage,  an 
lanting  thing,  but,  after  marriage,  it  is  a 
^nsuming  curse,  which  reduces  the  keenest 
cients  of  the  heart's  enjoyment  to  ashes,  these, 
"^ther  passion  blinded  my  reason:  sordid 
^ds  might  think  that  it  was  your  fortune 
^h  made  crush  such  feelings  as  I  have 
^tioned,  but  I   know  that  you  will  at  least 
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do  me  the  justice  to  believe,  that  no  tho^ 
of  that  ever  entered  into  my  mind  ?" 

^'I     would    fain    believe    it,"   said 
*'  although,  to  vex  me,  you  have  often  said 
it  did." 

'^  Pour  me  out  another  cup  of  coffee^ 
now  just  pass  me  the  liqueur  case.  I  was 
to  say/'  resumed  Comyn,  after  sipping  a 
of  the  mixture,  which  he  had  prepared ;  ^t 
your  ready  abandonment  of  heart  to  me, 
so  much  of  innocence  in  it,  that  I  give  ytm 
word  of  honour  I  fancied  I  had  got  a  Id 
virgin  love— a  pure  impoambility,  as  I 
have  known — and  which  a  fool,  Lilly,  the 
evening  when  we  disturbed  your  we^ii 
kissing     tSte^i-tStCy     had     the    wit    to 
me  of." 

The  wife  took  up    a  book,  but  she 
hardly  have  read,  her  eyes  were  too  fliU 
tears. 

*^  Nay,  don't  be  angry,  Lilly,"  said  her 
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md,  in  his  soft,  rich  voice,  ^*  don't  take  up  a 
ook- what  is  it— MUton  ?' 

«  No;  it  is  Wordsworth." 

**  A  greater  poet." 

Couyn  said  this  to  arouse  her  attention^  in 

ier  that  die  mi^t  rallj  sufficiently  to  be 

le  to  endure  the   sueeriag  rqfvroaches    in 

ioh  he  took  such  morbid  delist,  and  Lilly 

kcd  enquirii^ly  from  her  book. 

^  Ime  poetry,  like  true  greatness,  Lilly,  is 

"^0  be  measured  by  the  grandeur  of  its  deeds 
^^d  the  greatest  poets/'  continued  Comyn, 
y>Jig  with  his  fork,  and  looking  at  bis  wife 
'^  an  ezpressioa  of  curious  interest,  whicL, 

^Kmie,  mi^t  have  seemed  contemptuous  ; 
^fi  greatest  poets  have  not  always  given  us 
^  greatest  poetry.  In  some,  as  in  Milton, 
^fimcy  seems  to  create  the  sustaining  feeling, 
lid  ml  others,  as  in  Wordswortb,  the  feeling 
eems  to  create  the  sustaining  fancy.  This  cold 
nouse,  is  excellent  T 
^  I  am  glad  you  like  it,"  said  his  wife,  a  hec- 
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tic  flush  rising  to  her  pale  cheek,  in  the  ^^^ 
tion  created  by  those  tones  of  companioO^'^P' 
by  which  this  accomplished  man  oould  al^^^^ 
cheer  the   poor   heart   of   the   wife  whort* 
seemed  to  be  his  wish  to  destroy ;  for,  as  -tl*^*^ 
was  nothing  coarse  in  Comyn's  oruelty ;  xX^^"^ 
were  none  of  those  stunning  sensations  ^'i** 
blunt  the  sensitiveness  of  woman's  heart  ;     ^*^*" 
he  revelled  in  this  analytical  torture^the  **  X^*"^ 
serves"  of  which,  he  had  the  fiendish  skill  i»^'^ 
to  destroy. 

"You   had  good   sport,**   continued   I-*»*^^' 
"  yesterday,  on  the  moors." 

"  I  had,  indeed ;  but  shooting  to  me,  10 
what  Hamlet  expresses  of  cannon  firing  ^^ 
greatness  drinks  its  wine.  I  have  been  nt*^-^^ 
to  the  thing — I  speak  of  the  shooting  I^a**-^' 
without  any  reference  to  the  dogs  -—  I 
been  mated  to  the  thing ;  and  killing  \Atd^ 
the  hills  is  to  me  like  the  white-bait  dU*^ 
to  the  ministers  of  the  crown — not  a  thing  * 
they  care  for,  but  something  that  the 


i 


THE  TOUNO   BARONET.  189 

brings.  I'm  a  Scottish  gentleman,  and  there- 
fore must  kill  game.  I'd  rather  eat  it,  Lilly, 
and  kiss  a  white  hand  after  the  wine  with  which 
I  had  washed  the  wild  poultry  down.  But 
don't  take  up  your  book,  I  had  capital  sport 
yesterday  on  the  hills,  and  might  have  com- 
mitted butchery  on  a  larger  scale,  had  I  not 
met  the  ladies  Lennox  riding  ponies  on  the 
moors ;  and  I  walked  with  the  two  beauties  far 
into  the  Glen." 

Lilly's  stricken  heart  ached,  but  she  said 
nothing,  for  she  yearned  to  hear  a  kind  tone 
again. 

"  I  declare,  I  have  news  here,  that  make  me 
feel  a  changed  man.  Falconer  won't  give  me 
mach  trouble,  if  he  can  convince  himself  that 
my  claim  is  a  just  one.  And  this  day,  I  must 
write  to  Borfield.  Ill  give  him  a  thousand 
pounds  to  go  out,  and  promise  to  put  him  in 
*  aiarain  next  election.  I  shall  get  the  seat  im- 
mediately. Just  fancy  you,  Lilly,  in  Belgrave 
Square  T 
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•*  Oc  ?:c  A2V  Lx>i^  else.     I  believe  fc^ 
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r  friendfl  have  bad  coaae  to  oomplain  of  any 
t,  of  yielding  od  your  part,  Lilly." 
1)6  wife  took  up  the  book  again,  but  it  was 
t;o  read.  Her  poor  eyes  looked  upon  the 
^  but  the  printBwam  before  them ;  and  as 
xyn  looked  upon  the  stricken  thing,  the 
Siflh  bitterness  of  his  nature  became  more 
tied  by  her  pladdity,  and  he  returned  a^rain 
is  phiyful  task. 

That  book  is  beautifiilly  bound,  Lilly— you 

it  was  Wordsworth's  po^ns.*' 

It  is  a  present  papa  sent  me,  yesterday,'' 

LiUy,  raising  her  gentle  eyes,  and  turning 
^  towards  her  husband 

And  the  Provost  likes  Wordsworth, 
i  he  ?"    enquired    Comyn,  with  a  covert 

I  never  heard  him  say  he  did;  but  he  knows 
ike  much  that  Wordsworth  has  written, 
d,**  continued  poor  Lilly,  ^*  I  have  liked  him 
ter,  since  you  told  me  he  was  a  poet  you  ad- 
'ed.'' 
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*'  So  I  doy  but  admirin<?,  and  reading  a  ] 
are  vtrv  different  things.  Nay,  listen  to 
Lilly,  I  know  that  like  most  women  you 
to  discourse  about  poetry." 

And  this  was  true ;  and  how  fascinatis 
companion  this  bad  man  might  have  been  t(^ 
being  whom  he  tortured  thus,  none  better 
Comyn  knew. 

"  You  like  Wordsworth    then,  cherief^         •* 
continued,  after  he  had  regained  her  atten'C:^^^^*^ 

"  Many  things  of  his,  *  The  Leech  Gathe  X      "^^ 
*  The  Cumberland  Beg.ar,'  his  'Ode-" 

"  Never    speak    of   odes,    Lilly ;    Vul  *"' 

clined  to  think  the  word  *  odious,'  comes  : 
those." 

Lilly  put  down  her  book,  for  Comyn's  i 
were  gentle  and  kind. 

"  I  like  Wordsworth,"  said  she,   "  bcc«»* 
when  I  read  some  of  his  pieces,  it  seems  to  t^^ 
as  il  we  are  thinking  together.  Andj^continu^^ 
the   young  wife,  forgetting  her  woes  in  tl*^ 
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gladness  which  the  gentle  moment  of  seeming 

kindness  created — ^'it  is  pleasant  to  feel  that." 

"  There  is  a  want   of  polish    in   some   of 

Wordsworth's   things   which   I   should    think 

9 

would  render  them  almost  offensive  to  a  person 
with  your  exquisite  passion  for  the  refinement 
of  the  beautiful,"  said  Comyn,  looking  at  his 
victim  with  an  ill-concealed  expression  of 
soomful  interest 

*^  I  do  not  find  it  often ;  but  I  think  that 
poetry  may  be  polished  to  a  fault." 

**  Undoubtedly^  Lilly  ;  there  is  some  poetry 
BO  exquisitely  polished,  and  so  faultless  in  its 
way>  that  it  is  rather  adapted  for  elegant  bind- 
ing, than  to  be  read— as  there  are  certain 
achievements  of  pastry,  rather  intented  to  be 
looked  at>  than  eaten.  Is  the  Provost  fond  of 
poetry?" 

LiUy  was  silent,  for  she  now  saw  that  she 
waB  Btill  being  mocked  by  her  playful  lord. 

"  At  Woodlee  you  shall  have  a  bower  fitted 
up    for  yourself,  like  Rosamond.       Malcolm 

TCI*  n.  K 
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Stuart  shall  have  the  living,  and  be  like  one  of 
tlie  family.     Won't  that  be  deligbtftil,  love  T 

Lilly  did  not  speak. 

"  You  shall  have  the  merit  of  the  gift,  Lilly, 
and  I  dare  say  he  will  be  as  much  pleased  with 
the  benefice,  as  he  would  have  been  with  tlie 
wife.  Although  for  that  matter  he  may  be 
often  with  you  at  family  prayers." 

"  I'm  sure  I  have  been  a  good  wife  to  you;" 
said  Lilly  bursting  into  tears. 

*'  Indeed  you  have ;  you  keep  a  househcM 
hook,  neatly  written  and  correctly  sammed,  no 
doubt,  and  with  dates  as  precise  as  those  of  s 
lodger.  You  do  anything  I  bid  yotu  Yoa 
come  when  you  are  called,  and  go  away 
you  are  told  to  do  so.  But  I  did  not 
these  housekeeper  virtues  so  mnch  as 
qualities  in  the  woman  I  made  my  wife.** 

^^  I  am  sure  I  have  loved  you  well  P 

^^  And  others  as  well  as  me.  Yofi  have  a 
great  capacity  for  love ;  none  is  mote  tendv 
than  you.     I  verily  believe  you  oonld  love  a 


THE  TOUNO  BABONET.  195 

tailor*8  dummy.  But  your  love  for  me  came 
too  late.  You  had  had  love  paasages  with 
another.  But  you  wished  to  marry  a  gentle- 
man,  and  I  was  the  only  one  you  could  get." 

*'  Oh,  how  can  you  say  those  cruel  things  to 
me  !^  sobbed  LiUy,  clasping  her  thin  white 
hands  together,  '*  you  know  they  are  unjust  I" 

**  Kot  a  bit  of  it,  my  lady  of  Woodlee.  I 
was  fool  enough  to  give  my  heart  to  one  who 
I  thought  was  as  pure  as  snow,  but  who  I 
found,  had  been  a  student's  light  o*  love.  A 
proud  man  I  shall  be,  when  with  you  leaning 
on  nay  arm,  we  shall  meet  the  darling  boy  whose 
arm  bas  so  often  encircled  your  waist,  whose 
l^isBes  have  been  so  often  pressed  upon  your 
lipa — Faugh!  I  know  what  innocent  love  is 
made  of." 

Lilly's  bosom  quivered,  and  the  tears  rained 
do^v'n  her  flushed  cheek. 

«*  'Well,  well,  Lilly,  don't  pule  about  it,  I 
^lare    say  Fm  no  worse  off  than  many  other 
men,    though  I  confess  I  looked  in  you  for 
3  It 


r^i  \.::-XG  raboxet. 

-  .  .  -zj:  '-."-r  :r-ir.  was  given  to  other  folk?. 
>  .:  -V       .- .-   ..   "*—•  J.  ,^«*f.      You  have  not 

...  -.:  .  -•.«.  IWien  a  holy  Joeeph,  in 

•  r    .^l...^.  >.  V.C  must  bear  one  another  s 

■..^-    ::     :-ir  ...:v.       l>ut    what    were    we 

•  .V  :^  -?:   r.   ...    loctry   or   pastry?     I 

r      ::!  re  !  don't  aay  more  \^  said 
•  :.?^...^    :.-.r   hi.nJs  to    her    forehead 
.J.  .  >  -  .    ..liiiag.     May  I  go?" 
:•:  "-?    .  ..^:vtr  lu  the  muscles  of  the 

-  -  .  .  rjL...  ..-..:  .-.  p.intul  clearness  in  the 
S..i. .".:.;*  :.-ir-  ■• .:  eye?,  which  shewed  Comyn 
:'-.;:  .i  f:  o:  !:y?:eriu  would  terminate  his 
T^  ^^.  '   :z  :>  -turc  it  $ho   remained,  and  he  an- 

••  V:  oour?'.  ;•  •  ..  may,  my  hij;h-bom  lady  of 
\\\-xl.cc.  1  ii:  LToiug  to  your  father*s  to  bor^ 
r\>w  ;i  thousand  (vuuu^  of  him,  to  buy  Borfidd 
ou  «'t  his  ecai.  have  you  any  onmtnwTii^fifta 
for  me  to  ciirry  to  my  respected  fatherJB- 
Uiw  r 


THE  YOUNG  BARONET.  197 

**  No,  no— tell  him  that  I  am  well.' 
**  And  happy?"  said  Comyn,  looking   after 
her  as  she  was  leaving  the  room. 

But  Lilly  could  say  no  more,  her  heart  was 
bursting  and  she  felt  its  pangs,  bnt  her  mind 
^wae  too  much  stunne-l  to  allow  her  conscious- 
ness of  woe  to  have  the  intelligence  of  ready 
thought,  and  she  left  the  room  to  weep  alone  in 
the  desolate  apartment  which  she  called  her 
oirn. 

**I  wish  she  was  in  heaven,"  thought  Comyn, 
as  sinking  back  in  his  chair,  he  began  to  open 
his  other  letters ;  ^'  if  she  should  die  I  shall 
have  made  a  pretty  move;  a  beautiful  and 
gentle  wench  for  about  a  year  or  so,  anJ  twenty 
thousand  pounds,  with  freedom  afterwards,  and 
Iree  possession  of  the  money  paid  down.  Well, 
this  is  a  strange  world !  Oh,"  continued  Comyn 
looking  at  the  signature  of  the  first  epistle, 
^  a  letter  from  the  man  who  has  the  chateau 
near  Geneva,  the  original  '  Manfred  chateau,' 
with  pretty  wenches  and  waltzing  tunes  in  the 


.z   '^t:_  ?'  Zi:   ^  He  "^ntftj-  £C  mil  vouX|H 

:_  .i    I-iEi   '*"::::=;   ifc*i  jc  Uiirs*  «t  so  zipe 

.■L    ^is  hi^  ^ajBCX  ir  svais  nuae  ez- 


_    -.  t:=-:   --^^    ijraa*  a:  ^TfT  »^i  gold. 


-  -  iTr  -L^-cc^it^at  zc  rOSdJ  age^— but 
^  i:'  >  ^Ck^i*:  oil  I  sl  in  x2»  loids:  of  h  ; 
.  -  >  It-^f  I  i3i"^  mw  z^  pliT  my  put  as 
.  jfr  li^.vTiciT — v-ji^  7i  oii  r  a  letter  fiom 
-  tt«  .mIcc^  r^nni  ^TEub.  apakgiai^  fior 
.  :u  -':::c  rTrr- -r  ^*  3W  ibr  ei^ht  jears^  and 
.:i^  Hti  ^u^  i»i  isa?  r*.-*  a  Ihing  in  Somer* 
ie.rr:.  i3ft£  yci=5  =»e  K^  xad  him  Dnunleigli 
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salmon  by  a  Bristol  ship.  This  is  a  bill,  I 
know  the  writing ;  this,  a  kind  firieod's  short 
letter,  asking  me  to  write  a  long  letter  in  re- 
turn— ^but  1  must  get  the  gig  out." 

He  rang  the  bell,  and  ordered  the  pony 
carriage,,  and  in  a  few  minutes  was  driving 
throufich  the  wooded  valleys  of  ''  The  Dells," 
towards  Dmmleigh  town. 
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THE   ONE  TUINQ    NEEDFUL- 


As  Comyn  rattled  on,  he  felt  his  happiness 
dilate,  in  the  increasing  oonsciousness  of  its 
existence.  There  he  was,  Norman  Comyn, 
driving  over  the  turnpike  road,  the  all  bat 
possessor  of  the  nohlc  barony  of  Woodlee,  and 
a  scat  in  parliament ;  on  important,  wealthy 
and  great  man.  Former  hopes,  howcTar 
founded,  never  brought  the  matter  so  near ;  he 


-^c. 
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hal   for   80  muny  yeard  been  a  borrowing  man, 
that  the  immediate  prospect  of  such  wealth  was 
like   that  of  a  delicious  change  of  existence. 
His  wife's  twenty  thousand  pounds  had  put 
him    in   possession   of  a  much  greater  sum  of 
money  than  he  ever,  at  any  single  time,  had 
previously  called  his  own,  and  the  change,  in  that 
instance,  was  a  pleasant  one.      But  Comyn,  in 
respect  to  his  marriage,  always  considered  him- 
self in  a  certain  degree  as  a  man  sold,  who  was 
eating  the  mess  for  which  he  had  given  up 
valued  privileges,  and  who  by  his  own  act  had 
put   himself  out  of  the  pale  of  liberty;  by  his 
uianiage  he  could  ensure  his  ease,  mutton  and 
sherry,  and  i  pair  of  Shetland  ponies  in  harness, 
but  ii  was  by  for  ever,  as  it  seemed,  renouncing 
pretensions  to  any  state  of  things  better  than 
that. 

^ow  Comyn,  by  imagining  that  his  ambition 

at  the  age  of  thirty  had  fidcd  quite  away  under 

the  iuflaence  of  a  passion  for  voluptuous  ease, 

had  deceived  himself — for  the   restless  want 

K  5 
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even  of  zioiierace  tortune  had  had  its  influenc^^^^ 

on  the    immediace  wishes  of  this  selfish 

sensual   man,    bat,  now  that   the  still, 

T^^ice   of  "  no  effects  ^  had  been  withdran 

ComTn,    according  to    the   univenal  law 

human   aspirations^  had  leisure  to   wish 

better  things  than  those  which  he  enjojred- 

or  rather  possessed,  for  their  active  enjc 

had  ceased  long  ago.     Comyn  saw  this, 

he  was  too  wise  a  man  to  attonpt  to  < 

it  &om   himself,  or  to  hesitate  to  act  unde^^ 

its  conviction;  and  so  it  was,  that  the  immediJ 

ate  prospect  of  obtaining  a  splendid  fiortuuL^  ^ 

political  power,  and  distin^piiiAed  rank,  ] 

as   they  did  the  pathway  of   ambition 

charms  which  make  its  very  progress  deHgh^"  -^ 

fill,   excited  in  his   mind  feelings  so  full  ^^^ 

happiness  as  to  surprise  himself,  not  only 

their  intensity,  but  by  the  remembnuiee  1 

he  had  not  thus  experienced  them  untii 

A  longing  to  enter  his  own  park  gates^  f 

already  felt  those  of  Woodlee  had 
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qdore  the  vast  mansion,  aad  the  accomu- 
1  treasoreB  of  its  andent  rooms;  the 
I7  plate  and  jewels,  the  rent  roll,  the 
'^  woods,  streams,  and  farma  ;  the  very 
esand  oarriages  did  not  escape  his  rapa- 
of  thought,  and  it  gave  him  pleasure,  sen- 
pleasure,  to  remember  that  the  late  Sir 
rles  Falconer  had  been  famous  for  splendid 
IMges,  and  a  valuable  stud. 
There  is  a  team  of  bays,  and  a  team  of 
«,**  though^.  Comyn,  ^  not  a  horse  of  either 
seven  years;  and  last  time  I  was  at 
nOee,  the  groom  told  me  they  had  some 
itiful  colts  of  both  colours  coming  on.  I 
IhavelittiediffiiHilty  in  showing  as  splendid 
les  as  any  man  in  town.  Borfield  wants 
lousand  pounds,  and  I  know  wont  hear  of 
going  under  that ;  but  tiie  borough  is  now 
borough,  and  once  get  him  out,  I  shall  take 
he  does  not  get  in  again.  But  he  is  ena- 
red  of  the  power  to  frank  letters,  and  may 
1  a  few  promises  as  well  as  the  money. 


—  ~   •=: — 1    ::^~^    :--C2.      Tit  Pttvosi  muse 

-  -     -  — T  ■n.-irsisi   ;:t.iin»a=u  if  my  present 
~    —   2    -  ji---:    zr.  sni  ▼ieL  I  ^ew  Jiitn  the 

.---    :-T-.r:r-=-L    It    »£I  rr3«  heatate, 
i^-r  .    v^_  -=  j^"^^  ^'  ^2i=  r^spoee  of  the 

_-T    i-ir  ^^  "-  iai."dt;r:^v  tr<:<»ufed5  into 

.:  ■  .         Me  jr.~:ec  'r:^  aeTer  ask  me 

_    •:       —a-:    12;^-      =.7  stekies— nowy 

.    -'     -  "^J-^    ^^"*^   *^-   bene  we   are  in 

~.^..    _:.    V  r^   n-  siriMfcrds^  its  children, 

-  1.  ^^tT*--  ^V^— *  ^2*  old  town  tfaongh, 

V  n     i:i!i  I  sm.^  ooe  <Llt  be  politi- 

..   .    ^..^'.j  -•:  ul  I  sars*T.     There  is  a  door 

_. .     "...  .-^iJii:  C-.i-^i-el   Pei'pexflint,  H- E 

^ .  1  i^  — ■*—;  — ^scii  ^•bi^ed  to  him  for 

_~  '-^    i:  J  Ttiicc  'own."  so  tkr  m&  to  make  it 

=.     — ^.^  .I-.--  --^-:r*:   »  the  Falcon  Hotel,  it 

:.     :--^-   -^  ra=hKand  here  is  the  town 

..  .1^-.      v:j.;  i  z.^c  fimcel  1  never  saw  itB 

-.^^.j^^—  u=.ul  now— but  on!  on!  my  tough 
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ones — now  we  are  in  High  Street,  and  pretty 
girls  are  walking  there  on  its  pavement  too — 
and  fine  houses  of  sparkling  granite  are  those 
I  am  coming  to ;  on  I  my  trotting  Norsemen. 
Ah!  how  do  you  do?"  continued  Comyn, 
raising  his  hat  to  the  salutes  he  received,  '^  and 
here  go  the  bells !  it  is  a  fine  old  town,  upon 
my  word  it  is  1  but  now  here  I  am  at  the  Pro- 
vosts  door." 

A  heavy  range  of  buildings,  on  one  side 
warehouses,  and  such  like  places  of  business, 
and  on  the  other  a  banking  office,  with  the 
name  of  one  of  the  national  bonks  in  black 
carved  letters  on  the  broad  brass  plate  on  the 
door ;  this  branch  bank  being  managed  by  the 
provost;  and  above  this  office  rose  the  sub- 
stantial dwelling  house  of  the  banker,  trades- 
man, merchant,  and  magistrate,  the  father  of 
Comyn*s  wife,  with  its  long  finely  wooded 
rose  gardens  behind,  leading  down  to  the 
quiet  suburb  road  by  the  side  of  Drumleigh 
stream. 


5>« 
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J  dear  sir,  a  man  most  not  speak  too 
\i  the  wife  whom  he  loves,  even  to  her 
ither.  I  consider  the  feeling  a  great 
x>  sacred  to  be  expressed  I  shall  only 
er  say,  that  as  Lilly  and  I  have  hardly 
ght  or  feeling  which  we  do  not  share  in 
>n,  my  happiness  and  hers  are  insepara- 
and  you  will  be  delighted  to  hear  that 
world  of  splendour  has  been  opened  to 
L' 

nd  what  is   this,  man?"  enquired  the 
St  with  some  interest, 
'ou  remember  what  I  told  you  a  few 
IS  ago,  about  the  barony  of  Woodliee  ?" 
ou  surely   never  have  been   so  badly 
d  as  to  follow  up  that  foolish  affair?*' 
^ardon  me,  Mr.  Bamsay,  you  would  not 
;  by  that  name,  were  you  in  possession  of 
information  on  the  subject ;  but  I  saw 
^ou  disapproved  of  what  I  considered  to 
I  attempt  on  my  part  to  obtwx  my  rights, 
I  determined  to   say  no  more   to  you 


Ti   *    ^-^iirr-i  y.jr  &  -Bill  rrt  irrw-Z'  m 


•  T-ti..  -    :r.ro=  'T  iii— loi;  dia*  irfll  beT 
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"  I  don't  think  Falconer  will  give  me  much 
trouble,**  continued  Comyn^  "  nor  that  there 
will  be  any  very  protracted  proceedings  in 
my  way  to  possession.  Besides,  as  the  final 
issue  must  be  in  my  favour,  I  shall  have  him 
a  good  deal  in  my  power  in  the  way  of  back 
rents,  and  other  things." 

**  But  you  surely  will  take  no  advantage 
of  that  T*  said  the  old  Provost,  his  honest  eye 
suddenly  kindling. 

**  No,  no,  but  it  is  sometimes  well  to  have 
a  sword  over  a  man's  head,  when  you  want*  to 
bring  him  to  reason." 

The  Provost  relapsed  into  silent  thought 
again. 

"  Now,"  continued  Comyn,  "  I  intend  to 
write  by  this  post  to  Borfield,  and  if  things 
go  as  I  expect  them  to  do,  that  is  if  Falconer 
strikes,  and  goes  to  the  devil  peaceably — I 
mean,  I  mean,  if  he  gives  in,  in  short — 1  shall 
stand  for  the  borough ;  and.  Provost,  I  shall 
want  the  loan  of  a  few  thousand  pounds  for 
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six  months  or  sa  May  I  draw  on  yoa  to  the 
extent  of  such  a  sum  ?* 

'*  Name  the  sum,"  sud  the  Provoet  sharply, 
his  business  instincts  revoltiiig  againat  the 
looseness  of  the  term. 

**  Oh,  two  or  three  thousand." 

'*  You  may  draw  on  me  to  the  extent  of 
three  thousand  pounds,  sir — ^beyond  that,  it 
would  be  inconvenient  for  me  to  go^  and,  I 
think,  foolish  for  you  to  venture.  Liawaaiti 
you  know,  are,  after  all,  uncertain  things.** 

**  Nay,  nay.  Provost,*'  said  Gomyn  risiag, 
for  now  he  had  gained  what  he  wanted,  he  had 
no  wish  to  prolong  the  interview.  ^  Yon 
must  not  speak  of  disaster  at  a  m<nnent  when 
you  are  surprised  at  the  extent  already 
achieved  of  the  establishment  of  rights  yon  onoe 
laughed  at.  It  is  already  my  turn  to  langh. 
But  I  know  this  is  a  busy  hour  with  yon. 
Good  bye  I  By  the  way,  I  forgot  to  tell  yoo,* 
continued  Comyn,  as  he  passed  through  the 
lobby,  « that  Lilly  sends  a  hundred  lovee  to 
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yoo^  and  told  me  to  thank  you  over  and  over 
again  for  a  book  you  sent  her — Wordsworth's 
Poems  —  we  have  spent  a  delightful  morning 
with  it,  1  assure  you.  Provost." 

'^  She  is  a  dear,  good  child  P  sud  the  father, 
a  tear  starting  to  his  fine,  clear  eyes. 

^'  She  is  an  angel  T  said  Comyn,  entering 
the  gig9  and  taking  the  reins  from  the  groom. 
"  Good  bye  t*  ye." 


'SE  .-=^C3G  s-nauvar. 
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between  them,  so  gently  came  their  commu- 
nion on.  Renault  was  one  of  those  men  whose 
open  and  noble  aspect  early  womanhood  is 
disposed  to  trust,  and  to  whom,  when  her  love 
is  given,  she  gives  it  with  her  whole  heart's 
abandonment.  Aline  saw  that  he  loved  her, 
and  without  the  impatience  of  a  regret,  she  also 
saw  that  he  knew  her  love  was  given  to  him 
in  return. 

Their  passion  was  at  its  sweetest  time  ;  one 
of  those  seasons  of  enjoyment,  the  vivid  memory 
of  which,  in  later  days,  deceives  us  into  the 
belief  of  the  general  happiness  of  youth— an 
unexpressed  but  trustful  love,  yet,  with  its 
own  dash  of  uncertainty;  a  quality  which 
gives  it  more  exquisite  delight,  more  of  the 
glowing  charm  of  mutual  preference,  than  the 
better  avowed  attachments  of  more  ripened 
periods,  for  these  have  a  formal  seriousness,  full 
of  duty,  rights,  and  obedience  to  that  conven- 
tional horn-book  that  contuns  rules  for  all 
8ort0  and  conditions  of  men,  which  the  love- 
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time  spoken  of,  bird—like  in  its  absence  from 
bondage,  is  without. 

Who  has  not  sweet  chronicles  of  some  such  re- 
lations as  these  in  the  records  of  his  heart  ?  And 
yet  what  mockeries  are  they  to  the  realities  oi' 
life  I 

But  xVline  and  llenault  thought  not  of  that : 
the  latter,  indeed,  tortured  as  he  was  by  the 
uncertainty  of  his  condition,  enjoyed  the  mo- 
ments of  happiness  which  Aline's  society  gave 
him,  as  the  weary  drink  water  in  the  wilder- 
ness ;  and  Aline's  speaking  eyes  would  brighten 
with  impulsive  joy,  her  step  would  be  lighter, 
and  her  round  nrm  more  fully  laid  on  his, 
when,  after  they  had  be>  n  some  time  together, 
she  would  see  the  pale,  thoughtful  counte- 
nance, with  the  fine  eyes,  lately  so  cold  that 
when  she  gave  him  her  hand  she  ahiaBk 
from  looking  to  them— she  would  see  all  these 
changed  to  the  flushing  cheek,  the  eye  BfmA- 
ling  with  animation,  and  the  smile  rimng 
readily  with  her  own  silvery  laugh ;  and  then 
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again  ^v'hen  their  words  took  a  gentler  turn, 
that    noble    countenance   would   change,  and 
the   6oft    eyes    become   00  lustrous;  and  the 
lo^Wy  passionate  tones   so  earnest  and  so  full 
of  the   heart's  own  music  that  the  words  rang 
^i^gMTi  in  her  mind   in  the    harmony   of  wild 
hopes     allied  to  the    dearest    dreams    of  her 
former  days :  by  all  these  signs  she  felt  that 
the     splendid   being    whom  she   worshipped ; 
that   he,  the  young  and  manly,  the  beautiful 
and   gi^ve,  the  spiritual  and  noble,  the  warm- 
hearted and    proud,    was   indeed   her  own — 
her  irery  own  I 

And    Gertrude,  although   her  manner  was 

easy  as  ever  in  its  graceful    repose— so  much 

SO9    that  Benault,  a   man   accustomed  to  find 

general  favour  in  the  eyes  of  women,  had  no 

suspicion  that  any  thing  which  had  passed  be- 

t^freen  this  gentle  being  and  himself,  had  left  a 

sting  in  her  heart  —  Gertrude  and  he    were 

the  same  good  friends  as  ever;  for  Renault 

admired  the  fine  qualities  of  this  pure-minded 
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and   eterling-hearted   girl  ;    and   they   woi 
speak  together  of  the  old  subjects,  regardicr' 
which  they  had  used  to    converse  ;  but 
known  to  him,  though  not  to  her,  the  spi: 
of  these  themes  was  changed.     There  was 
longer    the   unfinished   sentence   dying  aw 
in  the   silence  of   some   thought  which 
shared    together  ;    no    longer    the    beautir: 
freshness  of    the   cx^nfessional   of  those  slij 
feelings  lowanL<  slight  things,  which  so  sub 
unites  the  sympathies  of  youthful  minds;  thi 
was  no  longer  the  blush  on  Gertrude's  cb 
when  she  took  his  hand,  nor  the  long  clasj 
protracted    leave-takings — no    one  knew 
teais   that   Gertrude   shed;  and   no  one  tl 
witnessed  the   placid    beauty    of    her 
could  have  guessed  that  desolate  woe 
her  heart. 

And  Ileuault  was   not   happy    either; 
was  tortured  by  feelin;zs  of  a  conflicting 
a  violent  passion  for  a  fond  and  brilliant 
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and  distracting  doubts  relative  to  his  rank  and 
fortune. 

**  Do  you  go  to  Glenmore  to-morrow  ?"*  de- 
manded Aline  of  her  lover^  as  they  walked 
together  one  August  day  in  the  shrubberies. 

*•  I  have  not  thought  of  it.  Do  you  go, 
AlineT 

**  If  you  are  to  be  there,  I  will ;  I  shall 
then  at  least  see  some  one  that  I  know." 

*•  We  shall  meet  there  to-morrow  then  ?" 

'^  I  shall  go  down  with  Lady  Fawnglaive. 
Gertrude  has  refused  to  go.  I'm  told  half 
the  county  will  be  there.  I  once  liked  large 
parties,**  continued  the  speaker,  casting  down 
her  dark  eyes  musingly,  as  sbe  touched  the 
turf  with  her  parasol  while  she  walked.  ^^  I 
once  liked  larged  parties,  but  I  don't  care  for 
them  now." 

"  The  pleasure  of  crowds,*'  said  Kenault, 
drawing  the  arm  closer  within  his  own, 
•*  seldom  consists  in  any  fellowship  of  the 
1 ;  on  the  contrary,  those  multitudes  arc  a 
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drawback  to  the  only  happineai  of  mioh 
the  society  of  one  or  two  who  are  eo  pl( 
to  us,  that  it  would  be  more  delightfbl  to  m 
them  alone.** 

*^  I  am  convinced  it  is  so,"  said  Aline. 

*'  The   lower  classes/   oontimud   Btnaud^ 
"  are  becoming  alive  to  the  truth  of  this, 
holiday  attractions  of  iairs  are  on  the 
and  merry-makings  of  inconvenieAt  auml 
are  fast  dying  away.     The  higher  ranks 
take  pride  in  the  numbers  they  congtegal 

but  public  assemblies,  even  with  them,  ha' — ** 

got   out   of  favour,  and  social  faapipnes 
everj'where  becoming  more  domestia" 

*'  After  aU;'  said  Aline»  thoughtfvUy» 
fection  of  some  sort  must  be  the  oauae  of 
social  happiness.** 

'^  Similarity  of  tastes,  wit,  habits  of 
course  sometimes  can  make  society 

''  Not  without   affection,"  said  Aliae 
nestly,  "  these  may  make  a  sort  <tf 
which  creates  the  happiness'— don't  job, 
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**  Perhaps  you  are  ri^t,  Aline." 

The  beauty  nosed  her  head,  and  walked  by 
1^  fiide  with  a  lighter  step. 

*'We  met  your  cousin  Comyn  yesterday 
to  Pinemoor,"  resumed  Aline,  "  he  was  shoot- 
^  on  the  hilL  He  made  an  unfortunate 
■^•iriage,  did  he  not?" 

**  He  married  a  worthy,  accomplished,  and 

l»«atiful  giri.  Aline.- 

**  But  of  somewhat  low  birth,  I  have 
beards 

**  Nay,  nay,  dear  Aline— of  comparatively 
*^care  birth  she  may  be,  but — " 

**  I  should  have  said  obscure,  but  after  a'l 
*^i^  is  little  diflference." 

**  Kone,  if  either  is  to  be  considered  a  term 
^  reproach." 

**OhI    not  of   reproach,   surely  not,    but 
''^••e  is  a   certain  want   of  consiJeration,  a 
'^'fttiii  inferiority  of  caste,  a  certain—certain 
***you  know,  Renault,  what  I  mean.** 
^Thgucfice,  A&ie." 
L  3 


i 


-•-z^:.'  siiii   sutiaaJi,  Ae    blood 
-•ik;s  ir-.  IX   i^  leiir.  -  s  h  posable  Aat 
>i:w*r'n    r  i&*.Tdtix  ir  My  cae  cooU  be 
■*t-^.Lra:    a  rue  iir^jifat  oc  tfcor  birth!^ 

■  >   :    fvTraiitfnr*'  siii  Afiae,  tanung 
:^-.-s  J    /si  r.  ::sw  r.r  lae  tone  of  bis  roSee 
-     4*r.:*»i.   rrar  -iu   :£:a3«  attracted  ber 
•  ::lti  .:  — ""  ii. »"  ;iic«;in:ear.bax,  I  do  fear. 

*  ■  :-.^-:r  r  :r:ci  tij  hetrt  T  aaid 
•T  4     ■  MM    x>n:'*.  r:.:c3   low,  bad  a 
:•  r    ;.:.Tn.^:i«£!»   ▼ili.-b   &curbed  bv 
\ij  »;a.      A-:-:    icxii    nming  ber 

-  >  I   1:11  vr:pc  ia  zhrnbiny  as  1 
\  11   3^.'-:    li*.'  r;ri-     I   Am  sure,'  sbi 
I.  :n.>c  ^Liovctfci-'d^y.  ;fcs  <he  ooee 
.^J3^  l*.vk  sTi:   ih<  frvmid.  '^  joQ  €odU 
Mvvr  ^  u;»:rv  willix:  pupiL"* 
■•  rVnr  Alia«.^  »sd  Rennll;»  *il 
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uaelefls  to  urge  reasons  against  such  a  feeling 
as  that  which  you  entertain.  For  my  own 
part,  you  know  1  am  a  Whig,"  continued  he, 
smiling,  ^^  and  we  are  disposed  to  think  that 
if  one  man  is  naturally  better  than  another, 
it  is  on  account  of  his  own  character  or  en- 
dowments, and  not  on  that  of  the  merits  or 
good  fortune  of  his  ancestry — but  this  is  a  dull 
theme  for  such  a  pleasant  spot  as  this.  Let 
me  cut  you  off  a  sprig  of  this  jessamine." 

Aline  took  the  sprig  and  put  it  in  her 
bosom. 

They  reached  the  bank  of  the  lake.  The 
water  was  dappling  with  its  shores,  the  white 
swans  were  sailing  lazily,  some  with  their  long, 
bent  necks,  pecking  their  pinions ;  and  others 
gliding  forward  towards  Aline  as  if  they  ex- 
pected to  be  fed. 

^  I  have  brought  nothing  for  you,  poor 
swacs^"*  said  Aline,  '*  you  mistake  me  for 
Gertrude.'* 

^  What   perfect   stillness  there  is  in  this 
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scene !    I  do  uot  wonder  that  Grf rtnide 
it  so  much." 

^*  Gertrude  saved  my  life  upon  this 
said  Aline.  '^  And  there  is  the  old 
man  yonder,  under  the  willow  bank.  I  \m&^^^^ 
that  old  man  loves  nothing  in  this  worlA  ^"^ 
dearly  as  my  sister.  But  who  that  knows 
could  avoid  loving  her,  Benault?^ 

'^  None/'  said  her  companion,  and  he 
so  with  perfect  unconBcioosness  of  the 
part  which  he  had  played  in  the  desti^r 
this  unreproaching  girL 

They  walked  beneath  the  lofty  ehns^ 
green  turf,  nature's  carpetting — thej 
beneath  the  elms,  and  nlently  far  a 

At  length,  Aline,  who  was  seoretly 
because  Renault  had  appeared  Tszed  at  wi 
she    had   said    regarding   qualities  of 
whispered, 

''  You  don't  know  how  I  wish  that  I 
not  spoken  so  thoughtlessly  of  what  I 
so  little,  but  do  not  let  it  xeei  until  we 
agreed," 
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Rpenault  was  oot  insensible  to  thb  mark  of 

reliaaioe,  but  the  subject,  for  secret  reasons, 

wa«  &  painful  one  to  him,  and  be  wished  to 

^^wu>iitinue     it.     But    this.    Aline,    restless 

*>^^ca4Me  they  differed,  would  not  allow. 

^*  The  creed  you  have  been  disposed  to 
follow,  Aline»"  said  he,  *^  ha«  more  usefulness 
^^^^tk  truths  The  honours  of  birth  are  and 
^'^ht  to  be  worthily  respected,  but  the 
P^'^^oii  who  want!  or  who  wears  them  should 
^^  b^  estimated  by  such  things." 

X^ny  go  on,  do   not   stop,**    said  Aline, 
"^"^gtng  closer  on  his  arm. 

*^  Von  know  the  respect  we  all,  from  asso- 

^^on  of  ideas,  ahnost  instinctively  feel  for 

^'^^uxifi^  yet  a  peer  in  his  robes  is  not  more 

*^H>ected,  than  a  peer  who  sits  in  a  plain  coat 

*y  his  dde ;    because  he  is  known  to  be  en- 

tHkd  to  wear  as  splen<M  a  mantle  as  the 

•rmiaed  man;  and  so.  Aline,  the  person  of 

piib  Ubrth,  whose  character  is  noble,  should 

J0i0  nothing  by  the  absence  of  any  heraldric 
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disdnctioa    which  might  mark  him  sou 

respect   nobility    or    character   wherever 

finl  it :  to  the  noblv  boniy  in  the  abeence 

anv  better  evidence  to  the  contrary,  we  g^^^ 

foil  credit  to  the  claim  to  ita  poapcaidon  wh^'^'^ 

their  condition  bestows;    but  to 

we  feel  and  know  to  poeseeB  it,  it  ehooU 

no  drawback  to  our  respect,   that  it  spi 

from  a  source  leas  ideal  than  heraldry.* 

**  I  am  sure  I  shall  think  as  yoa  do,' 
Aline,  "  but  pray  do   not   pause.     I 
were  wiser  than  I  am.     You  remember 
a  little  while  ago,  conceded  to  me  that 
thing  of  affection  was  necessary  to  all 
of  social  happiness,  and  now  I  will 
you,  that  I  was  wrong  in  saying  what  I 
about  the  advantages  of  birth."* 

Again  she  raised  her  dark  eyes  to  hia^ 
the     earnest     reliance     of    womanly 
Renault  drew  her   closer  to  him, 
to  his  eyes ;  a  flash  of  hope  that  all  Us 
were  idly  founded  -that  lightning 
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over  the  mind  at  the  soothing  oommu- 

f  those    we   love— and  he  could  only 

r, 

J  own  Aline  T 

er,  never — oh^  Aline  knew  it  so  well 

never  had  he  called  her  this  beforC}  and 

Bb  burned  upon  the  face  she  hiti,  and 

irt  throbbed,  so  that  the  arm  trembled 

Qoment  with  the  quick  movements  ot 

3om«     For  some   time  neither  spoke, 

I  slow  steps  they  walked  beneath  the 

rvant  was  now  seen  approaching  over 
een  slopes  that  lay  between  the  lake 
kud  the  lawn,  with  a  letter  in  his  hand* 
tan,  at  that  distance,  touched  his  hat 
;nal  that  he  was  hi  quest  of  Renault 
e. 

m  Stowe,  English  Tom,  as  we  calls 
r,''  said  the  servant,  touching  his  hat 
three  times  more,  ^^  your  honour's  head 
or  as  we  calls  him,  sir,  the  Master  of 


Dnirie, 
thinks, 

Renai 
certainlj 
by  amai 
^^nwa  wi 
s  notoria 


(these  wo; 
JSgo  Robe 
*l8o  8core< 
tify  that  tl 
morning  o 
I  have  had 
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people  tell  me  yoa  we  at  Cnikglen.  There 
are  some  letters  waiting  for  you  here,  whieb  I 
b^  you  will  come  and  read  immediately— my 
hand  shakes  with  holding  the  reins,  for  Mrs. 
Macmarmlade  had  sent  my  man  on  some 
domestic  errand  to  Dnunleigh.  Now  this  is 
to  intimatei  state,  and  represent  to  you,  that 
I  am  here,  in  loyalty  and  peace  with  our 
Sovereign  Lord  the  King,  William  the  Fourth, 
by  the  Grace  of  God,  of  the  United  Kingdom 
of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  King,  Defender 
of  the  Faith,  unto  our  leiges  in  that  part 
Ghreetii^.  Whereas — I  am  really  so  much 
oonfuaed  that  I  hurdly  know  what  I  am 
writing  about,  and  the  mare  is  so  hard  mouthed 
that  I  have  twiriges  of  rheumatism  in  one  of 
my  aboulder  blades  already;  but  on  receipt  of 
thii^  do  not  lose  a  moment  in  ooming  to  me 
here,  where  I  wait  for  you  in  much  anxiety 
and  cooeerB.  All  whidi  is  truth,  as  the  De- 
ponent 8faAll--I  mean,  my  dear  young  friend, 
^t  into  the  gig  which  I  have  sent  for  you» 
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don't  lose  a   moment,  for  I    hardly    think  I 
shall  he  able  to  survive  this  news.     Given  at 

Woodlee,  this   fifteenth  day  of .     1  am 

waiting  for  you  impatiently. 

"  Veritas  Vinxit, 

"RDRURIE,  N.  P. 
'•  r.S.— 1   hope,   if  it   be     Heaven's   will, 
that  you  have  not  gone  out  shooting  on  the 
moors." 

llcnault's  handsome  countenance  blanched 
as  he  read  this  strange  letter,  but  turning  to 
the  servant,  he  told  him  to  hasten  back  to 
the  house,  and  to  get  a  freah  horse  put  to 
the  gig  which  the  groom  had  brought,  and 
drive  it  round  to  the  hall  door. 

"  There's  *  Captain,'  *  The  Young  Lwrd,' 
*  The  Bay  Bouncer,'  and  '  Chesuut  Charlie,'  "* 
said  ilie  man. 

"  Any  of  these  will  da  I  ahall  explain  to 
your  master  why  1  am  obliged  to  ask  for  one 
of  his  horses." 
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**  Oh^  as  to  master,  he  doesn^  know  bis  own 
horses  when  he  sees  them,  sir,  and  if  you 
don*t  take  the  old  grey  charger,  which  nobody 
but  a  tanner  would  give  half-a-crown  for, 
I'm  sure  I  may  say  you're  welcome  to  any 
horse  in  the  stables.  FU  have  your  gig  ready, 
air,  before  you  get  to  the  door." 

And  touching  his  hat  again,  the  man  started 
oB,  and  disappeared  among  the  ivied  trunks 
of  the  solemn  elms. 

The  lovers  walked  towards  the  house. 
Aline  did  not  see  Benault's  face,  or  it  may  be 
her  enquiry  would  have  been  of  a  different 
kind,  but  she  only  said,  in  a  tone  of  much 
vexation, 

^'  What  can  Mr.  Drurie  want  with  you,  to 
take  you  away  in  such  a  manner  as  this  ?*' 

Kenault  hardly  knew  how  to  answer;  he 
took  the  hand  that  lay  over  his  arm,  and 
held  it  till  they  passed  out  upon  the  lawn. 

There,  they  saw  the  gig  coming  round  to 
the  door;  Benaidt  entered  the  mansion,  took 
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hasty  leave  of  Grertrude,  and  gave  her  the  like 
compliments  to  present  to  Lennox  of  Glen: 
and  as  Aline,  who  still  accompanied  him, 
stood  on  the  white  steps  of  the  entrance,  she 
said  anxiously,  as  he  held  her  hand  at  parting, 

*'  You  will  at  all  events  meet  me  to-morrow 
at  Glenmore  ?" 

A  closer  locking  of  hands  answered  this, 
and,  taking  his  seat  beside  his  groom,  Renault 
waved  another  adieu,  and  drove  awiiy« 

Aline  did  not  return  to  the  house,  but  she 
went  out  upon  the  lawn  again,  and  passed 
over  all  the  places  where  they  had  been,  caU- 
ing  to  memory  many  a  word  and  tone,  which  on 
their  utterance  had  been  less  anxiously  noted 


^ 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


THB     SISTERS. 


<'  I  DBCLABBy  Gertrude,  I  have  felt  in  wretched 
spirits  all  this  momingy"  said  Aline  Lennox 
on  the  following  day,  as  she  stood  before  a 
long  mirror  in  her  dressing-room,  fixing  a 
small  comb,  mounted  with  white  pearls,  in  the 
rich  coil  of  black  hair  at  the  back  of  her  bead, 
'^  I  have  a  presentiment  that  I  shall  be  un- 
hj^py  at  Glenmore." 

<«  Do  not  fency  anything  so  unlikely,**  said 


s^ 


TDC^& 


i^sarsnx^  pi\*lv   iyw^  the  book  which  i 

mfiiK   k  'rrrZEasz  pirnr  aad  tiaTe,   I  have 
ai«^  &  SiOiirf^  bill' 

*  T«  T.-c  ▼£!  3X  r:>  T' 

~I  2krr";r  «:»  T>rr  £xid  of  dmcangyj 


*  Bu::   ti^fii  ibe   sceDe,    the  whole 
w^rcji  >;  sore.  &  ■■f:i^*ge  to  too.     Papa 
life?  41  jtoir  bene  excep:  Factor  Dmrie — 
>xr  »z  Tell  b?w  I  detest  that  maul— 
Ealrc.  }ti:c:£>.iEfc;7.  aad  that  dreadfol  Ji 
wh^  coe  eT>>i  :   Lair  Fawi^fauTe,  Lotd  11' 
ie£f:cd.  43i  scoe  sadi  other  people,  who 
9K<25   kztfw   OQT  ^^Taod^atber ;    pi^  hii 
;;:^  e^i^^res  ibem.     I  declare  this  houae  to 
G^rrr.  s  l::de  better  than  a  nnnneiy," 
iinued    \y.r.5?^   kvxing  peeridhly 
nvui — aa  a=.^e-t  chamber,  with  dim 
of  the  \.4d  cL&steiSy   uuJLiiowii  in 
tafNisszy  Kpx^^niing  Arcadiaii 
carpetttagy    and    cornices    adocned  with 
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^  coronets  of  an  earl — ^*  I  shall  wear  no 
DLents,"  continued  Aline,  shatting  a  steel 
cl  casket  of  glittering  gems,  (the  heirloom 
B  of  her  house)  as  well  as  the  morroco 
ed  cases  of  her  sister  and  herself;  cover- 
tp  a  galaxy  of  winking  stones  which  a 
eas  might  have  envied. 
^tl  no  ornaments  were  needed  by  Aline 
02.      In  her  unadorned  dress,  with  her 

XH>und  arms,  and  delicate  hands  so  ex- 
^ly  formed,  that  it  seemed  as  if  they  gave 
^ality  of  life  to  the  idealization  of  some 
^  rare  old  portraits,  by  painters  who  made 
defection  of  those  the  lavish  study  of  their 
t:lie  plainly  braided  hair,  the  proud,  ripe 
^nd  the  profile  so  full  of  reposing  sweet- 
^hat  its  dash  of  sauciness  was  hardly  seen; 
MmI  it  been  more  markedly  displayed,  the 
generous  eyes,  would  have  atoned  for 

Seautiful  she  stood  there,  yet  Alines 
l^nance  was  troubled,    and    her    bosom 
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moYed  so  anxiously  at  times,  that  it  seemed 
if  it  would  burst  her  boddice. 

"  This  Lady  Oleninore  is  very  beaatifol^ 
she  not,   Gerty  ?"  demanded  Aline,  pro&ni 
plucking  out  of  beauty  some    rare    flow< 
which  had  been  sent  her  from  the  green-hoi 
and  which  she  was  not  disposed  to  weor. 

''  She  is,   Ally ;  but  you  will  see  her 
jud;^e  for  yourself." 

"  Yet  Renault  did  not  wish  to  |^  to  01 
more,"  said  Aline  musing. 

Grertrude  gave  a  look  of  enquiry,  whieh 
the  blood  rush  to  Aline's  face. 

''  The  fact  is,  Gerty,"  said  Aline, 
virtue  of  necessity,  and  speaking  of  the 
Hs  cavalierly  as  she  could,  ^'  Lady  Iffawi 
when  she  was  here  bust  night,  not 
suppose  how  intimate  Benault  is  with  all 
us,  hinted  something  of  bis  being  in  love 
the  Countess  of  Glenmore,  and  that  it 
attachment  of  mnny  years  standing;  but 
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I  questioned  her  more  about  it,  she  took  fri^t, 
and  tried  to  sndle  away  what  she  had  already 
said.  Of  course  I  could  not  press  any  such 
enquiry 9  for  what  are  Sir  Benault's  attachments 
tome?" 

But  meeting  Gertrude's  pure  eyes  again, 
.    Aline  blushed  deeper  than  before. 

••  Aline,"  said  Oertmde  kindly,  **  you  love 
Rennult  Falconer,  and  he  is  worthy  of  your 
love." 

It  may  !>e,  that  without  the  assurance  con- 
tuned  in  the  latter  part  of  this  remark.  Aline 
in  her  present  state  of  mind  woukl  not  have 
raftered  her  secret  to  be  quite  so  easily  dealt 
with,  but  she  suddenly  tiirew  her  arms  around 
ber  sister's  neck,  and  kissed  her  forehead  over 
and  over  again.  They  both  wept,  and  at 
length  Aline  said: — 

''Gertrudeymy  heart  is  lighter,now  since  you 
know  what  it  feels  r 

**  I  have  known  it  long  i^,  my  dear  Ally/ 
flftid  Gtertrude,  speakii^  with  suppressed  emo* 
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tion.  '*  Never  mind  what  Lady  Fawiiglai  '*— ^ 
says.  There  is  not  in  the  world  a  person  nn^  -^ 
deserving  of  your  love,  my  own  Aline,  th^^** 
he  to  whom  you  have  given  it.  He  loves  yc--^^ 
deeply  and  well — do  not  let  doubts  or  jealoi^ci-i»*" 
ies  interfere  \\ith  your  happiness;  you  do i—^^' 
justice  to  his  character,"  continued  Grertruffl-^^' 
speaking  with  emotion,  "  I  had  feared,  onc--^^  ^ 
that  you  might  have  given  him  your  ixhx:^^^^ 
heart  before  his  was  given  to  you;  I  feared, u^-^^^J 
Ally,  tliat  his  brilliant  talents,  his  kindneas  ^ 

thought,  his  gentleness  of  manner,  and  tt  -=^* 
subduing  power  which  these  give  him,  witl*=^  * 
treachery  unknown  to  himself— oh !  1  am  sor^*** 
it  is  unknown  to  himself! — which  these  p^    ^* 
him,  my  darling  sister,  over  those  whom— who^***" 
—he  may  esteem ;  might  have  made  you  k)^^ 
but  to   break  your  heart — ^for  had  you  fl»  -^^ 
loved  him.  Ally,  and  known  him  well,  All.^^i 
and  found,  my  own  dear  uster,  (kissing  he-^/ 
that  you  were  not  loved,  as  you  believedi  ^  ^ 
return,     I    am  sure  your  heart  would  hi^^ 
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>keii,  Ally,  (ki88iii<r  her  passionately  aorain) 
tm  sure  it  would  I  But  he  loves  you  well, 
^  Aline,  with  an  attachment  that  such  peo- 
5  as  Lady  Fawnglaive  know  nothing  of.** 
^*  -And  how  should  you  know  Anything  of  it, 
ix^?  you  who  are  so  cold  to  such  things, 
^  so  fond  of  being  out  of  the  way  of  all  the 
•"•l^butmer 

*  *  was  now  G«rtrude*s  turn  to  blush. 

*  But  perhaps,**  continued  Aline,  **you  think 
*^*ange  that  I  loved  him  so  soon  ?" 

1  am  far  from  thinking  so,   Aline  ;    he  is 
•^t;  worthy  to  be  loved." 

^et  you  knew  him  far  more  than  atwelvc- 
*^th,  and  never  loved  him  T 
^^rtrude  turned  so  pale  that  Aline  could 
^  liave  failed  to  remark  it,  had  not  the  quick 
^^^ments  of  her  head  displaced  a  jetty  curl 
^^^  behind  bar  small,  pearly  ear,  which  with 

*  gloved  hand  she  put  back  as^ain,  before  the 
**  liquid  shining  mirror,  that  reflected  her 
f'^^on  from  foot  to  forehead. 
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*'  I  wish  you  were  coming  with  me» 
continued  Aline.     '^  You  will  be  so  lonely 
when  I  am  gone." 

^'  Not  more  so  than  I  uaed  to  be,  before 
came ;  and  yet/  continued  Gertrude,  her 
eyes  filling  with  tears,  as  she  threw   her 
affectionately  round  her  sister,  ^'perhaps  I 
be   more  lonely  now,  than  I  used  to  be< 
Ally,    Ally,  could  you  but  ioiow  how  1 1 
for  your  happiness  !** 

Aline  returned  the  embrace,  and  fixing 
bright  eyes  on  her  sister's  connteiuuioe, 
said  anxioudly, 

"  You  are  not  happy,  Gertrude ;  J  aee  ; 
are  unhappy,  what  makes  you  so?    Do 
your  mind,  and  come  with  me-^-theie  is    y  ^ 
time  for  you  to  dress." 

Gertrude  kissed  her  sister^  forehaad 
but  did  not  speak. 

*'  I  will  stay  with  you  T  aaid 
with   an  effort,  ''  yes,"  aba  acUbsd  txuif,  ''^ 
you  foel  low-spirited  at  the 
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left  mkme  all  the  eyening  through,  jurt   say 
one  tiny  word,  and  I  will  not  stir," 

^  Oh  no,    Aliner   aaid    Gertrude   smiling 

through   her  teara    «  I  could  hardly  be  un- 

happy  when    1   know  that   you   are   not  so. 

But   here  jb  the  carriage  I    Go  and  bid  papa 

good  bye.** 

«  Must  I  leaye  you  then,  my  dear  Gerty  ?** 
aaid  Aline^   *'  and  tor  such  a  creature,"  she  ad- 
ded BOgrily,  "as  Lady  Fawnglaive.  But  1  must 
not  keep  the  sharp-lipped  Tabby  waiting.  Yet 
had  I  hnd  my  own  way,  I  should  have  pone 
t&ere  in  our  own  carriage,  aaudly  and  alone — 
Fhere  Ib  papa?^ 

^*  In    the  library.   Aline ;  go  to  him.     You 
jrt    not  keep  Lady  Faunglaive  waiting,  and 
Wiow  that  papa  will  not  comedown  to  her,  if 
^oiild  alight.- 

Her  laidy^hip  ie  nodding  to  ne  T  said  Aline, 

.     ^  ,in  the  window,  and  addressing  a  few 

tixe    dowager ;  who  rejdied  in  return, 

^j^lxex   of  the  paartiea,  as   is  usual  in 
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duch  cases,  heanl  or  understood  what  the  other 
said,  their  commumn^  quickly  ended ;  Aline 
shut  the  window,  made  her  adieux  to  her 
father,  and,  accompanied  by  Gertrude,  went 
ilown  to  the  carriai^e. 

'•  And  don't  you  come  with  us,  Miss  Len- 
nox?'' demanded  Lady  Fawnghiive.  "  The 
Countess  will  never  forgive  me.  for  not  having' 
brought  you.** 

"Gooil  hye,  Gerty,"  siid  Aline,  as  the  car- 
riage door  was  shut,  "  i^o  >d  bye  !" 

And  her  ladyship's  footman  clambered  to  hif 
place;  the  coachman  waited  calmly  till  he  had 
done  8o,  and  then,  with  both  ladies  in  the  vehi* 
cle  waving  adieux  to  Gertrude  as  she  -stooi' 
on  the  white  door  steps,  the  old  tawdry  coach 
stuck  all  about  with  coronets,  as  thickly  ai 
cloves  in  a  soaked  apple,  rolled  leisurely  away. 
and  disappeared  amid  the  park  road  windingf 
through  the  moveless  elms. 

The  evening  that  followed  was  still  and 
beautiful  ^and  aflter  dinner  with  its    solitary 
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state  had  passed,  when  Mr.  Lennox  took  up  his 
nei^spaper,  and  the  room  was  as  silent  as  an 
empty  church,  into  which  the  evening  sun- 
beams are  streaming,  Gertrude  went  out  to 
^WBTider  by  the  lake. 

The  scene,  like  herself,  was  lonely  and  beau- 
tiful,  and  the  hour  was  the  time  at  which,  in 
0uch  places,  solitude  of  heart  has  a  cruel  irk- 
someness  which  depresses  the  mind  into  a 
state  of  melancholy,  more  hopeless  than 
despair.  The  blue  hills  rising  in  the  eold  suc- 
oeesion  of  distance ;  the  silent  glen,  with  its 
calm  lake  and  lonely  braes ;  the  wide  park, 
•with  its  mellow  sunlight  and  noble  trees ;  and 
f^ll  00  far  away,  as  it  seemed,  from  the  active 
^world ;  gave  that  peace  to  the  picture,  which 
the  beart^in  which  there  is  no  peace — ^loves ; 
gilthoogh  it  is  a  feeling  as  false  to  consolation, 
gi0  that  which  makes  the  bereaved  gaze  upon 
tlie  tranquil  features  of  the  dead.  The  effect  of 
giU  beautiful  scenery  is  sadness. 

«  A  bonny  evening  to  ye,  my  leddy,**  snid 
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an  old  man,  coming  forward  from  a  waterside 
foot-path,    under  a    plantation    fringed   with 
willows,    the   tips  of  the    drooping  branches 
of  which  were  kissing  the  stream  ;    **  a  bonny 
evening   to  ye,  my  leddy,"  said    the    speaker 
touching  his  hat,   under  which  the  long  grey 
hairs  fell  scantily.     "  1  hae  been  half  round  the 
loch,  and  the  trout  arc  leaping  this  night  aae 
that  they  glimmer  like  moonshecu  on^the  face  o* 
the  water.     It  will  mak'  you  blithe  to  look  at 
them.   Will  ye  go  on  the  loch,  my  leddy  ;  it  is  a 
fair  evening  for  the  water,  and  there  is  yet  an 
hour  till  the  sunset ?' 

Gertrude  assented,  the  light  green  boat  had 
its  chain  uidocked,  and  the  old  fisherman  rowed 
from  the  wooded  bank,  into  the  solitudes  of  the 
wide,  smooth  lake. 

*^  Kindly  and  bonny  is  the  time^"  said  the 
old  man,  making  the  sharp  prowed  boat  glide 
over  the  tranquil  loneliness  of  the  passive  dqith% 
sheeted  with  pure  evening  light ;  ^  ane  o'  sis* 
nights,  when  my  leddy,  your  mother — whali 
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gane  to  bleaaed  rest  I — would  mak*  me  row  her 
ower  to  that  bank ;  and  she  would  sit  there  on 
that  white  stane — it  is  well-nigh  hidden  now 
by  the  belt  o'  ftrs — ^but  in  thae'  days,  the  firs 
were  young,  and  hardly  screened  the  bracken ; 
but  look,  my  leddy,  ye  can  see  the  white  stane 
through  the  trees ;  she  would  sit  lane  hours 
there,  and  I  would  come  for  her  at  the  sunset, 
and  row  her  ower  the  loch  again.  And  aften 
as  I  rowed  her  hame,  the  tears  were  blinding 
her  e*en,  they  were  soft  and  bonny  e'en,  even 
as  your  ain,  my  leddy." 

Grertrude  looked  towards  the  white  stone 
among  the  trees,  and  the  old  man  rowed  for 
sometime  in  silence. 

**  They  said,  out  bye  at  the  house  there,  that 

ye  were  to  gang  this  night  to  the  Castle  of 

Giemnore ;    but  ye  hac  stayed  at  hame,  and 

I'm  waeto  think  on't  my  bonny  leddy,  for  I  read 

something  in  your  face  that  tells  me  your  heart 

is  sair.      But  cheer  ye,  my  winsome  I  you're 

ower  young  to  mourn.   Have  you  forgot  when 
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strange  effort  to  cheer  her,  but  the  tears  fell 
faster  and  faster  over  the  smiles,  until,  cover* 
ing  her  face  with  hw^  bands,  she  leaned  upon 
tbem  and  sobbed  I 

.The  sun  was  now  sinking  to  the  Western 
Sea,  and  its  long  beams  were  streaking  the 
F^V.  lake  here  and  there  with  dazzling  sheen, 
making  the  shadows  deeper,  and  leaving  the 
hills  on  the  east,  lately  so  fair  and  blue,  to  the 
cold  dimness  of  approaching  night. 

The  old  man  rowed  to  the  shore,  and 
Gertrude  returned  to  the  mansion  of  Cuik- 
glen. 
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CHAPTER    XIV. 


GLENMORE. 


The  banquet  was  over  at  Glenmore — for  bsn- 
quct  it  was,  heavy  with  gold^  rich  with  the 
splendid  state  of  a  hall  in  which  a  king  mi^t 
have  feasted  his  barons,  and  dignified  by  the 
presence  of  men,  who  had  held  the  ram  of 
the  mightiest  government  in  the  woridy  and 
whose  opinions,  even  then,  were,  like  stan  to 
navigators,  matters  of  caloulAtion  to  the  fe- 
vereigns  of  the  world— it  was  a  pexfiMt  ban- 
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quel;  a  bishop  blessed  it,  a  Dake  sat  on 
either  side  of  Lady  Glenmore,  an  old  judge 
whose  ideas  of  festivity  were  admirably  minis- 
tered toby  the  solemn  irksomeness  of  the 
scene,  sat  gravely  presiding  over  his  plate, 
and  a  venerable  general  with  the  star  of  the 
Bath  on  his  velvet  collared  blue  coat,  ate  his 
dinner  with  the  severe  idr  of  a  sentry  on  guard 
— waitiDgforhistime  to  '^return  thanks  for  the 
army/ 

And  gay  ladies,  and  lords  of  little  account 
and  squires  well  seasoned  with  port  wine  and 
kmg  descent ;  aud  a  bulky  wit,  who,  fancying 
himself  a  second  Sheridan,  indulged  in  th^ 
ahabbiest  vices  of  that  great  man,  and  from 
bring  an  accomplished  buffoon,  turned  the 
impudence  of  his  calling  on  his  own  judgment, 
and  fimded  himself  a  useful  man  to  a  party,  al- 
tixnigfa  it  was  not  a  dinner  one  —the  usual  fulness 
of  Tmriety  was  around  that  gold  covered  board, 
md  the  dinner  had  less  of  the  natural  charac- 
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tcr  of  a  mealy  than  of  the  imposing  splendour 
of  a  festival  in  the  Romish  Chnrch. 

The  night-shade  blossoms  of  Lord  Glenmone** 
mind,  unfolded  their  gloomy  purple  in  tbe 
heavy  atmosphere  of  the  satisfaction  which  lie 
felt  in  having  such  greatness  visible  around  his 
board,   and  witnessing  the  perfect  order  and 
decorum  which  reined  over  the  oppressiveness 
of  the  scene ;  he  saw  his  butlers  move  wL  -fc> 
noiseless  steps,  and  with  a  solemn  obscquioL^ar 
ness  attend   to  the   High  Mass  duties  of  t-    ^® 
occasion ;  he  saw  the  dukes  looking  like 
at  a  funeral,  and  the  bishop  blandly  snuling 
the  ladies,  as  if  to  say,  ^' don't  be  fii 
at  me ;''  he  saw  the  soldier  taking  wine 
with   the  judge,   as  if  he  was  performing  i 
act,  not  of  companionship  but  of  duty; 
well-bom  squires   subdued  from  their  •rwK^^ 
gance,  and  the  wit  smiling    at    everytbing^ 
saving  the  servants  trouble  in  handing  iaslM 
and  decanters,  and  with    much  good  temper, 
waiting  for  his  time  to  shine. 
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^^^  the  feast,  as  has  been  told,  was  oyer,  and 


of 


^^^owds  were  filling  the  magnificent  suite 

l^^^lilic  rooms.      The  blaze   of  lights,  the 

^*^"^'^ot  assembly  the  lordly  gorgeousness  of 

I^l^ce,  and  the  sparkling  flutter  which  per- 

^^^^^  the  scene,  gave  the  animated  picture  the 

^     of  splendid  festivity.      High-bred  men, 

^**teous  and  grave,  younger  ones,  in  a  state 

^^pectancy  of  pleasure,  yet  feeling  a  present 

^Pi^iess  in  being  there;    stately  dames,  to 

^On    such  scenes  were  necessary,  although 

pleasure  they  once  gave  had  gone  for  ever  ; 

^  young  patrician  beauties  who  dearly  loved 

^^^    places  of  public  worship,  which  to  them 

^**^^  the  •* Exchange"  for  the  traffic  of  that 

^^    they  esteem  more  than  fine  gold — by 

^  ^«  these  the  rooms  were  becoming  filled. 

"^^cl  music  burst  upon  the  scene,   sweet, 

y     ^a  music,  full  of  the  gaiety  of  romance, 

*^Oxit  a  pensive  tone  in  all  its  measures ;  and 

the  K  . 

^Hzz  of  whispers  became  louder,  and  the 

^^^  laugh  arose  oftener  here  and  there,  and 
5  M 
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those  who  were  in  eolemn  talk,  although  th«^ 
took  little  interest  in  the  objects  and  soon  ^^^ 
around  them,  yet  derived  a  lightaomenetf 
feeling  from  their  influence. 

"  Ah  I  Falconer,"  said  Harry  Borfieli  ( 
ing  forward  and  taking  Renault's  hand^^^jn^-^ 
arrived?  I  think  they  expected  you  bdiu  -^"^ 
But  you  are  no  doubt  surprised  to  find  nu  her-^^i 
the  fact  is,  however,  I  had  quite  enough  pirii^  -** 
ment  work  for  one  year,  and  I  bolted  bcfo*^" 
the  business  was  quite  done,  and  ran  down  1 
to  Scotland  to  have  a  rattle  at  the  gronae  ci 
Glenmore.  I  arrived  in  Drumleigh  yesleida; 
and  in  a  day  or  two  -just  in  the  nick  of  \ 
—you  will  see  that  my  paliamentary  i 
will  have  procured  me  the  ste^vnrdihip  ^ 
the  Chiltern  Hundreds." 
'*  Have  you,  then,  given  up  your  seat  T 
*'  I  may  say  I  have,  for  the  letter  is  gov 
1  was  with  Comyn  last  night»  and  it  seams  Ibi 
crossed  a  letter  on  the  road  firom  him  addnv 
huthe  waiilflbluinMl£toga^ 
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^'or  Drumleigh,  and  we  have  made  arrange- 
ments for  the  resignation  of  my  seat.  Corny n 
^^^y  wishes  to  sit  in  parliament  for  a  sessioii 
^^  t;wo,  to  accomplish  some  olgect  which  he  has 
w^  ^ew." 

**  So  soon  r*  thought  Renault 

**  And,  Falconer,  I  assure  you  I'm  very  much 

^x^cemed  and  grieved  to  hear  that  you  are  likely 

^   loee  your  fortune— as  for  the  title,  that  is 

notfaiog^but  since  I  heard  of  it  last  night  I 

«*ve  hardly  been  able  to  think  of  anything 

^^  J  every  third  person  in  the  rooms  is  talking 

**^^t  it      it  is  something  dashing  to  come 

^'^  and  fince  them^  but  I  suppose  however 

'^'^^xtunate  may  be  the  resulti  the  law-suit 

'^  last  sometime." 

*  X    don't  think  there  will  be  any  law-euit, 

'  WliatI  you  won't  shew  the  white  feather? 
^ou   Daayy  I  understand,  keep  Comyn  out  a 


^<^"  said  Benaulty  his  fine  eyes  kindling 
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as  rapidly  as  if  lightning  had  shot  from  them^ 
though  his  countenance  continued  as  pale  aa 
before,  "  you  may  tell  any  one  who  is  inter- 
ested in  my  fortunes,  that  as  it  seems  I  have 
no  legal  right  to  the  title  and  lands,  which, 
until  lately,  I  never  doubted  were  my  own,  I 
have  determined  to  renounce  them  both," 

"  Nay,  nay  -  but  come  this  way,  out  of  the 
crowd.  God  bless  me  I  you  cannot  think  how 
shocked  I  am  to  hear  you  speak  as  you  do— 
but,  but  it  is  not  so  bad  as  that  ?" 

"  My  title  to  what  1  am  to  renounce  can 
hardly  be  worse  than  it  is,  Harry ;  the  counsel 
who  have  been  consulted  for  me  have  unani- 
mously pronounced  in  favour  of  Comyn^t 
claim." 

**  Then  will  you  really  renounce  without  a 
ruffle?  Hang  it!  were  I  in  your  place,  I 
would  nail  my  colours  to  the  mast  I  At  least, 
my  dear  fellow,  I  would  make  good  termsb 
It  would  be  madness  to  surrender  at  discre- 
tion." 
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*'  I  am  endeayouring  to  make  terms  for  my 
father's  old  servants/  answered  Renault.  ^'  I 
have  left  Factor  Drurie  at  Woodlee,  making 
arrangements  for  my  surrendering  the  barony." 

'^  Heaven  and  earth !  Falconer,  I  can 
hardly  bring  my  mind  to  believe  that  all  this 
is  true.  I  am  devilish  sorry  for  it  all,  my  dear 
fellow,  and  I  can  see  by  your  face  that  you 
have  suffered  much.     And  no  wonder  !** 

But  Benault  had  already  left  him  to  meet 
Aline  Lennox,  whom  his  eye  had  caught  ap- 
proaching. 

"  How  late,  how  very  late  you  are  1"  said 
Aline,  somewhat  coldly.  '^  You  promised  to 
come  to  dinner." 

"  I  have  kept  my  word  as  well  as  I  could, 
Aline,**  said  Renault,  whose  mind  was  in  a 
state  that  made  it  seek  soothing  rather  than 
reproach. 

But  Aline,  totally  ignorant  of  Renault's 
suffering,  as  well  of  the  cause  which  had  pro- 
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duced  it,  took  his  arm  with  more  ooldnesd  than 
was  her  wont. 

Yet  as  they  walked  together  through  the 
splendid  rooms,  Renault,  with  his  pride  stiii^ 
at  the  gossip  notice  whidi  he  felt  mi  every 
step,   in  spite  of  the  tomiilt  of  his  fednq^ 
preserved  in  his   aspect  the  quiet  dauntless* 
ness  of  a  gentleman;   the  handsome  profile^ 
the  eyes  that  shone  forth  no  consokrasness  of  -^ 
dishonour,  and  the  step  and  earriflge  of  natunl^ 
grace,  rebuked  in  their  secret  heptfta  the  mali-i^^ 
cious  comments  of  many;    while  the.. 
Aline  as  she  leant  on  his  arm»  now 
into  dazzling  beauty,  made  some  say,  that 
spite  of  all,   the  young  couple  were 
welL 

But   their  thoughts  were  hardly  so; 
their    language     became     more    and 
estranged.  Renault  had  left  his  stately  hoiiasb 
over  which  the  wind  had  passed;  he  had  left 
>t   with   a  heavy  heart,    and  when  aoBtiida 
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*^ouI(i  have  been  more  genial  of  the  desolation 

^  lu0  thooghts,  he  had  sought  the  soene  which 

^®   felt  was  mocking  him,  to  meet,  as  he  had 

/>n>xiu8ed,  the  being  who  perhaps  of  all  the 

^orfd  had  the  greatest  power  to  subdue  the 

^^*^oess  of  that  consciousness  of  worldly  ruin, 

^'^i^oh.  no  one  however  young  and  full  of  the 

^I^^  tJiat  can  rise  from  ashes,  can  fail  to  feel 

^^^  one  of  those  calamities  which  rank  those 

'^liom  they  faU,  among  the  unfortunate  of 

thi^ 

^^orld.     But  he  had  been  met  with  coldr 

^^^*>        And  Aline  missed  much  in  Benault's 

^^^^^•^er    to   which  she    could  hardly  give  a 

^^^^3  and  not  thinking  of  what  her  own  was 

*^^rn,  but  only  of  the  love  which  this  manner 

^^rs  disguised,  for  the  first  time  in  all  their 

^^X^ourse,  the  relying  gentleness  of  her  oom- 

^^ion  gave  way  to  that  moumM  petulance 

^eart,  which  supports  torture  on  a  morbid 

But  Aline's  heart  ached  while  she  took  this 
^■^eless  revenge  on  the  man  she  loved,  for 
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she  felt  that  the  charm  of  questionless  reli* 
ance— the  sweetest  attribute  of  perfect  love- 
was  broken,  (and  how  little  will  do  that!)  a 
charm  she  hardly  knew  of,  till  it  was  lost. 

The  thought  was  cold  and  startling  to  her, 
and  though  her  countenance  was  excited,  and 
her  sparkling  eyes  almost  unconscious  of  the 
objects  around  her,  tlie  lips  set  more  and 
more  to  haughtiness;  the  passionate  pride  of 
uncertain  self-reproach  urged  her  to  the  con- 
tinuance of  a  course,  rendered  welcome  in  its 
recklessness  from  the  torturing  consciousness 
of  the  priceless  happiness  which  she  fell 
that  slie  had  destroyed,  and  impiitient  of  losing 
what  was  so  dear  to  her— although  it  was 
herself  who  had  broken  the  sweet  but  fragile 
spell  — she  acted  as  if  the  worst  had  come,  % 
worst  that  would  have  broken  Alinc^s  heart ; 
yet  she  acted  towards  Renault  as  it*  it  had 
come,  and  as  if  she  bore  it  lightly. 

Pride  still  s|)oke  to  her ;  she  was  surrounded 
by  crowds  of  admirers,  by  high-bred  and  hand- 
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some  men,  who  had,  before  Renault's  arrival, 
been  making  favour  with  Lady  Fawnglaive 
to  get  her  to  introduce  them,  but  Aline  had 
met  these  overtures  not  only  coldly,  but 
with  a  feeling  of  irksomeness,  for  her  eyes 
were  ever  turning  towards  the  door  by  which 
she  imagined  Renault  Falconer  would  enter. 
And  so  pride  spoke ;  and  Aline's  words  were 
few^  and  her  tones  were  cold,  while,  in  the 
midst  of  this,  Harry  Borfield  came  up  and 
dauned  her  as  his  promised  partner.  She 
accepted  his  arm  with  more  frankness  than 
the  occasion  required,  and  she  took  leave  of 
Renault  with  more  politeness  than  pleased 
him* 

All  this  had  passed  in  not  much  longer 
time  than  the  recital  has  taken,  and  Renault 
waa  still  hardly  yet  reconciled  to  the  blaze 
of  the  dazzling  scene,  when  a  low,  soft  voice 
uttered  his  name,  and  a  pair  of  lustrous  eyes 
met  his  own. 

Xt  was  Lady  Glenmore,  who,  when  he  first 
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entered,  being  sommoded  hy  a  gioap  of 
guests  whom  it  was  her  lofd*fl  mthMi 
had  reodrad  him  wMi  ibe  fruk 
which  she  knew  so  well  how  to  bestow,  i 
the  cheek  flashed  oriniaoii,  end  tba  diric  efBi 
flashed  as  if  with  sodden  fire  aed  now^aAa 
having  by  comdderable  taot  iuooaededJi 
getting  rid  of  the  ennui  around  Jwr-ktor 
rupting  a  wealthy  duke  in  die  muddle  of.  ■ 
dissertation  on  Chineae  pine  iqpplee  alie  lae 
immediately  gone  in  quest  of  Benenhj  whes 
she  found  the  moment  that  Afine  waa  gonfK. 

Her  arm  lay  on  his^  when  lendiaf  Vm 
towards  the  cooler  and  qnief er  pnrt  ef  thi 
rooms,  she  said, 

<'Is  there  any  trath»  Betenlty  .inJU 
Strange  story  about  your  eatefte  and  tilk^fl 
which  all  the  worid  is  apeaki^?..  We^eiill 
arrived  on  Wednesday,  and  nhmllkarlff 
news  that  greeted  ue^  irm  tha*  .ye«.ikai|W 
be  deprived  of  Woodlee.*  .« .  .  «4«Mi| 
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'*  I  ain  now  a  nameless  and  landless  man," 
Ladjr  Glenmore.  "  Your  guests,  I  perceive, 
we  a.ii?are  of  it,  for  they  are  making  a  lion  of 
"^®»'*  eaid  Benault  with  some  bitterness,  **  and 
keeping  at  a  respectixd  distance,  as  is  prudent 
^tH  wild  beasts." 

I-iet  us  leave  this  T  said  Lady  Glenmore 
**^*il*iedly,  passing  on  from  the  room  in 
^*^oli  they  had  paused,  "  there  is  a  crowd 
^**^xig  on  u&     This  way." 

■*^ey  went    into  a  lofty  cool    apartment, 
*^*^^^cl  here  and  there  in  the  distance,  rather 
^^^^^      occupied,    (so    spacious   it    was,)  with 
*^l^e  at  which  whist  players  sat. 

^ou  have  lost    all  then,  Renault.    Good 

^^'V'ens !   I  thought  it  would  end  in  a  chan- 

^^^*^     suit,   or  something  of  that  sort     Lady 

^^Uglaive    never  wrote   me  any   thing   of 

**  ^^w  Lady  Fawnglaive   was  one  of  those 

^*^*W  persons,  who  anticipate  the  wishes  of 

^    Sreat,  in  matters  which  they  themselves 
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may  not  express ;  and  as  the  countess  and 
Renault  never  corresponded,  or  dreamt  of 
such  a  thing,  the  dowager  who  never  loft 
the  country,  took  care  in  her  pcrioilical  let- 
ters to  Belgrave-square,  to  give  every  piece 
of  gossip  tliat  she  knew  regarding  Sir  Ke- 
nault  Falconer;  and  would  even  occasion  .!ly 
drive  up  in  her  coach  to  Woodlee,  to  hav*^  an 
interview  to  record. 

"  You  seem  dreadfully  cut  up  about  it,  Re- 
nault," continued  the  countess,  "  but  yet,  w  hen 
one  thinks  of  it,  it  is  notliing.  There  was 
Canning,  my  father's  old  friend,  who  was 
once  worse  off  than  you  possibly  can  be : 
and  yet  he  became  prime  minister.  You 
must  get  into  parhament.  I  am  sure  the 
loss  of  fortune  can  never  be  a  serif  lus  injury 
to  you.  You  must  get  into  parliament 
Nelly's  husband,  the  duke,  has  counties  and 
boroughs.  I  shall  write  by  this  night's  post, 
before  I  sleep,  to  get  you  in  for  some  of 
them.      She    was   always  your   friend,   yoa 


\. 
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know,"   continued  Lady  Glenmore,  in  a  low, 
thoughtful  tone. 

*^  Ah  I  think  what  an  escape  you  had,  Mary 
—  Lady  Glenmore,*'  said  Kenault,  turning  to 
her  with  a  gentle  smile.  "  Helen  would  have 
wedded  you  to  one,  who  unknown  to  him- 
self and  to  you  all,  was  ^^  a  man  of  low 
degree  I" 

"You  would  think  less  highly  of  my 
escape,  if  you  knew — but  no  matter!  Helen 
and  I  will  be  your  champions,  and  there  is 
my  sister,  the  marchioness,  who  tried  so  bard 
to  flirt  with  you — you  remember,  Renault, 
before  she  was  well  out  of  her  own  honey- 
moon?" 

**  No,  indeed  I  do  not" 
**  That  is,  you  won't — but  if  you  don't,  I 
do,  still,  Btill,"  continued  the  countess,  her 
small  foot  beating  the  soft  carpet  with  a  deli- 
cate but  impatient  touch ;  "  this  is  no  time  to 
think  of  that ;  she  has  not  much  power,  but 
what    she  has,  she  will  exert    for   you,  if  it 
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were  but  to  spite  the  marquis.  I  know  ooWy 
that  it  A-as  envy  -fear  of  my  being  ha{fie» 
than  herself,  and  such  like  feelings,  and  no- 
thing eL?e,  that  made  her  so  anzions  th^ft  I 
should  marry  a  great  man,  and  be  as  nMSkaex' 
able  as  -  my  head  is  swimming  round  I — doa^ 
you  feel  the  heat  of  these  dreadful  waamm  ^ 
pressive  ?" 

**  1  found  everything  more  oppressive^       "^ 
Renault,     following    the     bent    of  hiB 
thoughts:  "till  I  met  with  you." 

"Well,  well,"  smd  the  countess,  Uitt^^^^^ 
"  I  know  the   duke  w  ill  give  you  a  borou^^ 
that  is,  Nell  will  give  you  one  — for  she  is  c^ 
and  duchess  too.''  - 


"  You  fon^et  that  I  am  opposed  to  the  < 
in  politics ;  and  that  the  marquis,  even  in  J^"^  ^ 


own  case,  shewed  me  personal  enmity,* 
Renault. 

"  True  I  true  !    I  had  forgotten  your  po^^ 
tics.     How   I   hate  the  sound  of  that  wold  ' 
But    your   own   party  wiU   be  too  htspgf  W 
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place  you  in  power.  You  have,  already,  the 
reputation  of  a  man  of  talent.  I  ofien,  last 
season  in  town,  heard  the  name  of  Falconer 
of  Woodlee.  You  will  be  a  great  man  yet, 
Renault,  a  greater  than  if  you  had  been 
allowed  to  remain  a  Scotch  baronet" 

These  were  the  countess's  words ;  but  what 
language  can  tell  the  soothing  kindness 
of  their  tones.  Kenault's  heart  was  lighter 
already. 

*t  It  is  too  early  for  me  to  play  truant,''  said 
the  countess,  hastily ;  '*  let  us  go  among  the 
crowds  again,  for  I  have  heard  several  carriages 
arrive  since  we  have  been  here.'* 

They  went  into  the  more  crowded  rooms  ; 
and  cheerful  and  flushed  with  the  re-action  of 
feeling ;  as  he  passed  into  the  moving  scene, 
with  the  beautiful  countess  on  bis  arm,  the 
first  eyes  he  met,  were  those  of  Aline 
Lennox  ! 

Aline,  listless  before,  now  blushed  to  the 
forehead^  and  a  strange  brightness  flashed  into 
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her  eye8 ;  Harry  Borfieid  was  still  Attending 
her;  the  quadrille  in  which  she  had  danced 
with  him  being  concluded,  and  the  band 
now  playing  a  waltz  to  whirling  couples— 
twice  had  Harry,  who  was  already  desperatelj 
in  love  with  his  partner,  twice  had  he  asked  her 
to  join  the  waltzers,  and  twice  had  been  refused ; 
and  now,  from  having  nothing  else  to  say,  Bor- 
fieid asked  her  a  third  time,  and  to  his  surprise 
and  delight,  she  consented.  The  next  mo- 
ment her  graceful  figure  had  entered  the 
maze. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


OLENMORB     CONTimJED. 


Thb  rooniB  became  more  crowded,  and  the  vast 
aBBembly  in  all  its  labyrinths,  (except  the  whist 
players^  more  gay ;  the  thick  pictured  walls 
kept  the  sounds  of  music  to  the  locality  to 
which  they  were  dureoted,  and  deep  window  re« 
eeosoo,  sotight  for  by  saunterers,  like  distin- 
gniahed  pews  in  a  fashionable  church,  were 
fillad  all  up  and  down ;  strange  condaves  they 
weie  in  these ;  polities  and  loye,  county  mat-* 
▼Of-  x«-  ^ 
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tcr8  and  domestic  ecaiidiU,  held  place  in  ilxo^^ 
jniblic  privacies  of  the  gorgeous  scene — the 
tapers  burned  more  joyously  in  the  increasing 
darkness  of  the  August  night,  and  an  air  of 
li<Tht  revelry  made  the  8cene--to  light  hearts 
delicious. 

Dut  why  say  tlint  ?  Where  are  light 
liearts  to  be  found  ?  Young  hearts  are 
heavy  by  what  they  crave,  and  liearts  ma- 
tured by  obtaining,  are  heavy  by  what  they 
have — the  veil  that  festi\ity  cast  over  anxiety 
is  but  a  thin  one,  and  the  extent  of  our  enjoy- 
ment of  tliat  which  we  possess,  is,  in  all  case^ 
but  the  measure  of  our  oblivion  of  that  which 
we  arc  denied. 

But  truth  is  a  thing  which  eats  into  the 
living  Iieart,  and  this  was  a  scene,  to  say  the 
least  of  it,  when  this  vulture  of  the  mind 
might  blink  its  bright  eyes  for  the  time ;  imir 
forms  and  faces,  that  in  sculpture  might  lire 
for  ever,  and  the  noble  countenances  of  mn 
of  high  thought,  whose  busineas  had  been  thst 
of  rulers  of  mankind,  gave  a  striking  chaneter 
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to  the  groupings — and  sweetly  and  merrily 
rang  the  music  of  wind  and  wires,  and  amid 
the  peace  of  its  pauses,  arose  at  times  the 
tbrilling  pulses  of  the  Italian's  song,  a  luxu- 
rious trifle,  more  wantonly  paid  for  than  the 
Roman's  dish  of  warbUng  tongues. 

Xhere  was  a  reality  in  the  splendid  revelry 
of  the  scene,  notwithstanding  its  many  gravi- 
ties of  countenance — so  perfect  was  it  in 
every  detail  that  might  wear  the  garb  of  plea- 
sure ;  a  revelry  which  had  a  refinement  of  its 
owHj  making  the  great,  frank,  and  genial  in  a 
healthy  level  with  their  kind,  and  those  who 
are  of  inferior  degree,  superior  to  that  very 
sad  feeling  which  causes. 

"  Mrs.  Backstreet  sneer  at  Mrs.  Lane." 

Coldj  formal,  and  stately  as  the  great  a.s- 
semblies  of  our  aristocracy  are,  there  is  a 
fund  of  manly  worthiness,  of  kindncsss  and 
good  nature  in  them,  which  flows  out  upon 
the  Bociol  system  of  t:ie  country,  and  helps 
to  keep  ua  all  together.  It  is  at  present  the 
V  3 


n.  it:    r  "li^nr  -&  ilt  i  Tuisgcrs  tt>  die 
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^^  artist  to  expect  the  same  deference  there, 
•*     he  would  find  in  a    circle    of    admiring 

-And  as  to  their  exclusion  from  such  scenes, 
^^  rather  that  their  professional  position  does 
'^'^  necessarily  make  them  mates  for  the 
^*^^  of  the  land,  it  must  be  remembered 
^^^  these  unions  are  the  very  republicanism  of 
^Ijflhed  life — a  man  may  admire  a  book  or  a 
"-^^ture,  and  y^  have  excellent  reasons  for 
^^dining  to  associate  with  the  author;  science 
^^  ait  are  not  social  virtues,  nor  is  there 
^^  obli^tion  on  social  life  to  seek  for  talent 
*-  the  taverns,  or  for  merit  on  the  moors, 
^^^cre  iM  an  obligation  on  the  part  of  great- 
'^^^  to  acknowledge  these,  but  if  companion- 
•*^ip  were  a  thing  of  duty,  **a  good  life," 
^ould  be  a  sort  of  hermitage. 

There  were  many  hundreds  in  those  pic- 
teed  halls^  for  the  "  grim  earl  *'  was'  enter- 
ftdning  ^'his  county.**  The  doughty  peer, 
ircauing  the  Star  of  the  Thistle  on  his  blue 


:^70  THE.    VOLNG  BAfiOXET. 

coat,   moved  up    and    down   the    tooibb^ 
dreseing  the  new  comens  with  vtately 
many  of  whom  file  their  hearts  throb  at 
thus  familiarly  spoken  to,  by  a  man  who 
been  a  minister  of  the  crown,  a 
even    the     mysterious     LondiNi     ne^ 
praised  and  abused^  and,  as  they  heard, 
French  and  other  Continental  papers^  wl 
the  '^  Drumleigh  Independent"  was  always 
quoting,   did  the  same^he  thought 
of  dining  with  the  king  himaelf,  this 
vious  earl;  and  his  name  a  year  or  two 
was  as   often  in  the  Court  Circular  as 
dispatching  of  di^atches  from  Downing 
to   the    Cape  of   Good   Hope.    Yet^ 
Glenmorc,   who,  although   **  a   good  ooa: 
man,"  that  is  to   say,  he  was  Presideiit 
its    Agricultural  Society,    Chairman    of 
Road  Trustees,  and  had  a  Sootdsh 
ness  of  persistance  in  carrying  thioogh 
local  Bill  which  might  be  subnuttad  to 
liament,  when  he  happened  to  appcore  of  i 
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^'liicli  WHS  always  ascertained  before  any thiiif^ 
^i  the  sort  was  attempted  —  although  tlie 
Earl  of  Glenmore  was  a  good  Lord-lieutenant, 
"^d.  when  he  was  in  power,  had  got  his  own 
share  of  natives  into  the  army  and  excise; 
the  xtian  looked  as  if  he  was  holding  a  levee 
rather  than  as  giving  an  entertainment ;  and 
^heu  on  examining  his  watch  he  found  that 
those  who  might  arrive  after  that  time  would 
***ve  to  consider  themselves  too  late  for  re- 
^ption  notice,  he  retired  to  rooms  in  a 
™*Xiote  part  of  the  castle,  where  a  few  "  agree- 
*"^®  intimates,"  (as  the  old  authors  have  it,) 
*^tended  by  a  couple  of  his  own  servants,  were 
Paying  chess,  talking  politics,  and  repeating 
"""^eless  cabinet  jokes — he  had  done  his  part 
^o  the  county,''  and  he  did  not  appear  that 
^^coing  again* 

And  this  was  the  husband  of  the  young  and 
P^^onate  Countess  of  Glenmore  I    The  splcn 
^****r  of  her  state  kept  her  heart  from  break- 
^  but  it  ached  not  the  less  for  all  that   She 
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too  was  highborn ;  she  had  received  by  m. 
riage  no  social  elevation  of  rank ;  she  ^ 
young  and  beautiful;  her  heart  was  war 
and  yearned  for  love ;  she  sought  for  it,  a. 
found  stateliness. 

We  express  our  horror  at  the  men  of  t 
east,  because  they  keep  their  wives  like  cag 
singing  birds  to  minister  to  their  pleasoi 
without  a  thought  of  the  feelings  of  t 
victims  who  are  thus  enslaved;  but  is  o 
own  system  of  such  matters — making  alio 
ance  for  the  differences  of  social,  but  not 
natural  condition — a  single  whit  better? 
man  turned  of  forty^  after  having  spent 
the  youth-time  which  is  given  to  the  hea 
marries  a  girl  of  eighteen  I  he  is  still  ^n 
old  for  a  man,"  and  if  in  good  case  aa  to  im: 
and  fortune,  the  world  says  it  is  an  ezoeOe 
match.  Nobody  shrugs  his  shoulders ;  a  60 
liar  female  friend  of  the  poor  girl  weep» 
little  on  her  marriage  day ;  and  that  is  aD. 

A  few  years   pass;  the  wife  la  at  smm 
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^^^   and   twenty,  the    husband   a  man  of 

fifty  J 

^  Fifty  or  sixty  it  is  all  the  same  T 
"^^d  so  it  »  all  the  same  to  a  woman  of 
®^ty-three  I      She  is  ripe  for  the  utmost 
^^'^thof  affection;  for  the  deepest  attach- 
"^^Ut ;  for  tendrilism  of  heart ;    for  passion ; 
*  devotion ;  for  every  thing  for  which  nature 
™*    clothed  her  body  with  beauty,  and  her 
°^d  with  the  gentle  instincts  which  keep  the 
^Id  world  blessed  still;  but  she  finds  that  in 
^^    days  of  her  heedlessness,  following  the 
^^ventional  prudence  of  her  times,  and  some- 
^l^t  may  be  in  obedience  to  the  necessities 
^    a    cruel  and  false   position,   she  chained 
"^'^elf  to  a  fate    which  she  would  not  under- 
hand from  some  premature  wish  to  acknow- 
*^dge  the  charms  of  tribute,  and  to  enjoy  the 
^*%htfal  position  which  a  wife  holds  in  the 
lOoal   world  of  the  budding  bosom  of  early 
^<»nanhood. 

It  18  a  fulsome  tyranny  of  the  social  despot- 

N  6 
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ism  of  our  times — ^the  young  love  the  younJ 
the  duration  of  man's  and  woman's  life  is  U 
same ;  the  numbers  of  each  sex  are  alik 
God  and  nature  give  no  harem  privilege  to  ms 
no  right  to  stolid  middle  age  to  settle  dov 
into  the  domestic  decency  of  mating  with  1 
fresh  beauty  of  early  youth;  nay,  womai 
heart  is  always  younger  than  ours — ^they  ha 
youth,  maturity,  and  old  age  as  well  as  w 
yet  we  make  merchandise  of  their  youth, ' 
neglect  them  in  middle  age,  because  a  wh. 
hair  mingles  with  their  tresses,  when  our  o 
is  ^rey,  and  at  last — when  through  life  i 
natural  instincts  of  their  heart  have  be 
checked  and  perverted — at  last,  when  in  < 
age  such  slavery  produces  something  of  gen 
feebleness  of  character,  we  piebald  them  wi 
unmanly  jests  I  Is  it  a  wonder  that  tfa 
sometimes  turn  against  the  decorum  of  sod 
lot  as  this  ? 

Lady  Glenmore  felt    that    her  heart   1 
been  imprisoned  in  the  conventional  toils 
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odious  lot;   tnie,   a  priest  had  blessed 

c^  nay,  he  was  a  bishop  who  did  so ;  and 

^  wild   thoughts  came,    those    sonorous 

Sf  would  ring  again  in  her  very  soul ;  but 

cuilt  Falconer  was  an  old  friend,  a  very 

*^  old  friend ;  he  was  now  unhappy^  and  it 

no  marvel  that  at  a  later  period  of  the 

aing,  or  in  other  words,  as  soon    as  she 

^  the  Countess  was  by  his  side  again. 

•J  this  time  the  news  of  Renault's  misfor- 

3  had  been  lavishly  sped  around  all  the 

us,  (except  to  the  whist  players,  who  were 

much  occupied  to  mind  any  thing  but  the 

le,)  not  the  less  eagerly  that  most  people 

heard  it  before,  and    those  who  on  his 

visit  to  the  castle,  had  hung  upon  him  as 

le  was  an  embryo  minister  of  the  crown, 

r  shuffled  uncourteously  by,  to  catch  the 

of  one  of  the  English  Dukes. 

)ut  when  those  who  wi^ed  to   show  that 

f  did  not  care  for  accidents  of  fortune — ^tiie 

m 
lU  lairds,  in  whose  dim  imaginations,  among 
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Other  toadlike  ideas  of  those  darksome  placei^" 
there  crawled  the  wish  to  appear  as  men  o 
magnanimity  who  knew  the  world— whe-s 
these,  with  dashing  kindness,  spoke  to  him— 
to  "  the  bastard  of  Woodlee,"  as  he  w» 
already  prettily  called — spoke  to  him  in  a  styll 
of  patronizing  familiarity,  they  felt  by  th^ 
manner  in  which  their  magnanimous  impes 
tincnce  was  received,  as  if  they  had  set  9m 
eye  tooth  on  an  agate!  some  of  them  wes 
confounded  into  imbecility^  and  others  f€i= 
back  upon  their  waiting  friends^  mutteriia 
that  if  Falconer  had  not  ceased  to  be  a  ge=~ 
tleman,  they  would  call  him  out 

They  mistook  their  man  completely; 
Renault  in  some  degree  mistook  himself,  tzz 
state  of  mind  might  have  excused  it.  B 
Renault  did  not  do  so*— at  least  he  did  not  := 
relation  to  them ;  affliction  sharpens  the  wit^ 
it  is  cruel  grinding  now  and  then,  but  kee-^ 
points  come  of  it— he  knew  that  the  men  wbo^ 
to  show  that  they  despised  what   thej  woi^ 
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j^ed— men  who  tKune  months  ago  would 
^  held  his  stimip — ^were  now  holdihg  out 
^ight  hand  of  fellowship  to  him,  to  obtain 
^^  by  such    as   they  themselyes  might 

^^  AHne,  the  lovely  Aline,  '^  the  beauty 
be  night,"  as  certain  men  had  named  her, 

bright  and  dasding;  and,  as  it  seemed, 
^  full  enjoyment  of  the  scene ;  but  those 

watched  her  narrowly  might  have  de« 
ed  painful  anxiety  in  the  very  animation  of 
countenance. 

Jid  once  more  Bemuilt  passed  into  the 
e  silent  anti-room,  in  which,  in  the  cooler 
ths  of  the  distance,  the  whist  players  still 
-he  passed  thither  again  with  the  young 
intess  of  Grlenmore. 

'he  soft  light  of  the  room  fell  gently  on 
warm  beauty  of  this  dazzling  woman ;  the 
c  hair,  the  fidr  forehead  bound  round 
ithe  liquid  light  of  shining  brilliants;  the 
s  white  throat,  and  arms  of  such  delicate 
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voluptuousness  that  they  made  the  me 
of  sculpture  as  cold  as  its  tantalizing 
the  gorgeous  dress^  rich  and  costly  as  1 
her  place,  and  the  smooth  flushed  che( 
delicately  rounded   bust,    and  the    fc 
sweep  of  her  graceful  person,  fired  th 
gination  with  the  charm  of  loveliness ; 
the  tones    that  imperceptibly   changec 
cheerful  courtesy  to   low    trembling 
spoken  anxiously,  and  at  intervals ;  th< 
of    her    companion    keeping     subtle 
to   the   music  of  her  words,  until  th 
cadences   joined    the    recurring    answ 
strange    harmony  —  gradually    arouse 
passions  of  the  soul;   she   had  soothi 
cheered    the  lover  of  her  former  da} 
proud  heart  was  bruised  by  his  conditic 
stung  by  the  seeming  heartlessness  of  • 
loved;   his  bndn  became  so  excited  t 
swam    again;     and    the    kind  words 
between  them,  grew  into  the  wildneas 
sion  of  which  neither  at  that  moment  k 
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they  walked  on  through  the  silent  chamber^ 
one  half  of  each  of  the  long  windows  of  which 
was  open;  and  oppressed  hj  the  excitement 
of  their  own  emotions,  and  the  warm  tumult 
of  the  scene  they  had  left,  they  went  out  upon 
the  old  Venetian  balcony,  into  the  cool  dark- 
ness of  the  August  night. 

*^  Renault/  said  Lady  Glenmore,  no  longer 
trembling  when  he  took  the  hand  of  the  arm 
that  lay  on  his,  ^*  this  despair  is  unworthy  of 
you." 

''  And  you  say  that  amid  all  my  sufferings, 
;you  envy  me  1" 

"I  do— God  knows  I  do;  I  envy  every 
T)odyr 

"  And  why  should  this  be?    You  are  young 
and  beautiful —you  have  rank,  wealth,  splen- 
dour, and  the  homage  of  all  hearts,  Mary — 
Lady  Glenmore." 
"  Call  me  Mary." 

"  I  will  call  you  what  you  are,  my  best,  my 
only  friend  T 


»' 
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-  1 1=.  iziiaed  yocr  friend,*  aiidthe  Count  -  ^^  ^ 
■vizi  vixi  z'jsmtszzsss  o£  heartfelt  trndk  '^^  -" 
aaj-iizc  ^b*s  I  might  do  could  nf9em  t^^»* 
jic  vincc  jca  :e«i  ao  much,  I  would  dd  iu^*  ^ 
X  *:r:ici  zij  «art' 

-  r!saz  ieKt    ot    joun  ihoald  never     *^ 
:r;kiz  rj  =•;.  Miry." 

-^  V:;£r  ssferiaes  hftTe  well  mgli  biokei^  ^ 
unfair — I  ui  acre  -aahapp^  dnn  yon  kafi^"^' 

-"  Ar-!  Tcci  rnUr  tiien  u  nnli^^  m  I  s^^  ' 
itfc:az'£«i-i  S^sach— -  bat  no!  no!  yon  t/^^ 


rrxzik  Kv  ^c:  j\>c  cKBnot  be  that  T 

-  'Vir-  I  1   Z2UI 7   said  Lidj  Ql^aaa^'^^ 
■*  I  .vttlii  nSe  wii  wone  than  even 
:^«f  z  7*:c     I  .void  despiae  thoae  who ' 
voac  I  3iiii  Lcisc — but  I  am  a  woom 
jiuc  lai  xvc  »  the  Kuwkgr  of  nj  loll 
I  !■«  ill  TJ*  jST  th».  y«t  To«  an  so  i 
cwcis:^:.  :^  I  biudlj  know  what  I  WBf^ 

-  N.x  ic  1  w«U  know  wlwi  1  ML    I 
cbIv  cvi&!cic(»  oc  the  miieffy  wUoh  y 
4gcrtK^L      It   15  the  bittemi  enae  of 
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Wretched  that  their  friends  share   their  mis- 
fortunes in  their  very  sympathy  with  them; 
while  those  who  seemed  to  possess  a  warmer 
•eatiment,  desert  them  " 

**  Not  those   who  truly  love — never  think 
fi^^^  those  who  do  so,  could  suffer  loss  of  af- 
'®<5tion  to  come  from  loss  of  fortune." 

^^  Sut  they  might  from  the  loss  of  birth- 
^S't^'t;,''  said  Benault,  bitterly  remembering 
^^**^^^'s  words  on  the  slopes  of  Cuikglen. 

*^    J  do  not  understand  the  tenn.    Are  you 
^^^        the  same  friend  to   me  that    ever  you 

<^ot  that  alone^  but  I  believe,  Mary,  that 
^^     mre   the  only  friend   I  have    in  all  the 

"You  might  have  many,  Benault." 

^ut  none,"  said  he  warmly,  "none  who 
*^  be  so  dear,  so  very  dear  to  me  as  you  l** 

^And  I  have  no  friend,  Benault,  I  wish 
*^^ve  no  friend  but  you  I'* 

^y  friendship  is  hardly  worth  your  ac- 
^^^nce,"  said  Benault,  mournfully. 
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**  If  you  knew  how  dear  it  is  to  me,  you 
would  not  say  that  T' 

The  hand  that  held  his,  clasped  it  till  ht 
felt  the  pulses  beating  beneath  the  glove ;  the 
pressure  was  returned  warmly,  and  the  hands 
were  closer  locked ;  her  beautiful  head  touched 
his  shoulder,  a  murmuring  expression  was  half 
unsaid  by  the  meeting  of  their  lips ;  the 
sudden  passions  of  an  ardent  nature  put  iire 
into  Kenault*s  veins ;  his  burning  lips  fastcnttl 
on  hers,  he  drew  her  to  his  bosom,  cla^pvd 
her  to  his  heart,  and  held  her  there  ! 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


THE  LATB  HOUBS  AT  QLENMORE. 


Tbb  music  still  went  on  in  the  chief  saloon. 
It  was  a  splendid  chamber,  in  ancient  times 
the  banquet  hall  of  the  lords  of  Glenmore, 
but  now  cast  en  suite  with  other  lofty  apart- 
ments, on  so  vast  a  scale,  that  except  when 
filled  by  numbers,  they  had  a  desolate  gran- 
deur which  was  opposed  to  every  thing  social 
or  domestic;  and  the  progressive  peacefulness 
of  later  days  had  converted  those  imposing 
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rooms — in    which  the  clang   of  armed   xm^^^ 
sitting  down  to   rude  feasting,   had  so  oir  ^^ 
rung — into  rare  places  for  the    splenJouC^     * 
modem  times;  and  the  arches  of  the  halls  t^^ 
been  adorned  by  lavish  art,  and  the  windo**^** 
large  as  church  doors,  leading  on  the   wi*^^' 
strong  balcony,  had  had  their  diamond  pa.*^^ 
removed,  and  their  long  frames  sheeted  ^r^^ 
huge  plates  of  glass,  and  hung  with  gorge-^^^^ 
curtains,  adorned  with  silver  and  gold;    i^.*^ 
around  the  walls,  once  stored  with  grim  fig"*^  " 
ing  gear,  deer's  heads,  and  foxes*  and  ott^*" 
noses  nailed  to  the  panelled  wood,  were  x<:>  "*^ 
of  rare  paintings,  with  here  and    there     "^ 
luminous  likeness  of  some  great  ancestor 
great  beauty  of  the  house,  removed  from    *-- 


portrait  gallery  to  shine  in  these,   the 
drawing-rooms  of  the  castle — and  the  c^ 
lights  gave  sparkling  richness  to  the  spies 
of  the  scene,  and  the  long  minors  mnltip''^ 
it ;  and  the  rooms  became  more  festive,  a»     ^^^ 
night  hours  set  deeper  in. 
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was  a  change  in  Lady  Glenmore's 
ince,  when  with  the  proud  step  which 
iral  to  her,  she  walked  with  Benault 
3  centre  of  the  suite  of  halls.  It  was 
)lj  that  the  cheek  was  flushed,  and 
eyes  were  bright,  but  the  flush  was  so 
i  burning,  and  the  eyes  had  such  a 
Sxed  light,  that  the  excitement  which 
ct  betrayed  was  evidently  of  a  differ^ 
1,  to  that  which  mere  festivity  could 
Lady  Glenmore  had  imbibed  poison 
from  the  lips  of  the  man  she  loved, 
^as  flying  like  fire  through  her  brain. 
Eld  passed  the  Bubicon^^not  far  indeed, 
was  conscious  of  a  change  of  condition 
tartled  her ;  a  state  of  feeling  which 
.  never  contemplated ;  for  although  her 

destiny  had  been  constantly  in  her 
ad  affection  for  Benault  Falconer  had 
m  the  dalliance  of  her  heart;  love-pas- 
lowever  familiar  they  may  be  to  the 
&d  thoughts  of  a  married  woman,  when 
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cr 


they  come  into  reality,  never  fail  to  teach 
a  (loom-like  lesson,  which  for  the  tune  stu-^^^^ 
the  proudest  pride.     And  Lady  Glenmore  ^  ^^ 
that  by  the  slight  interchange  of  caresses,  ^ 

thing  which  might  have  been  seen  withou"^^*  ^ 
second  thought  in  the  former  visions  of  Y'^-  •^^ 
mind,  like  the  apple  which  Eve  tasted,  \m^  ^"**l 
given  her  a  terrible  consciousness  of  a  chai^  mr^^ 
of  nature ;  and  the  young  countess  felt  tfc^*  ^^ 
she  was  no  longer  the  same  woman,  who  tk:^*-  -^^ 
morning  had  put  on  the  robes  and  jewels  whi  ^^^ 
she  wore. 

Still  she  hung  on  the  arm  of  her  compani^^^^^  "*» 
whom  in  spite  of  all  those  tumultuous  thougl "»-  *^ 
she  felt  more  than  ever  reluctant  to  leave ;  j^t-^*^ 
as  they  came  before  one  of   the  mirrors,  b^^^^^ 
paused  an  instant,  as  if  surprised  at  what  tk^-  ^^^ 
saw. 

Renault,  by  the  state  of  bis  feelings  duiS^*^ 
the  evening,  was  pale,  and  his  countenar:^ 
betrayed  anxiety;  his  fine  frank  eyes  w^^-^^ 
bright  and  burning,  and  his  rich  hur,  thio^^''^ 
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-  firom  his  bold,  white  forehead,  was  dis- 
xei  into  the  natural  curls  of  his  own  silken 
es ;  yet  even  over  this  excitement  of  aspect 
e  was  something  of  that  tranquillity  of 
e  which  lingers  with  the  proud ;  but  when 
eyes  caught  the  reflection  of  Lady  Glen- 
n's countenance,  the  sudden  expression  of 
^wn  broke  through  the  steel  mask,  which 
-bred  Norman  features  when  pain  is  war- 
in  their  heart,  so  often  wear — like  a  sud- 
death  stroke  that  disturbs  the  noblest 
ing  which  the   soul   can  give  the  human 

and  reveals  agony. 
:ie  mirror  did  indeed  shew  a  peculiar  change 
he  beautiful  countenance  of  the  Lady  of 
unore ;  a  change  which  no  description  can 
5  perfectly  intelligible  to  such  as  have 
X  witnessed  it— it  was  that  wild  change 
li  comes  over  woman's  countenance,  when 
LOn  has  treacherously  torn  modesty  away, 
be  glance  of  both  at  the  mirror  did  not 
py  many  moments,  yet  the  Countess  with 
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the  quick  perception  of  minute  fedingi^  wb^ 
is  her  sex's  gift,  saw  what  the  change  of  asp^^ 
which  startled  herself,  had  produced  ia  '^^ 
mind  of  the  man  on  whom  her  £aii  aim  *^^^ 
laid. 

Had  the  devil  planned  the  sharpeat  meaa^ 
torturing  this  lovely  woman's  heart,  his  helli-*^ 
wit  could  have  devised  no  better  scheme 
this.     Her  pride,  before,  had  been  ati 
but  now  it  was  stung. 

Still  she  hung  on  the  arm  of  her  oon^ani^^*** 
more  closely  when  they  left  that  ahining 
that  terrible  hand-writing  on  the  wall ; 
now  a  fiery  recklessness  inflamed  her^  like 
which  makes  the  dazzled  insecty  when  its 
are  burned,  plunge  deeper  into  rain — ^no 
fitted  for  the  freedom  of  the  air,  it 
turns  its  bosom  to  the  torture  of  the 
and  so  it  is  with  woman. 

*'  Lady  Glenmore,  where  have  you  hid  yooT^ 
self,**  said  the  fair  Yicounteas  MeadawguM 
one  of  those  English  beauties  with  light  biowB 
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hair^  blue  ejee,  thin  aquiline  noses  of  a  deli- 
cate mother  of  pearl  color,  fat  husbands,  and 
never  ending  numbers  of  small  children,  with 
curly,  flaxen  pates — "but  these  rooms  of 
yours  are  so  large.  Meadowgrass  won't  let 
me  stay  any  longer,  he  is  to  be  on  the  moors 
to-morrow  morning  early,  and  our  carriage  is 
waiting  for  us." 

The  countess,  with  easy  grace,  played  the 
liostess,  and  Kenault  passed  into  the  moving 
crowds. 

His  thoughts  turned  to  Aline,  and  he  looked 
■or  her  in  every  group  he  met,  and  while  thus 
engaged,  some  one  touched  his  shoulder. 

**  Falconer,  I  have  been  looking  for  you. 

Oome  out  of  this  d d  crowd,  let  us  go  down 

stairs,  and  have  some  champaigne,"  said  Harry 
IBorfield. 

"  Is  Miss  Lennox  gone  ?'' 

•*  Bolted,  and  made  old  Lady  Fa wnglaive,  much 
against  her  will,  order  the  carriage.  I  thought 
you  were  gone,  and  told  her  so.     She  has  mor- 

VOL.   II.  o 
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tally  offended  the  Duke  of  Derwent,  the  beat 
match  on  the  peerage^  with  whom  she  was  ^ 
gaged  to  dance.     His  grace  is  smitten  I  thix* 
and  she  flirted  with  spirit  for  a  time,  but  »*• 
took  a  sudden    «vhim   to  go,   and  off  she  b^ 
gone^  not  five  minutes  ago— I  say,  come  doi^"^ 
stairs ;    I  am  half  choked  with  the  hest,  ar^*^ 
the  smell  of  bouquet  du  nw." 

Renault  was  glad  of  anything  tliat  mig^*'* 
keep  back  for  a  time  the  increased  gloom  whiccfc 
was  settling  over  his  mind,  and  accompante*^ 
Borfield  to  what  the  latter  called  a  snugger^' 
but  which  in  reality  was  a  noble  old  hall ncA^ 
pictured,  in  the  lower  part  of  the  large  bull^^ 
ing;  in  which  various  parties  of 
were  drinking  wine  of  every  luxurious 
mination,  eating  cold  game,  and  other 
of  a  more  curious  kind,  playing  deeper  thft^^' 
may  be  told,  and  otherwise  aotiag  as  nuiP' 
please  themselves. 

"  Here  is  a  comer  for  sitting:  in   with  •^ 
old  friend,"  said  Borfield^  plineiiig  ohiii*  ^^^ 
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fcult  aod  himself  beaide  a  table  i^vhich 
I  under  a  carved  oaken  pillar  of  one  of 
archea  of  the  hall — this  is  the  place  for 
ty  and  no  equality.  Sandy/'  called  out 
rjy  addressing  a  grave  serving  man  who 
moving  in  the  distance. 
Vm  not  Sandy  Leslie,  sir,  but  if  you  want 

ril  bring  him  to  ye.  My  name  is  Archi- 
Mac  Donald— of  the  Lords  Mac  Donald 
le  Isles.  They  ca'  me  Archie  here,  but 
*eal  name  is  what  I — " 
Ah,  I  see  you  now,"  said  Harry,  **  I 
ght  it  was  Sandy,  but  I  see-  you:  are  a 
nt  looking  man." 

My  mither  was  a  beautiful  wumman,  sir,'' 
the  grim  highland  serving  man,  much  gra« 
L 
CTetaUumpenypeut-itrey  quirCitaitpcubien,'^ 

Borfield  turning   to    Benault      ''Well, 
^ie,  just  bring  us^  (and  Borfield  mentioned 
rin  elaborations  of  meat  and  wine. )    Egad, 
o  3 
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Falconer,  I've  a  great  mind  to  go  to  the  cellar 
myself." 

"  Don't  think  of  such  a  foolery,"  raid 
Renault. 

•'  And  it  might  be  a  question  if  Mr.  Bloxam, 
the  butler,  would  admit  ony  man  to  the  cellars. 
I  hardly  think  he  would  admit  my  lord,"  said 
the  servant. 

"  Well,  Archie,  put  your  thumb  round  the 
cork ;  you  understand  ?" 

"  There  is  sma'  matter  for  capacity  in  un- 
derstandin'  what  is  meant  by  that,  sir." 

'^  But,  Archie,  could  not  the  butler  come 
here  himself." 

"  Ye  may  as  weel  hope  for  Ben  Lomond  to 
come  and  speak  to  ye." 

•'  Well,  Sandy." 

"  Archibald,  wi'  your  honour's  leave.** 

"  Put  your  thumb  round  the  wired  cwk, 
and  push  it  backwards  and  forwards,  if  it  feeb 
the  least  slack,  tell  the  butler  that  the  wine 
is  not  such  as  you  can  take  to  any  friend  of 
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Liord  Glenmore^  and  if  it  seems  firm,  Sandy 
— Archie,  I  mean,  look  if  there  is  a  label  on 
the  bottle,  and  if  you  see  ^  ADe  St  Marceaux^ 
o*  Rheim  {Mame)  Sillery  Mouiseuxy  Premiere 
QualUey^  yoa  may  be  certain  that  the  wine  is 
good" 

"  The  man  will  never  remember  all  that," 
said  Renault,  be^nning  to  feel  tired  of  the 
dialogue. 

•*  And  that*8  true,  Woodlee,"  said  the  Scot- 
tiflh  servitor.  **  Vm  thinking  it  wad  be  better 
to  write  it  doon." 

«  WeU,  I  can  do  that,"  said  Harry. 
"  Never  think  of  such  folly,  Borfield.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  the  man  will  bring  good  wine. ' 
"  I  don't    know    that      There  was   what 
liOrd  Glenmore  called  '  Souterne,'  at  dinner 
tCMlay,  and  it  was  nothing  but  *  Grave,'  the 
Gfaambertin,  though,  was   excellent;   such  a 
ilafFoiirr 
.Tb^  highland  domestic  put  his  hand  on  the 
earner  of  the  table,  and  seemed  desirous  of 
irolons^i^  the  conversation. 


boose,  tU 
Ukftt  A£tte^ 

oAsd  win  Wtc 
LenocKC  of  the  Glen  ac^  ftirif  bf  ISi  )P^ 
WM  Gertrude  I  !»▼«  6cmc  ;  I  »w  tt  was  i^ 
lor  me  to  bc^  for  &Toar  tberei,  btU  Al^ 
is  eren  more  bevntifiil  tban  her  sJteri  '^ 
will  liftT«  eqwl  fortiiiie  tf  the  fktber  pl^^ 
tJbem  fmirlj.    But  the  Doke  of  Dcnrent 
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evidently  smitten — and  it's  no  joke  entering 
-the  .  lists  against  a  Duke.  Let  me  fill  the 
glasses  again.  What  a  row  they  are  making 
«t  -the  other  end  of  the  room.  I  should  not 
^wonder  if  some  of  them  struck  up  a  song  I" 

''  It  is  past  one  o'clock,"  said  Renault,  look- 
ing at  his  watch. 

**  Well,  and  what  of  that?  I  won't  cjo  up 
-stairB  again  for  «ome  time.  We  are  Very  oom- 
lortable  here ;  there  will  be  nothing  Kke  this 
In  ^he  supper  rooms.  The  two  Dukes  will 
^tar^e  t&t  Lady  GHlefimoye.  I  say,  you  and  she, 
I  believe,  are  old  friends  ?" 

**  Yrt  we  are,"  said  Renault,  "do  you  make 
m  Ibi^  'Stay  here,  Borfield?" 

^^  As  long  as  I  don't  find  myself  one  too 
^mBsny,  and  that  is  not  likely  to  be  soon  in 
cnBich  «  cathedral  of  a  house  aS  this.  I  don't 
Imow  now  that  I  have  given  up  my  seat  in 
Parliament,  what  the  devil  I  shall  do  with 
ttyeelf,  or  call  myself,  i  am  six  and  twenty, 
FaleoBer^  and  my  hair  is  falling  off.     Lord 
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Glenmorc  ia  my  relation,  but  he  can't  d€^  ^' 

die 
thing  for  anybody  just    now,  except  i^^ 

way  of  the   army ;    and  Tm  tired  of  ali^-  **^ 

pipeclay  work.    Td  as  lief  enter  a  wofk^^^*** 

as  a  regiment    again.     You  won't  ihii^^  ^ 

putting   on  a   red  coat,  will  you?    No^^  ™ 

sure  you  won't — you  remember  when  we       ^•* 

in  the  army  together  that  everybody  ihop-^^V* 

you  would  be  a  great  man,  a  cabuiet 

or  something  of  that  sort,  but  I  don^t  see 

you  can  play  the  long  bowl  now,  mj 

fellow.  Pray,  Falconer,  tell  an  old  friend 

you  intend  to  do?** 

<<  As  there  is  to  be  an  eleotioo  finr 
leigh,"  said  Renault,  ''  I  will  atand  lor 
borough." 

'<  Never  think  of  such  a  thing  T 
the  ex-member  for  that  town.    ^  Comjm 
the  name  of  Woodlee ;  the  many 


hot 


ing  land   of  the   barony;  the   power  tha*-^ 
man  sitting  in  the  Falconers^  chair  exefc^^^^ 
over  these  people,  will  cany  all  before  k^**^ 
You  clever  fellows  are  often  blind  to  wm^ 
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t£8  which  a  man  like  myself  can  see  as 
jAj  as  an  open  ditch.  Upon  my  soul  this 
plendid  wine  !** 

It  is  capital  wine,"  said  Renault,  who  had 
ci  so  tempest  tossed  with  conflicting  emo- 
^  that  the  common-place  communion  with 
field  was  grateful  to  him — **  you  say  Aline 
inox  had  not  been  gone  long  when  I  met 

oow?*' 

No,  not  very  long — oh  no,  not  very  long, 
in't  make  out  that  girl  at  all,"  continued 
Geld,  musing.  **  I  wish  I  knew  what  is 
'  for  me  to  do.  Here  I  am.  Falconer, 
•ty  well  as  poor  as  a  gentleman  need  wish 
:>e,  with  no  means  or  likelihood  of  being 
thing  but  a  younger  son  unless  I  marry 
ebody  of  fortune.  A 11  my  relations  said,nc  ver 
d  providing  for  Harry,  he  is  sure  to  marry 
I,  as  I  have  thus  been  supposed  to  provide 

myself.  I  wish  I  knew  how.  There  are 
^ty  of  good  lookinj:  fellows  even  in  this 
Oty,  but  no   heiresses   worth  speaking  of 

the  Lennoxes,  and  their  expectations  are 
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only  to  be  realized  as  the  father  pletseBi 
makn  cannot  pick  up  pretty  giih  of  fortuti^ 
easilv  as  fathers  and  mothers  think.    And  ^ 
that  Fm   out  of  Parliament,  any  nan  t^ 
arrest  me.     Tm  afraid  my  existence  wiU 
of  little  value  to  myself  or  anybody  eke.    ^ 
all  events   I  shall  have  one   good  season 
grouse  shooting  out  of  it,  for  Lord  Glenm^ 
has  given   me   permission  to  shoot  over  is 
part  of  his  estate.     Liet  us  fill  up  again,  Ffl 
coner,  I  have  a  felloir  feeling  with  yon,o 
boy,  for  yon  are  now  as  badly  off  as  L" 

^^  I  am  very  much  worse  off  than  70 
Harry." 

"  Bah !  what  signifies  birth  if  a  man  is 
younger  son — there  is  beggary  in  the  ve 
sound  of  the  Honourable  I^lr.  this  orMr.tfai 
We  younger  sons  of  straitened  peers  srs  1 
garded  by  parents  and  guardians  as  a  sort 
freebooters  on  good  society ;  the  very  Wm 
fight  shy  with  usi,  that  is^  they  think  ni  ^ 
good  men  to  flirt  with,  but  nothing  more.  A. 
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egad,  poor  as  I  am,  Fd  rniAier  work  witli  my 
hknda,  than  wed  a  dowdy-omded  under- 
bred woman,  howerer  ri6fa  she  might  be,  who 
would  be  diispoeed  to  marry  tmb  because  I  am 
%  lord's  son.  I  don't  think  I  ever  tasted  a 
b^ter  glass  of  wine  than  this.'* 

«  Well,  Borfield,  I  shall  stand  for  Drum- 
leigb ;  and  if  I  fail  in  being  returned,  I  almost 
think  I  will  enter  some  foreign  service." 

**  Hiafs  what  I  never  would  do.  Foreign 
iBerviicel  all  work  and  no  pay,  associating 
with  a  parcel  of  rascals  in  badly  made  uliiform, 
drinking  smdl  wine,  and  dining  on  oily  dishes 
off  a  dirty  table-cloth.  I'd  rather  be  a  poor 
Knight  of  Windsor." 

'*  Order  my  carriage  if  you  please,"  said 
Renault  to  a  servant  who  was  passing. 

**Yes,  sir,"  said  the  man  retiring  with  a 
bow. 

*'  This  is  the  last  time  I  shall  use  it,"  said 
Benault.  '*  To-morrow,  I  pve  up  possession 
dTalL" 
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'*  Don't  go  yet,"  said  Borfield. 

"  I  luLTe  much  to  do,  to-morrow,  Harrfyttd 
a  six  miles  journey  before  me  to-night  IvO^ 
go  and  take  leave  of  Lady  GHenmare." 

"  Well,  Falconer,  I  must  say  you  betr  yw 
misfortunes  like  a  man.  But  just  let  Uft  fiv 
the  bottle.* 

The  change  from  this  place  of 
license,  to  the  glittering  rooms 
striking.  They  were  now  less  erowded,  ao^ 
the  rattle  of  carriages  under  the  long  windo^ 
came  on  the  ear  in  a  continuous  sound.  B^ 
nault  took  leave  of  the  Cotmtess,  who  ^^ 
standing  surrounded  by  a  laughing  group;  "^ 
partook  of  their  cheerfiilnesB^  and  Lady  Ol**" 
more,  in  semblance  at  least,  did  the  i 
a  light  good  night  passed  between 
coming  a  festive  halL 

But  when  Renault  Falconer  rode  I 
through  the  dark,  solemn  park,  wiA  thB  ^ 
night  wind  moumfnlly  rustUqg  tlie,;.itfMV 
trees   he   passed;  the  strange  fediqgrif  ^^ 
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night  came  upon  him  like  a  bewildering  dream ; 
until  the  memories  grew  indistinct  in  his 
mind,  and  consciousness  itself  seemed  para- 
lized ;  the  only  distinct  impression  which  re« 
mained  was  that  henceforth  his  paths  of  life 
must  be  desolate. 

DrizzUn^  showers  were  beginning  to  fall, 
and  the  moaning  wind  beat  the  rain  against 
the  carriage  windows,  the  trotting  of  the 
hoTsee,  and  the  roll  of  the  carriage  wheels  fell 
mournfully  on  his  ear,  and  the  ghastly  light  of 
the  lanterns  as  they  gleamed  on  the  spectral 
objects  which  he  passed,  created  a  painful  re- 
action from  the  artificial  cheerfulness  which 
glitter  of  the  Glenmore  drawing-rooms  had 
produced. 

The  journey  was  a  cold  and  dreary  one,  and 
no  joy  awaited  him  when  he  should  reach  the 
silent  halls  of  his  fathers,  which  on  the  morrow 
would  be  his  no  more  ! 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 


TUB  DEPARTURE. 


The  next  day  opened  dismally.  It  had  rained 
all  night,  and  was  raining  fltilL  The  wind 
burst  in  pitiless  blasts  over  the  waving  treesi 
sweeping  the  watery  showers  in  sheets  across 
the  pUins,  and  nuiking  them  pelt  incessantly 
on  the  many  windows  of  the  mmision  cyf  Wood- 
lee  ;  the  roar  of  the  swollen  riyer,  now  brown 
even  in  its  foam,  rose  continuously  from  the 
woods;  and  the  tributary  brooks,  no  Icmger 
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tinkling  with  dear  aoundB  aa  awcet  as  tiie 
Botea  of  the  forest  bird,  gwhed  aloud  in  thdr 
hidden  channels  during  the  pauses  of  tiie 
blast ;  the  rodss  sat  erest-fidlen  on  the  elms, 
or  fluttered  their  wings  to  poise  themselves 
on  the  moving  boughs,  but  not  a  caw  did 
they  give ;  there  was  no  warble  from  the  sky, 
no  whistle  from  the  wood,  no  low  from  the 
greenland,  no  bark  from  the  hill ;  the  tempest 
revelled  in  the  nlence  of  all  sounds  except  its 
own,  and  those  which  its  cheerless  power 
created. 

Renault  had  a  cold  wakening  on  the  dreary 
mom  of  that  gloomy  day;  a  fire  was  lit  in 
the  tall  breakfast-room,  the  first  time  sinoe 
^printer  had  gone ;  and  it  gave  pale  flames  from 
the  lighted  wood,  and  much  smoke  from  amid 
'the  piled  lumps  of  coal,  but  no  warmth  or 
cheerfulness  to  the  antient  chamber;  the  carpet 
looked  thinner  than  its  wont,  and  the  old  fur- 
niture barer  than  became  the  comfort  of  such 
a  noble  pile;  the  portait  of  the  fresh-fiEU)ed 
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wim  die  powdezed.  hair  sbb  need 

Ttim«y   aboac  cfae   hla^ 
and  winciL  in.  BaHBilic*3 
to  Us  marvel  he  bad  ahrsTs 
luiii^  whenever  he  looked  a&  k;   AboU 
tzait  waa  iookizur  ax  him  sfiOIy 
of  the  slenc  gendemao.  was  dHBgedy  yaft 
soangely  appeazed  tfaas  look  ondift 
of  this  dav :  toe  s^rfans  hawighi  ia 
and  as  he  'lid  io  kepc  hk  ejea  oa  Ui 
&Ge— a  master  who^  in  a  teir 
his  no  more:    the   spaniel  iriiom  tlie- 
hoosekeeper  wu  alwars  ursoMiog,  jet 
into  an  impadent  demeanoar  ibr  all  diat, 
to  him  ad  nsoal  that  mondng  to 
portion  of  his  breakf.ist   as  Ui  good 
oaed  to  give ;  and  wagged  its  abort  tttit 
nused  its  eves  wistfully 
np  its  black  upper  lip  a  little  over  the 
eye-tooth  with  r.n  expreflsioa  of 


but  the  rain  pelted  against  the  windowfl  all 
time,  and  the  blue  ulken    curtains   in 
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dismal  light  seemed  older  and  more  faded  than 
they  might  have  cared  to  own,  and  still  the 
fresh-coloured  gentleman,  with  the  powdered 
hair,   preserved  his  wonted  look   above  the 
mantle-piece,  though  the  fire  had  become  so 
black    that  it  threatened    to  be    as  cold    as 
the  polished  grate    bars — how  the  wind  cast 
the  rain  sheets  against  the  window  I  and  how 
trickle,  trickle,    trickle,    the   wet    drops  fell 
tumbling    down  I     how  the  elms    bent    and 
danced  up  their  tops  again,  so  that  it  seemed 
as  if  they  must  snap  next  time  I  and  how  the 
cold  sounds  of  shutting  doors  gave  forth  such 
an  expression  of  emptiness,  as  if  they  said  that 
the   greatness  of  a  great  house  was  a  very 
dreary  thing  on  a  bleak  and  rainy  day ! 

Towards  noon.  Factor  Drurie  and  Jeptha 
Grinder  arrived,  the  Factor,  as  acting  for  the 
outgoing,  and  Grrinder,  for  the  incoming  pro- 
prietor. Both  came  in  open  gigs,  but  Mr. 
I>rarie  cot  an  odd  figure  as  he  drove  through 


kec  &r  **«. 

of    ilk  gms    cottc  a  Ae 
harresc  vcashor  tiuBy 
Grinder*  dtmx  be 
there  are  gto€am  tmoofjk  keve 
ft  troop  of  ^ooHiHih  gny^ 
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■^  *■    Oh,  I'm  no'  uneasy,"  said   Grinder,    with 
'^     professional   smile,    "  mine   is  a  borrowed 

^*  And  that  makes  all  the  difference,"  re- 

toirted  the  Factor  with  a  savage  sneer,  "  I'd 

lather  lend  my  mare  to  the  Devil,  than  to  a 

^^Bal  practitioner  of  Drumleigh— though,  for 

™^t    matter,  I  think  the  Devil  possesses  her 

®^*^iter  than  I  could  wisL    Rub  your  boots  on 

™^  tioat,  sir;  if  there  is  a  decency  to  be  ob- 

*^*^^  towards  a  man  who  is  to  be  hanged, 

^^^*^  is  surely  something  of  the  kind  to  be 

'^^^^•erved  to  a  young  fellow — aye,  a  devilish 

*^*^^^^^  yoang  fellow,  sir — who  is  losing  one  of 

^      iKMiniest  baronies    in   Scotlond  from  no 

^It:  of  his  own.    Bub  your  d— d  boots  on 

^^   toatpsirr 

Idr.  Drurie,  I'm  no'  forgetting  what  is  due 
^^ysel',  or  the  carpets — ^but  ye  maun  hae 
y^^^  swing.'' 

**  And  if  you  had  your  swing,  Mr.  Grinder, 
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it  would  be  with  a  halter  round  your  neck ^^ 

won't  stand  any  gammon,  sir.** 

"  And  wha's  ga'en  to  gie  ye  ony,  FacL  "^ 
Drurie  ?  but  the  truth  is,  ye  have  lost  yor-^  ^ 
temper,  because  ye  have  loet  your  hat.* 

"  I'd  lose  my  head  I  doctor,  (when  tC  -I* 
Factor  was  in  a  rage  with  anybody, 
some  strange  fancy  he  always  oalled 
^  doctor.') .  rd  lose  my  head,  doctor, 
than  see  you  here  on  such  an  errand  as  i 
pays  your  travelling  expences  and  your 
fessional  fees.  Youll  charge  three 
for  your  time — Yes,  yes,  Mr,  Grinder,  and  —  " 
you  staid  at  home,  your  time  would  hsvel 
of  DO  more  value  than  if  yon  were 
peas.    You  are  not  to  come  over  me^  i 

^'  I've  nae  wish  to  come  over  yoo, ! 
and  it  ill  becomes  you  to  speak  that  w^- 
was  na*  my  fault  that  yon  lost  yoor  hat." 

^*  This  way,  gentlemen,"*  said  AiiiQB 
who  had  never  taken  his  eyes  off  Mi;  \ 
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he  entered  the  hall  door — ^the  Factor 
g  only  now  removed  the  yellow  handker- 
firom  his  head. 

oault  met  them  in  the  library,  and  the 
l^al  plenipotentiaries  compared  notes, 
"n  had  instructed  Grinder  to  guarantee 
ontinued  payment  of  the  pensioners  of 
Uee;  the  reyennes  of  the  estate  since 
nit  had  come  into  possession — duly  as- 
ned  by  "Mr.  Drurie's  books — were  to  be 
over  to  Comyn  by  the  Factor,  (a  thing, 
1  to  do  Comyn  justice,  he  had  not  insisted 
he  process  for  reducing  Benault*s  service 
r  of  entail,  and  that  for  serving  Comyn, 
t-law  to  Sir  Charles  Falconer,  the  last 
et,  these  and  other  minuter  matters 
ied  the  professional  men  many  hours. 

last  they  concluded ;  an  abstract  of  all 
tarring  which  had  passed  between  them 
irawn  up,  a  copy  of  it  made ;  both  were 
I,  and  Renault,  lately  possessed  of  a  noble 
y   and   a   title   time    honoured,    found 


310  THB  TOUNG  BABONBT. 

himself  in  possession  of  neither^  and  his  whoL-^^^*^ 
earthly  riches  to  consist  of  a  veiy  few  llioc^'^^ 
sand  pounds. 

''  It  is  no  matter,"  said  he  to  Factor  JhtmmSr^^ 
who  was  wiping  his  spectacles  with  mndi  agr^^^ 
tation,  *'  how  little  is  left  to  me.  I  miwt,.t^»  -  ** 
it  were,  begin  the  world  again*** 

"  No  matter!    never  say  that,    my  youin^^^-"* 
friend.     Six  or   seven   thousand  poands 
not  the  income  for  one  year  of  the 
you  are  surrendering,  yet  if  you  gave  it 
with  much  less  than  that,  you  would — but  Z- 
do  ill  to  &peak  this  way,  I  do  ill  to  Bfenk  i 
way;  Mr.  Grinder,  I  will  sleep  in^  this 
to-night,  and  give  up  possesion  to  yovr  < 
to-morrow  at  noon." 

"  Oh,  we  are  in  no  hurry,  Mt.  Druiie^" 
Grrinder,  snatching  his  whisker. 

'^  But  1  am,"  said  the  Factor,  sharply,  **  aad 
let  me  tell  you,  doctor,  that  if  your  oKat  lui 
not  sent  a  copy  of  the  depoflhioiiB  ta  n% 
against  your  advice— ah,  I  knowdt- 
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^<mr  adyioe — Mr.  Nomuui  Comyn  m%ht  have 
Waited  yean  ere  he  called  an  acre  of  Woodlee 
^  own  —if  be  did  it  then." 

^  Let  UB  have  no  more  of  thisy"  said  Be- 
laolty  pnllii^  the  bell,  and  snmmoning  all  the 
perrants  to  hia  presence. 

The  large  apartment  was  soon  nearly  filled: 
sutler,  steward,  footmen,  coacbmcD,  grooms, 
loya,  the  housekeeper  and  her  women  ser- 
rants,  the  gamekeeper  and  his  men,  the  gar^* 
lener  and  his  assistants,  and  others  of  less 
iBsy  classification  stood  before  him:  for  he 
lad.  given  orders  the  day  before  for  their 
lasembly  now.  All  were  affected,  the  women, 
MB  became  them,  shed  tears,  and  some  of  the 
>Id  servants  looked  as  if  they  had  riseo  from 
the  dead. 

He  told  them  frankly  and  kindly  of  his 
ohange  of  fortune,  and  that  he  was  about  to 
leave  them  and  the  old  ball — that  he  had 
BQOored  the  continuance  of  the  present  pen- 


•jaznzesiis^ 


if  ^Mizl£<.  izui 
jSn  Ztttt?  vwdpsri 


tiie 


>. -^        T- 


—  ■    rat  ,: 


:2  jc-  3&:cbisr  a  cow s  1 


THE   YOUNG    BARONET.  313 

II>rurie,''  said  Renault,  with  sudden  un- 
^ixfc^fis,  "  I  fear  I  have  forgotten  some  poor 
^ple  after  alL  Is  Widow  Craig's  right  of 
f*»tvire  on  the  Park  braes  of  the  Mains  secured 
to  her?" 

**  Grinder,  you  have  the  list.  Let  me  see, 
let  ine  see,**  said  Mr.  Drurie,  putting  on  his 
^P^^tacles,  and  running  his  forefinger  down  the 
P»Per.     «'  No,  no,  it  is  not  here." 

I  know  it  is  not  there,"  said  Grinder,  his 
■"^1  eyes  twinkling,  as  he  coldly  scratched 
™  'Whisker  again. 

*  Let  it  be  set  down  then,'*  said  Renault, 
"^^^  it  is  not  too  late." 

**  The  arrangement  is  closed,"  said  Grinder, 
with  a  civil  professional  sneer,  compressing 
h»  lips  triumphantly,  as  if  he  were  locking  up 
bis  desk. 

''  It  is  a   slight  thing  this,"    said  Factor 
Pmrie,  reddening,  ^^  and  your  client  has  had 
it  quite  enough  his  own  way.    Let  it  go  into 
ihelist" 
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"  A  cow's  grass  on  the  Park  Miudb  is  wor:^^^ 
ten  pounds  a  year,"  said  Grrinder,  begimn-^'^*'* 
to  feel  that  he  was  now  the  repreaentaitive  ^^  " 
the  real  proprietor  of  Woodlee.  "I  cani^^*"* 
go  beyond  the  list  I  got  yesterday.  I  am  Kfi:-^™ 
Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark,  I  must  stick  ^^^^ 
the  bond." 

"  Let  the  widow  have  fifty  ponnds  of  mii^K-^"*' 
Drurie," 

"Fifty   devils r    said  the  Factor,  aiigril*^^^^ 
^<  1  will  throw  up  the  whole  business  if ; 
squander  the  trifle  that  remains  to  yoa  ia  1 
way." 

Kenault  took  out  his  purdOj  it 
enough,  and  he  felt  that  it  was  now  m 
which  he  could  not  toss  away,  bat  he  ] 
off  his  watch,  and  handing  it  to  the  as 
lad,  told  him  to  take  it  to  his  mother, 
that  she  would  obtain  enough  for  it  to 
poverty  for  some  time  away ;  then  toning  ^^     * 
the  servants,  who  were  beginning  to 
their  rising  feelings  on  the  matter,  he  toU  1 
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▼alet  to  pack  his  trunkB,  and  a  groom  to  ride 
to  "  the  Falcon"  for  a  post  chaise — ^the  last 
services  which  she  should  have  to  require  of 
them — dismissed  them  all  from  his  presence, 
and  Factor  Drurie  and  Jeptha  Grinder  were 
all  that  remained  with  him  in  the  pictured 
room;  and  these  soon  retired  again  to  the 
library,  to  make  complete  arrangements  doubly 
sa 

The  rain  still  poured,  and  the  wind  still 
fiercely  blew,  and  Renault,  as  he  stood  in  the 
room  alone,  could  not  fail  to  perceive  that  the 
house  was  already  treated  as  if  its  proprietor 
were  dead.  He  looked  around  him  on  the  noble 
apartment,  every  picture  on  the  walls  of  which 
was  familiar  to  him ;  he  thought  of  the  school- 
boy holidays,  when  his  father  used  to  receive 
lum  at  the  door,  and  lead  him  to  this  very 
room,  where  he  would  listen  to  his  school 
gesBip,  and  surprise  him  with  some  new  present 
to  celebrate  his  welcome  home. 

And  there,  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  hung 
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his  own  portrait,  taken  when  he  was 
young ;  and  Renault  looked  upon  the  bfcJ^*"®^ 
countenance,  with  its  pretty  mouth^finrnk  fi^^"^ 
head  and  rich  curly  hair — there  was  no  ^^ 

happiness    in  those  fine   eyes  then,  and  ^^ 

portrait  had  all  the  guise  of  a  proud  patrktf^*'* 
boy.  "  No  lack  of  friends,'*  said  the  picture^  "^^ 
lack  of  friends  have  I.  Broad  lands  and  no^^^"^"* 
rank,  and  a  fair  line  of  knightly  anoestzy  9- 
mine;  it  will  be  my  lot  to  cheer  the  humhr  ^^ 
to  protect  the  weak,  to  beard  the  opi 
and  will  not  I  do  it  fearlessly  ?**  said  the  ] 
tured  boy,  ^^  it  will  be  my  lot  to  sit  in  1 
places,  but  will  not  my  heart  be  leal  and  tru^-^^^ 
my  fathers  were  gallant  men,  and  trust  m^^^ 
said  the  saucy  silence  of  the  pietnrs^  ^  I 
prove  as  good  a  man  as  the  best  Fakoner 
Woodlee !" 

As  he  looked  finom  one  of  the 
on  the  dreary  scene  without^  lie  s 
with  active  steps  approaching  the 
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Uup  great  ooat,  and  an  immense  um- 
few  sizes  larger  than  the  dome  of  St 
completely  concealed  the  ordinary  dis- 
ing  marks  by  which  one  person  is 
rom  aaother,  while  the  nimble  leaping 
dsy  and  a  certain  off-hand  swagger  of 
Ji  even  the  wind  and  nan,  to  say 
of  the  imibrellay  could  not  hide,  pro- 
firee  Urnbs  and  a  cheerful  heart 
ew  minutes  a  servant  entered  and  in- 
Elenanlt  that  a  person  of  the  name  of 
Dalrymple  was  below,  and  wished  to 
ith  hinL 

w  him  up,**  said  Renault,  trying  to  re- 
thc  name. 

ad  bye  the  door  was  opened  again, 
iddle  aged  man,  of  active  figure,  dressed 
f  coat  with  bright  metal  buttons,  red 
tt,  drab  shorts,  and  leather  gaiters,  was 
into  the  room, 
ir  servant,  Woodlee  I  dreadful  weather, 
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sir,  glad  to  see  you  looking  so  weU,  nr, 
the  blasts  of  fortune — haven't  forpit  me^ 
haven't    forgot    Richard,    the    man    of 
People?" 

'^  Oh)  no,  I  remember  you  now,  Biohaid- 
and  pray  what  has  brought  you  to  Woodlee 
such  a  day  as  this?** 

'^  Why,  6ir,  my    friend,  Mr.   Macbeth^ 
Streeking  Willie  as  he  is  called  in  tha 
districts,  was  coming  this  way  with  a  cart 
a  coffin,  sir,  and  gave  me  a  lift  as  fiur  as 
porter's  lodge  on  the  Drumleigh  road— and 
the  object  of  my  visit,  sir,  I  must  fint 
your  kind  indulgence/' 

^^  You  have  that  unasked,  Kichard." 

'^  Well,  sir,  the  fact  is  that  I  have  long 
weary  of  the  saddlery  and  hameas 
and  often  wished  to  enter  the  service  of 
public  spirited  gentleman,  to  whom  my 
talents  might  be  useful." 

*^  You  must  be  aware  of  my  changa  cf  Cfl 
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stances,  lUchard — it  oanuot  be  my  service 
you  wish  to  engage  in." 
Nobody  else's,  sir;  and  it  is  this  very 
ge  of  circumstances  which  has  given  me 
.  a  desire  to  do  so.  You  will  now  discharge 
b  and  groom,  and  before  you  stands  a  man 
and  willing  to  perform  the  duties  of  both. 
Q  shave,  clean  a  gun,  trim  a  horse,  write  a 
1  band,  work  in  a  garden,  handle  a  clothes* 
h,  play  at  single  stick,  and  attend  to  a 
',  if  required.  I  have  done  them  all,  sir, 
ly  time,  for  I  broke  out  of  bounds  when  I 
a  journeyman,  and  had  a  dash  of  service 
I  Mr.  Jerry  Montgomery  for  two  or  three 
"s.  1  am  tired  of  the  shop,  sir,  and  of 
estic  bickerings.  I  believe  I  have  a  soul 
lomething  better  than  those ;  my  wife  has 
aall  annuity,  and  we  have  separated  (I 
t  for  ever)  with  mutual  consent.  As  to  my 
its  as  a  public  speaker,  it  would  not  become 
elf  to  say  much.^ 
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^^  I  am  too  poor,  Biobard)  to  have  a 
and  were  it  otherwise,  I  fSuur,  that  to 
your  offer  would  hardly  be  a  prndaat 

*^  Am  to  being  too  poor,  air;  neForlel 
fret  you ;    wages  I  despse^  what  I  wanli 
to  enter  the  service  of  a  gentlemaib'' 

'*  I'm  afraid  mine  would  be  a  very 
service,  Richard." 

^^  Nil  desperandumf  as  the  Greek  poeisajBi 
want  somebody  that  I  can  look  up  ta    I 
one  of  those  men,  sir^  who  make  %  yvj 
second,  but  cannot  play  a  fizat; 
always  had  a  passion  lor  advcKtane 
read  Bobinson  Crusoe.   A  young  man  like 
shotdd  rove  a  little,  see  a  litUe  of  the 
sir,  before  he  fidls  into  the  sere  and' 
leaf." 

"  I  fear  I  should  do  ill  to  enoevage  such 
iancy,"  saidBenault. 

**  Your  own  friend  and  your  firther^a  Aimd 
forsake  not,"  said  Richard,  sokambw    ^  Cader 
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favour,  you  may  need  a  ftiend  now  and  then, 
Woodlee,  although  an  humble  one." 

Renault  was  in  that  desolate  state  of  mind 
when  attachment  of  any  kind  is  not  unwel- 
come,  and  grotesque  as  the  alliance  seemed, 
yet  when  he  thought  of  the  solitary  and  cheer- 
less way  in  which  he  was  to  leave  his  fSeither's 
house  that  evening,  he  insensibly  became 
more  reconciled  to  the  proposal 

"  Go  down  stairs  then,  Richard/  and  I  shall 
think  of  what  you  have  said  I  shall  at  all 
events  require  an  active  man  for  some  little 
tune;  as  I  am  to  stand  for  Drumleigh  at  the 
approaching  election." 

^*  So  I  have  heard,  and  if  we  don't  beat  the 
Crafty  Comyn  out  of  the  field — why  then  we 
must  try  something  else.  The  world  is  wide, 
sir,  and  we  shall  find  plenty  for  us  both  to  do. 
I  have  been  to  the  Falcon,  had  fires  lighted  in 
your  rooms,  and  a  bed  aired  for  you  that  a 
king  might  sleep  in." 
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**  You  have  already  entered  on  jqwp  datii 
then?** 

^'  Nothing  like  it,  sir;  strike  the  iron  wh< 
it  is  hot,  or,  if  it  is  cold,  strike  it  till  you 
it  hot.     I  am  a  happy  man,  mr.     You  ham 
made  me  a  happy  man.     Ah,  Mr.  Druriey  har 
are  you,  sir?" 

Mr.  Drurie,  who  had  entered  the  room, 
who,  from  Kichard  s  advice  to  the  late  Wi 
lee  to  plant  Factors  where  nothing  eke  wool 
thrive,  held  him   in  impatient  mem<»7, 
somewhat  peevishly, 

"  What  brings  you  here  ?" 

^^  I  have    entered  Woodlee'a   servioe^ 
said  Richard,  with  a  cheerful  smile. 

*'  You    have    never    taken    thia 
ne'er-do-well     for     a     servant?" 
Factor. 

'^  I  believe  I  must  consider  him  ina^ 
fqr  a  time." 

'^  I  hope  it  may  be  a  long  timef 
**  but  111  go  and  see  about  the  trunks." 
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*^  All  18  ready  now^  cut  and  dry/'  said 
Dmrie^  ^'  and  Grinder,  thank  Heaven,  is  gone. 
Vour  chaise  will  be  here  directly,"  continued 
the  Factor  looking  at  his  watch,  '*  would  you 
just  give  half  an  hour  to  going  over  the  ac- 
counts?*' 

*^  They  are  all  right — I  am  sure  they  are 
all  right.  I  really  am  not  in  a  state  of  mind 
at  present  to  examine  them." 

The  factor  saw  that  this  was  the  case,  and 
made  no  further  effort  to  induce  him  to  do  so. 

The  light  was  waning  when  the  post-chaise 
splashed  up  to  the  door.  Renault  had  re- 
quested that  there  should  be  no  gathering  of 
the  servants  again,  and  the  only  one  who  now 
accosted  him  was  the  old  butler,  Aaron  Carr. 

Tears  stood  in  the  old  man's  eyes,  as  he  laid 
his  hand  on  Renault's  shoulder. 

**  Ye're  ga'en  awa'  frae  us,  and  the  bonny 
lands  o'  Woodlee— frae  the  auld  ha',  wi'  its 
oauntless  riches,  and  the  weel  stored  cellar 
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binns  -frae  your  ain  people,  and  the  plaoei 
where  ye  played  when  ye  was  a  boy— ye  are 
leaving  a  sair  heart  behind  you,  and  that  la  the 
heart  of  Aaron  Carr— I  hae  whiles  been  rather 
hard  upon  ye,  and  would  juat,  may  be,  hae  117 
ain  way,  but  I  loved  ye  weel  for  a'  that,  nj 
ain  true-hearted  boy;  I  would  follow  yoa 
now,  auld  as  I  am,  to  the  warfa  end,  if  it  wefe 
na'  that  my  charge  in  this  house  did  na'  Und 
me  to  itB  walls," 

^*  And  that  charge  I  am  ante  Mr.  CSomya 
will  retain  you  in,  Aaron." 

^'  Retain  me  in  I  I  should  just  like  to  see 
him  try  to  put  me  out  o*  my  charge;  I  ww 
bom  in  this  house,  and  please  Heeven^  I  shall 
die  in  it ;  sic  things  as  that  are  no*  in  the  wiD 
o'  man.  K  Maister  Comyn  and  I  oanna  'pe^ 
he  maun  just  shift  his  quarteri^  tost  ihan  is  4 
Providence  aboun'  a*;  and  111  hand  hj  the 
auld  house,  as  lang  as  its  roof  tree  stailii  'firt! 
Heeven  bless   ye  I   son  of  my  ! 
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iiiiiy  ye  be  as  happy  as  auld  Awron  Carr 
\riciLies  ye  to  be,  and  if  ye  be  that,  it  will  be 
a  better  lot  than  baronies  could  buy." 

X£e  laid  both  his  hands  upon  Renault's 
shoixlder,  and  raised  his  aged  countenance  with 
tho  light  of  the  prayer  of  the  simple  heart, 
^^^     tig  old  grey  eyes. 

^^    ^ang,  went  the  post-chaise  door,  and  with 
R-iciVi^rd  by  the  driver's  side,  the  vehicle  rolled 
*'**^^.y    from    Factor    Drurie's    adieu.     Down 
*^*^^^r  the  waving  trees  it  sped,  the  avenues 
**^cioming    dark  before  their  time,   the  blast 
'^^^^vi.rning    in   the    valleys,  and  sweeping  on 
^^^<^e\j  towards  the  dinmess  of  the  rainy  hills, 
^'^"^n,  after  a  park  drive  of  about  two  miles, 
^^     post-chaise   rattled  over   the  churchyard 
*^^ge,  and  under  the  dark  trees  leading  to  the 
^^^-*-l.  a  woman's  shriek  was  suddenly  heard  so 
^^•^c-tling  and  wild,  that  it  rang  on  the  ear  above 
^^    noises  of  the  storm. 

**  That  is  one  of  Streeking  Willie's  ghosts," 
Vou  JI  Q 
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said  Richard,  patting  up  the  cnllar  of  \m  great 
coat.  ^'  Pnsh  on,"  eaid  be  to  the  shivering 
driver,  "  it  ia  getting  dark,  and  you  have  no 
lanterns." 
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CHAPTER   I. 


GERTRUIiE. 


A  BROAB  faced  autumn  moon  was  making  the 
twiligbt  of  the  red  western  skies  an  unnoticed 
thing,  as  mellow  and  serene  it  poured  forth 
ltd  trembling  beams  upon  the  sleepless  lake 
and  silent  hills  of  the  wide  lordship  of  Cuik- 
j^len ;  and  the  waxen  lights  of  the  drawing- 
rootm  of  the  mansion  were  vexed  by  the  rays 
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that  came  through  the  mlken  cuitaina^  and 
turned  more  palely  than  became  thm  under 
the  intruriye  glinuner  of  the  ptfcid  Q«Mn  of 
the  harvest  night — for  the  dark  rmny  dondi 
had  been  blown  far  into  the  moami^  Atlantifv 
leaving  bright  heavens  above  the  bonnj  landi 
of  the  Scottish  West ;  and  the  lord  of  Cnik* 
glen. sat  in  his  purple  arm-chair,  fiatemng^  or 
seeming  to  listen,  to  the  9ott  Jaoolnto  aim 
which  his  pole  daughter  Oertrade  pisjod  to 
please  him  on  her  harp ;  while  AHne,  l<wAi^ 
ill  at  ease,  reclined  on  a  ooudi,  holding  s  book 
drooping  in  her  hand,  with  her  white  ^mer 
between  the  pages,  which  slie  did  not  read. 

The  sounds  of  approaehing  gig-wheda  wow 
heard  from  the  carriage  itfWfi  bff^fVH;  4te 
vni^dows,  and  Aline  said,  M9i|4||^  1|ftj9)P 
Gertrude  was  tuning  her  hargt  iffi^  49  fltfSfJtf^ 
again  to  her  uncertain  listener. 
"  It  is  Factor  Drurie,  I  igoqw  ^  fftf- 
And  so  it  was;  for  a  niiniit^  op  fjpjp  ^IHM^ 
wards,  a  footman  prpdaimejl  |J|^.:  j|}jnv^:j|||^ 
uahered  him  into  the  roonu 
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I,  Cuikglenl  my  semoe  to  you — en< 
athtm  cum  digniiate — may  you  live  a 
ad  years  I  as  the  Turks  of  Barbary  say. 
y  part  I  don't  expect  to  live  a  thousand 
so  worried  and  distressed  have  I  been 
last  twenty-four.  Miss  Lennox,  your 
»bedient^playing  like  King  David  on 
.rp;  and  you,  Miss  Aline — what,  pout- 
me  ?  well  then.  Miss  Ally,  no  more  at 
t»  but  remain  yours  truly— pleasant 
\t  this,**  continued  the  Factor,  seating 
f,  **  although  it  does  come  when  all  the 
i  the  country  is  spoiled  with  the  rain ; 
at  is  the  only  time  when  fine  weather 
isits  us— just  to  laugh  at  our  calamities." 
liat  has  happened,  Drurie  ?"  demanded 
ien,  with  an  effinrt  at  attention, 
appened  I  my  dear  sir,  as  the  old  Jew 
>  his  creditor  when  he  feigned  bankrupt, 
not  you  heard  the  news?'  but  I  do  ill 
ke  merry  with  what  has  shortened  my 
md  given  me  an  attack  of  rheumatism, 

B    i 
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and  a  cold  in  the  head.     It  has  shortenca 
days,  my  lord  of  Cuikglcn,  shortened  my  di^3 
shortened  my  days !" 

*•  What  is  it,  man  T   demanded  the  dc^^ 
Scottish  Baron,  beeomin;;  more  aroused. 

"  I    have    driven  straight    from   Woodl^^  ' 


c 


(Aline  sat  erect)  and    I  might  as  well  ha 
driven  through  the  fens  ;  not  a  turning  of  a^^* 
road  is  without  a  meeting  of  the  waters,  aC  ^ 
the  finger  posts  stand  like  light-houses  ov^^*" 
the  floods     I  shall  sell  that  buU-hended  wsk^^ 
of  mine,  whatever   Mrs.  Macmarmlade  m^^J^ 
say— what   does   it  signify    to  me    that  sl^^ 
always  takes  her  safely  to  church  and  bac?^ 
again,  without  shying  at  the  mail  coach  ?     ^^ 
is  no  joke  at  all  for  me  to  be  driving  a  ma^"^ 
over  the  county  that  has  no  idea  of  going  wc^y 
where  peaceably  but  to  church.     I  must  tu*"** 
over  a  new  leaf— but  Heaven  be  above  us  lE*  • 
Cuikglcn,   thnt  I  should     ever    live  to  9^^ 
a    barony    like  liV  oodlee  thrown    away  lii^* 
a  hollow  nut  I** 
**  I  hope  you  do   not  bring  bad  news  ^ 
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ling  Falconer's  expected  lawsuit  with  Mr. 
'xnyn?"  demanded  Cuik^ien,  with  such  a 
Sree  of  interest  as  .such  a  man  could  give  to 
^tlung  which  did  not  arouse  his  passiona 
>  thought,  when  Comyn  spoke  to  me  about 
•  matter,  that  it  was  one  of  those  idle  intru- 
E^  to  which  all  men  holding;  lands  like 
^^odlee,  by  old  charters  and  rights  of  descent, 
80  liable  to  be  exposed ;  and  I  told  Comya 
What  has  happened,  Drurie  ?" 
^  Enough  has  happened,  God  knows,"  said 
Factor,  rubbing  his  knees.  "  I  knew  you 
I  heard  nothing  about  it ;  and  that  wna  the 
«on  why  I  came  thus  far  out  of  my  way 
^6,  to  tell  you.  Oh  dear  I  oh  dear]  if  Sir 
^rles  could  get  up  from  the  vault  in  the  old 
■Jchyard  of  Woodlee,  what  would  he  say  to 
^?  But  that,  of  course,  is  out  of  the 
i^ttion  —  morels  the  pity  f 
**  I  dare  say  I  shall  understand  what  you 
'^Q,  by  and  bye,  Mr.  Drurie,"  said  Lennox 
the  Glen,  crossing  his  legs. 
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'*  Bad  new8  travel  fast,  Cuikglen,  \s^ 
this  case  they  would  require  to   travel  ' 
lightning  to  keep  pace  with  the  disaster,  (b#^ 
has  come  on  like  a  thunder  clap ;  and  yet 
yesterday  had  not  been  such  a  runy  dar^ 
dare  say  the  news  would  have  got  to  Cuikgl^ 
Miss  Aline,  you  were  at  Glenmore  Castle  tfl 
other  day,  did  you  see  or  hear  nothing  thei 
of  Falconer  of  Woodlee  V 

'^  I  saw  Sir  Renault  Falconer  there,"  sai 
Aline,  anxious  as  she  was,  blushing  at  beiti 
thus  suddenly  appealed  to,  ^  but  I  don't  n 
member  to  have  heard  anything  to  help  me  f 
guess  what  you  mean/ 

''Well  then,  it  is  this,  Cuikglen,  £ 
Rennult  Falconer  is  no  more,  the  title  hfl 
passed  away,  and  the  estate  has  gone  to  k: 
cousin  Norman  Comyn*  Gk>od  GrodI  wkirts 
the  matter?" 

Aline  started  to  her  feet,  and  with  bMV 
ing  eyes,  although  her  countenanoe  was  deiiB 
pale,  approached   Factor  Dratie,  «8  if  it- 


^ouldretd  hid  mnl.  She  tried  16  kpeA,  but 
ber  Mr}nte  l'p«  trembled  withont  utterihg  a 
Aiind.  Gkrtrude  looked  a6  if  she  hAd  b^eh 
sh^mged  into  marble. 

**  ^Why,  why,  urtijr,  what^3  tbd  riiatter,  Misa 
^Jiy  T  stammered  the  Pactor^  Secretly  cixreili^ 
I***  oinli  impmdente  in  comrtitinicatiiig  inch 
•"^^^^  m  th4  way  he  h^  dOtte,  yet  ^ohfeunded 
^  ^v^tn^sang  thu  effect  WhiA  it  had  produced. 

*^  Is  he  deAdf"*  demanded  Alifte,  in  a  Voice 
'^^  m  soh,  while  hier  dark  eyes  still  ^hed  on 
^*^*  Drorie  With  sutsh  k  stfliikge  Ught,  tW  it 
"^^i^vd  too  dazding  for  the  eoilsciouslless  6f 
"^^^  outward  object. 

**  Dead,  noT  eJcclaiiAed  the  Fa<^toih,  much 
'^i^Tod.  *  What  tnad^  the  lassie  think  he 
^""^  aead?** 

-^Jihe  shitered  Violently. 

**  How  cold  it  is,  Gertrude,"  she  whispered, 
^^^  making  a  fruitless  effort  to  reach  the  sof^, 
^H  ftittting  into  \i>tlt  fhther's  4rms. 

Oieitrude'a  b^som  was  moviUg  restlessly,  but 
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no  flush  came  to  her  blanched  countenan^ 
except  for  the   troubled  movements  of  i' 
gentle  bust,  she  might  have  seemed  a  mar^  ^ 
statue  still. 

«  What  a  wild  boar  of  the  forest  I  h*  ^'^ 
been !"  muttered  Factor  Dnirie,  "  to  ha  "^ 
made  such  havoc  anions:  those  kind-heart^^ 
girls  I  I  ought  to  have  known  that  they  wou^^ 
be  affected  at  hearing  that  any  evil  had  b^^^ 
fallen  their  father's  friend.  I  dare  say,  po^:^*" 
lambkins !  they  would  be  just  in  this  way  ^^ 
they  heard  that  I  had  been  cut  off  in  midst  ^^* 
my  best  years  and  usefulness.  But  keep  i^  I' 
your  hearts^  my  cherubs— there  now,  Mi^^^ 
Ally  is  opening  her  eyes— there  is  not  mai^^ 
wrong,  my  ladies,  with  Renault  Falconer ;  ntf^^ 
much,  not  much— only  that  things  oouX^^ 
hardly  be  worse  than  they  are.  I  am  glid  C:-^ 
see  you  sitting  up  again.  Miss  Ally ;  oome,  ill  ^ 
well-  ehlMiss  AUy,  eh?'' 

"  Drurie,'*  said  Mr.  Lennox  rising  fifom  tb^ 
Bofa  with  a  shadowed  brow,  "  tell  us  at 
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happened  to  young  Falconer.  Is  it 
hat,  as  Mr.  Comyn  assured  me  would 
50,  Sir  Renault  has  been  discovered 
Intimate,  and  has  been  compelled  to 

Woodlee?^ 

squired  small  compulsion,  Cuikglen ; 
nt  his  own  counsel  pronounced  against 
1  I  now  find  his  mind  had  been  de- 
ly  something  that  he  knew  before — 
loment  that  his  counsel — we  had  two 
t,  trust  me  for  that — declared  against 
hrew  up  the  barony,  aye,  in  twenty- 
}  after  he  received  the  opinion ;  paid 
i  back  rents  to  the  last  shilling,  the 
Qg,  Cuikglen — ^the  boy  is  a  trump, 
made  no  conditions  but  for  the  con- 
lyment  to  some  helpless  old  people 

lands,  whom  his  father  and  grand- 
id  pensioned;  and  now,  Cuikglen, 
',  he  is  out  upon  the  world  with  a 
le,  but  with  a  manly  heart — and  all 
)ned  in  hardly  more  than  forty-eight 
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hours.  Egad  it  looks  like  a  atofj  in  tt^ 
Song  of  Solomon— th^  Arabian  Nii;ht«>  I 
mean — ^likc  a  story  in  tli^  Song  of  Solomofli 
m.  But  thoae  lassies  have  bo  diuDbf6uii^ 
me^  thflt  I  lianilj  know  what  I  dm  ttikisg 
about,** 

Aiine^  atill  pale  &f$  dcath^  ^tkt  lutBmng  i^* 
tently  to  Factor  Drurie^s  words,  her  eyw  aii' 
subdued  in  their  expression  by  the  heaty 
fkintnesa  wliich,  for  a  motneot  or  tw<>,  W 
made  their  long,  dark  lathee  droop ;  aad  ^^ 
nervoue  excitetneBt  of  her  ctmntenftnce  ^ 
^Tceptibly  changed  by  the  removal  of  ^^^ 
first  stunning  thought,  which  seemed  to  ^^^ 
fltnick  upon  th^  very  pulaee  of  her  heart. 

Gertrude,  unnoticed  by  all,  disnppearc<l  f^^ 
the  room, 

*'  I  regret  thia  nii^fortiine  from  my  bca^j 
aaid  Mr.  Lennox,  looking  utuch  it  ore  ifl^ 
ested  than  Drurie  had  ever  seen  him  at  ^^i 
thing  spoken  in  his  presence.  **  But  hai  ti&^ 
he  been  rather  premature  ?'* 


^ 


*  Oi,  jCftL  knb^  ih%  Falcoriters,  CuikgleU— 
J^  th^m,  it  li  A  WoiNl  diid  aw&y.  They  are 
A^dy  irade ;  ft  U<ig*d  Will  could  )iot  bind 
^tti  iii  th«  old  tittles,  ftiid  it  was  not  likely 
•1;  toy  #teh  of  mine  c6\M  hftVi^  influence 
^  thi^  mettkaotne  boy  ndtir.  Besides  that, 
>  <Me  wad  y^ty  plaiii  agaiUst  hitn,  and  he 
^1;  hare  lowered  hi6  colours  at  the  kdt.  A 
E^otsriticftl  elod-pole  of  A  cietk  I  had,  dtole 
c&^  inlponaUt  papers  frOm  the  Woodlee 
^Ui;^  Chest  in  my  office;  I  n^yei^  thought 
-ixi  of  any  value  when  th6y  i^maiued  in  my 
^^li,  bnt  iu  the  hands  of  otherd,  they  became 
^ti  b(  itoh.  Sit  Charled,  you  know,  Cuik- 
i^  was  a  hasty  lUan,  ftUd  a  WOman  had 
^^  illflueUO^  oter  him  thftn  the  laW  and  the 
^li^ttf  -^in  his  haste  to  support  his  son  in  th^ 
*>it,  he  has  much  helped  to  bring  the  worst 

I'alconer,  then,  you  think,  is  an  iliigititnate 
^  of  Si^Charlesr 

*  Xt^  8  wise  man  tkttt  knOtirs  his  owid  fftthei'. 
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but  anybody  that  looks  apon  the  boji  aod 
ih^t  knew  hid  father,  would  swear  that  he 
w;ii  a  son  of  Sir  Charlea  Falconer  of  Wood- 
lee.  He  has  the  same  cast  of  countenance, 
ihe  same  eves  and  voice  that  used  to  set 
women  tearing  caps,  with  a  better  head  than 
anv  Falconer  has  carried  on  his  shoolden, 
since  the  days  of  the  great  Sir  Ealph,  wiio 
protested  against  giving  up  King  Charles  to 
the  Parliamentary  forces,  and  in  later  dayfl 
saved  the  bonny  town  of  Drumleigh  6od 
being  sacked  by  Clavers  and  his  dragooni— 
but  whoever  was  the  baggage  that  b^ot  the 
boy,  whether  it  was  my  lady  or  my  li^t  o' 
love,  the  deponent  saith  not." 

"  It  is   a  pity  that  he   did  not   know  his 
real  condition  until  now,*  said  Lennox,  ooldlf • 

Aye,  coldly  it  was  said  ;   but  Aline's  tdin 
were  raining  down  her  cheek. 

"  Just  let  me  ring  the  bcU,  Caikglen,'*  avl 
Factor  Drurie,  pulling  the  silken  cord.  "1 
foxgot  to  warn  your  people  against  giving  my 
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man  too  much  of  jour  baronial  tap ;  and  the 
rascal  will  swill  till  be  sees  stars.  I  have  five 
miles  before  me^  and  a  late  hour  to  go  oyer 
roads  flooded  at  every  brae  foot.  Here  comes  I 
ah»  it  is  WillianL  Don't  let  my  man  have  too 
much  to  drink,  William." 
"  Oh  no,  sir-'* 

«  And  don't  draw  your  double  X*  Y.  Z. — 
yon  tmderstand?  small  beer,  if  you  please, 
William.  He  shall  have  a  bellyful  of  malt 
liquor  when  we  get  safely  home,  and  he  has 
given  the  mare  a  supper  and  a  bed.  You  will 
tell  him  that,  William?'' 
"  I  wiU,  sir." 

*'  And  stay — tell  him  that  if  he  is  the 
least  intoxicated  when  I  come  down  stairs,  I 
will  keep  the  price  of  the  basket  of  fine  linen 
oat  of  his  wages,  which  he  lost  to  Mrs.  Mac- 
marlade  last  week  from  the  cart,  when  he 
was  taking  the  things  to  the  mangling— tell 
him  that,  William." 
.  «Iwill,air;' 
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**  Well  ttKQ.  «9  swvr  ud  ^  ft.** 

The  serfmt  flwde  •  tov.  lad  Mkcd. 

*"  Amd  wlutt  4MB  Fakener  pto^aie  lo  r^ 
DmBie .    ili'miiilBu  jul  LcbiulL 

-^  To  stmd  for  Draml^igh  Iwl  AM  ii 
new&  ThLs  joung  muft,  BofficH  ^HMb 
Rexuiolt's  influence  got  in  fur  the  bo#imgh 
last  elcetiOT,  has  gire^  «p  his 
Comrn,  as  the  ntfw  labdor  WMdM^  II  lol» 
the  nvwl  eaadidite;  mre,  aad  tHD  he  the  m^ 
ccflBfuI  one*  I  iidrised  jom^  VmsMtf  iHI  til 
gire  «p  the  huidi  iiMfl  sftet  tfa6  ^bMIM^  Ml 
the  yenr  nmme  of  Woodlee,  in  8|»iM  tf  AU  lUl 
rabbish  of  Reform— bat  yon  knd#  Ilh  n*  JiU 
Tory,  Cnikglen-^the  retj  name  ef 
would  carry  the  borongh ;  hot  ilb  I 
nlotnent  he  be^nae  eooiTinelid  thi*  h«  lid  ttt 
right  to  the  eetite^  he  seeiMd 
it  off>  M  the  other  conM  hsfti  beW  to 
it.  The  election  will  obLf  wlitfM  a  gMl  ptk 
of  the  little  he  has  left,  fiHr  tktt  piMffeb  ^ 
Dnunleigh  will  vote  for  the  laMtf 


/ 


Sir  ^lenaiilt-^poor  feUoW,  b6  is  Sit  B^n&lilt 
no  iliore  '^bnt  ht  himself  Is  hj  A6  m^nild 
BluigiiliK^  of*  toikijete,  atid  t^h^H  I  ftsk^  #bat 
he  would  do  if  h^  i^iA  at  the  t7h>iig  6dd  at 
tfa6  poll,  he  said  that  as  hd  hdd  beeii  bi'dd  to 
no  profession  bot  tliftt  of  &  soldier^  he  wdtild 
hitfe  nothing  for  it  btit  tnke  fadrSe  Aild  sdbre 
in  soine  foreign  service ;  I  forget  wk^i^,  but 
it  #as  Ainoi^  the  Spaniards,  Turks,  or  ^me 
of  thete  fellows  who  a^  ^n^ayS  fightiiig/ 

Aline  felt  that  chokiflg  seilstftidtl  which  pt^- 
oMe^  the  surrendei*  df  consk^ioudness  to  el- 
cititoei^t  too  highly  strurig^  luid  dreadi^  a 
9bme  WUdi  Uight  betray  a  dtate  of  fueling 
Which  even  in  the  throbbing  deliriufai  of  h^t 
ag^ony,  she  shuddered  at  the  thcjtght  Of  beiiig 
thtv^  revealed  td  her  fkther ;  with  a  dedperftte 
sflhH  fshh  rose  and  left  the  f(3om,  and  With  a 
swiiiiining  brain  aiid  uncertain  dtepd,  pM- 
3Mded  to  (Gertrude's  room. 

Gelrtllide,  Although  her  (^heek  was  fltidh^ 
Mid  hii  ^dft  6yto  brightened  with  thiit  hefifdtis 
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light  which  seems  to  oome  throoi^  Udd«ft 
tears,  received  her  sister  withoat  betnji4 
any  other  emotion  than  what  mig^t  havepm^ 
for  sympathy  with  the  Bufferings  of  Aline* 

And  Aline^  now  relieyed  from  aU  rettnot^ 
burst  into  a  passionate  flood  of  teaza. 

In  vain  Gertrude    strove   to   aooAe  bet 
Aline  only  clasped  her  hands,  and  eTclaJmsiii 

''  If  you  knew  all  I  if  yon  knew  aUI  joo 
would  not  seek  to  comfort  me  I    Ghirtrud^* 
continued  Aline^  with  new  impetuoaitj,  "  yon 
know    that  I  love  Renault  Folooner  mon- 
than  life.    1  would  rather  share  povortj  witk. 
him— be  his  slave— nay,  nay,  do  not  iBtanq||i 
meT   said  Aline,  passionately,   ^tfana.  eqjpj 
the  splendour  of  a  palace,  with  any  otlierflH% 
that  lives,  and  be  treated  as  a  qneeiu    I  IffP- 
the  ground  he  has  walked  on;  tlit 
which  he  has  been;  I  envy  the  v«ry. 
boy  that  sits  by  his  side  whan  he  d|i;v|pf  ^9f9b 
our  door;   I  care  not  if  yon  deipia(^vy§|pf Jl - 
—and  you  will  when  yon  knoif  |H|  ||hI^. 


J 
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lid  follow  him  homeless  through  the  world, 
longh  all  the  world  scouted  me  for  it — I 
Hi  do  more  than  all  that,  oh,  what  would 
^tdol  for  the  happiness  of  his  loye;  and 
»  Gertrude,  when  I  met  him  last-  -and  now 
Dd  that  he  came  to  meet  me  at  a  time  when 
must  have  been  suffering  cruelly — I  met 
1  with  angry  coldness,  and  did  all  I  could 
lain  his  heart,  though  my  own  was  almost 
Bldng.  And,  Gertrude,  he  forsook  me — 
^w  sorrow  in  his  countenance ;  it  was  my 
Lmph  then ;  my  triumph,  Gertrude,  though 
heart  ached  the  harder  for  it ;  but  what  is 
low!  And — and,  Gertrude — I  must  tell 
or  my  heart  will  burst!  I  saw  that  he 
dd  the  Countess  of  Glenmore  I" 
^  No,  no,^  said  Gertrude,  struggling  with 
)tioD,  "  he  loves  no  one  but  you.  Aline  I** 
^  Oh,  Gerty  1  Gerty  T  cried  the  impetuous 
I,  fiilling  on  her  knees  before  her  sister, 
kj  that  again,  and  I  will  bless  you  I" 
^  It  is  so,  Aline ;  I  thought  so  once,  when 
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I  did  not  know  him — ^but — but,  Aline !  how 
fiiint — how  faint  I  I  am." 

Aline  shrieked,  for  ahe  flaw  blood  between 
Gertrude's  Ijps,  and  when  her  sister  fell  on  the 
sofa,  the  red  stream  came  forth  in  its  unchecked 
ghastliness  to  the  deathlike  countenance  of  this 
noble  girl. 

Nature  had  broken  down  under  the  strag- 
gling check  which  Gertrude  had  given  to  feel- 
ings, which,  true  to  woman's  heart,  hMi 
become  aroused  at  what  Factor  Drurie  W 
said,  in  spite  of  her  uncomplaining  resiguto 
to  woe ;  and  the  hue  of  death  was  on  tbit 
calm  white  forehead,  while  Aline,  frsBtic 
with  terror,  knelt  beside  her  insensible  sister, 
and  rejecting  the  housekeeper's  services,  wip(4 
with  a  spunge,  away  the  rising  red  blood  boa 
poor  Gertrude's  pallid  lips. 

Lennox,  for  the  first  time  for  many  a  pft, 
made  his  voice  ring  again  in  his  andent  hlH 
A  servant  was  instantly  dispatched  to  tb 
parish  village    of  Cuik^en,  where  among  • 
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duster  of  tiiatehed  houses,  there  rose  a  ehuroh, 
a  msnse,  and  the  slated  duelling  of  a  ihedical 
man.  Factor  Drurie's  mare  and  gig  Were  at 
die  doOr,  and  the  messenger,  with  weeping 
eyes,  sprang  into  the  vehicle,  threw  out  the 
Factor's  groom,  and  with  lavish  whip  made  the 
mare  fly  on  like  the  wind. 

The  old  jade  had  stuff  in  her,  although 
it  was  not  easy  to  bring  it  out ;  but  the  mftn, 
almost  beside  himself,  tortured  her  inio  a  furi- 
ous giUop,  which)  on  the  high  road,  tnade 
people  oobie  to  windows  and  doors-^-down 
hill,  up  hilli  it  was  illl  the  iame ;  on,  the  gig 
went  like  a  shotten  bolt — a  wheelbarrow  was 
in  the  middle  of  the  road,  right  over  it  went 
horse  and  gig !  and  how  this  came  about,  has 
nnce  that  time  been  a  matter  of  much  dis- 
cusfflon  among  the  jockeys  of  the  West ;  until, 
bowling  out  the  two  miles,  the  man  reached 
the  quiet  village  of  Cuikglen  reposing  in  pas- 
toral serenity  under  the  moonlight,  and  in  a 
minute  or  two  he  was  driving  back  again  to 
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the  hall,  with  the  grey-haired  practitioner  in 
in  his  dressing  gown,  shutting  his  eyes  at  every 
bound  of  the  Factor's  marc. 

Wlien  the  venerable  surgeon  c  ime  to  Ger- 
trude's side,  the  haste  of  demeanour  which  he 
had  displayed  on  his  arrival,  dcjiarted.  lie 
felt  her  pulse,  put  his  hand  to  lier  forehcui. 
and  turning  round  to  the  female  servanr? 
grouped  about  the  still  kneeling  Aline,'  s;uiL 
mournfully, 

"  Take  her  gently  to  her  bed-room.  A 
blood  vessel  has  burst.  Keep  quiet,  women, 
keep  quiet — her  life  hangs  upon  a  breath  T 
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CHAPTER  IL 


THE   ELECTION. 


Ding  dong !  ding  dong  I  went  the  bells  of 
Drumleigh,  ding  dong !  dong  I  it  was  the  elec- 
tion day ;  stoutly  stood  the  special  constables 
with  their  batons  in  their  hands  tipped  with 
«  Superfine  Sarcenet,"  **  Beal  Irish  Poplin/' 
•*  Patent  Glazed  Calico,"  and  "  Mourning 
Bombazeen  f  of  which  soft  goods  those  wooden 
knock  •downs  had  whilome  been  the  peaceful 


TOCHG 


tlie  proiidetit  town  derk  had  tnw 

t  ndow  toaied  faelk ;  tbebl- 
nmid  tiiedoorol  theTorfi- 
HmU  wiA  tlkctrgrofiQded  ptkee  pointi&g  ti)  t!^ 
Jkf^  Hd  "^  tfe  fipacibb'"  in  their  mmiMj  ctocb^ 
iOPFiBg  wtth  thm  wmpaoE,  m  if  ihej  Wogt4  to 
kiTe  m  hit  aa  aofDebodj ;  patting  b&ck  thetr 
Oifi^  BjMittJiing  tbeir  wrists,  moA  maMiig  iinb? 
of  the  appftreot  effective  force  of  the  muscte 
of  their  amuL  dcmhled  up  hk  vntntti^eTideiicC; 
Gka  creets  of  a  da^iger  and  a  hand;  a  ^ 
&m&^  f^rtf  of  ^y&e  Cameronian^*  waa  d^ 
ceranoQiotialj  tttmed  out  of  tbe  toan  tM 
pepang,  to  the  fienr  indignation  of  the  tiP' 
liod  aogeant  in  oookniand,  who  iwons  by  0^ 
and  Magog,  on  tli«  Xev  Bndge  of  Bmiahi^ 
over  which  h£  and  '*  his  meo'*  were  ooiupdl^ 
to  maieb,  thai  if  it  vad  not  that  the|  ^ 
brought  nothing  but  side  anna  with  thao^  ^ 
would  ha?e  kept  miJitaiy  po^aessioii  of  ^ 
lown,  in  fipite  of  all  the  provgaUi  b^uUid  ^ 
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tpvii  derks  t^  ey^r  tiuited  whiakey  toddy ; 
diiig  doDg !  4l9g  d^ng  I  west  the  Drumleigh 
bells,  telliog  all  the  world  that  it  was  an  eleo- 
ticoi  day!  wbUe  ^'Falconer  for  everT  and 
**  pomyn  of  Woodlee  T  were  shouted  by  cer- 
tain of  the  croipdf  as  vfuious  psirtiea  cfwe  up 
tQ  t|ie  square. 

fl^ga  wer^  fraying  on  the  house-tqps,  and 
$f^  and  drum  pr^Aeded  banners  cigrried  by  the 
processions  on  the  streets ;  little  dbdldren,  de- 
Ugbted  a^  witnessing  their  elders  take  such 
p^  in  a  play  so  similar  to  their  own,  contri- 
bute much  to  the  yiymsity  of  the  scene,  by 
shouting  alternately  the  name  of  either  can- 
didatOy  and  always  with  the  addition  of  ^  for 
erer* — speeche9  were  being  frequently  ad- 
dressed to  the  various  crowd^'5  now  from  gen- 
4cap»en  of  either  committee  from  the  hustings, 
ipji4  now  by  orators  on^the  streets ;  and  conspi- 
cuous amoi^  the  latter  was  Bicbard  the  mw 
qi  the  people  ;  wlple  l^e  hurryings  to  and  &o, 
t^  e^teimnt  pn  ep  mwy  c<mntenances,  and 
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the    interest    seen    in    all,    formed  t 
ling  picture^  on  which  few  ooold  ham  bob! 
with  apathy. 

The  candidates  had  made  thdr  speediflito 
the  multitude.  Renault,  who  on  aoooolof 
his  misfortune,  had  much  aympathj  from  lb 
crowd,  was  cheered  loudlj  in  q^te  of  the  MM* 
what  unpalatable  nature  of  oertunof  hkwn; 
— but  the  noble  countenanoe,  the  handHM 
figure,  and  the  manly  beiring  of  the  ''Bi^ 
tard  of  Woodlee"~ae  he  waa  almdy  odbdii 
the  squibs  paid  for  by  Mr.  Jeptha  Gibte-* 
procured  him  much  favor  from  thoae  vlio  bl 
nothing  else  to  give. 

And  Comyn  too,  had  his  ahare  of  p<f^ 
applause.  Frank  and  gentlemaii-lilM^  koMM 
with  his  hat  and  riding^whip  in  OM  han^^''^  ' 
with  the  other,  he  gave  that  degree  t£4tttt 
action  to  his  speaking,  whieliy 
keeps   within  the  bounda  of 
he  was  merry  and  jovial  wiiOB  ht 
bring  out  cheers  from  the 
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cahnly  impassioned,  \rhen  he  wished 
>btain  the  plaudits  of  the  staunch,  old 
manting  Whigs  —  heartily  he  spoke  and 
as  if  he  had  been  mated  to  the  thing, 
although  the  thinking  part  of  the  audi« 
liked  Renault's  rem$rks  better  —  how- 
more  opposed  tiiese  were  to  many  of 
'  own  political  notions — still  Comyn,  with 
ountry  gentleman's  guise^  and  merry  jests, 
3  a  favorable  impression  upon  alL  He  had 
a  certain  degree  of  popularity  with  some, 
being  the  Provost's  son-in-law. 
ad  the  town  hall  opened  wide  its  doors,  and 
provost  in  his  robes  sat  upon  the  bench, 
such  a  crowd  rushed  into  the  sacred  places, 
"  Tolbooth  John,"  the  guardian  spirit  of 
lid  building ;  the  man  whose  high  sense  of 
^  only  imbended  among  his  friends  at 
e  Clack,"  was  scandalized  at  the  tumult  of 
scene ;  and  after  shouting  silence  till  he 
almost  out  of  breath,  becoming  exaspe- 
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FrcmHt.pat»« 


«gidH 


cosldoBKtbr 


up  tlie  bigc  Tort 


'Ciaya   of   TToodlee  r     emd   asotbrri 
■■d  tii«  rniiiiriiin  ttpnar  aude   tbc  nA^ 


"  My  lord !  bisj  it  plMK  yoar  lordship:  ■>? 
lord!  ma.j  it  please  yoor  ktrdsbipr  Aoa**^ 
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kooth  John,  in  a  voice  like  that  of  one  strug- 
ig  amid  suffocation. 

Order,  gentlemen,  order  1"  said  the  Pro- 
^,  pushing  up  his  spectacles  on  his  fine  bald 
^liead,  aod  looking  at  the  sea  of  waving  hats 
^whim. 

Hear  the  Provost  1"  shouted  numbers  of 
crowd. 

And  let  me  out  this  T  roared  Tolbooth 
tn. 

'  Tm  agent  for  Mr.  ComTU,  my  lord,  and 
U  never  be  able  to  get  to  the  round  table, 
Ofugh  this  crowd  1"  shouted  Mr.  Grinder, 
Seed  against  the  wall,  and  holding  some 
►ers  above  his  head. 

*  I'm  agent  for  Sir  Ren —  for  Mr.  Falconer,'* 
■uted  another  attorney,  from  an  opposite 
!t  of  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd,  *'  and  am 
tind  hand  and  foot  1" 

**Make  way  for  the    Solicitors,  gentlemen, 
^   leave    a    passage     for     the    voters,    or 
c  3 
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I    shall    call    in    the    halbertien^"   nid  thi 
Provosft. 

"  Three  cheers  fox  the  Piovott  T  shwirf 
?ome  of  the  crowd — and  they  were  (^«ii 
lustily. 

"  Three  cheers  for  Falconer  T 

"  Three  cheers  for  Comyn  T  shouted  ?tik« 
parties  in  the  room,  and  a  freah  uproar  took 
place,  which  was  only  settled  by  the  Provoil 
<leclaring  that  he  would  adjonm  the  eleetiooi  i* 
it  was  impossible  for  any  one  to  approadAo 
poll.  This,  and  the  steel  points  cf  ihe  baHtrti 
beginning  to  glitter  in  the  lobby*  reduced  At 
Inrgc  crowded  hall  to  f omething  like  dceonA 
and  the  election  began. 

Voter  after  voter  went  up  to  the  besA; 
Grinder  to  insult  those  who  sapported  Btnrfi 
— at  least,  to  such  of  them  as  he  dared  do^^ 
causing:  the  bribery  ontb  to  be  puty  to  At*^ 
prise  and  indignation  of  the  honeil  WHb  ^^ 
with  flushed  faces  and  apeikfiag 
proudly  from  the  hall,  amid  the ; 
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key-punch  witticisms  of  a  tivem  wit,  whom 
Grinder  had  paid  to  officiate  on  the  occasion ; 
tind  by-and-bye,  a  large  black  board  with  the 
state  of  the  poll  written  in  white  chalk  upon 
it,  was  hoisted  above  the  wooden  rail  of  the 
platform  erected,  for  the  day,  in  firont  of  the 
building. 

The  character  of  the  contest  soon  took  color 
from  a  question  whicb  had  arisen  in  the  discip- 
line of  the  ScottSsh  Church,  and  the  new  terms 
rf  **  Intrusion,^  and  **  Non  Intrusion,**  usurped 
the  place  of  "Reform,*  and  **  Anti-Reform.*» 
The  two  parish  clergymen  of  the  town  had 
taken  an  eariy  part  in  this  matter'  as  an  elec- 
tion controversy;  and  became  transformed 
into  leaders  of  party.  One  of  these,  the 
Rev.  Paul  Niddry,  minister  of  the  old 
Town  Church,  was  the  guiding  spirit  of  the 
Intrusionists,  and  the  other,  the  Rev.  Prome- 
theus Puddicombe,  minister  of  the  outlying 
|mrish  of  Dellhaven,  (now  by  the  Reform 
Jl£t  bvought  within  the  political  bounds  of 
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the  towD,)  was  the  flaming  sword  of  the  Nofl- 
ititnisioDiBt& 

Mr.  Paul  Niddry,  or  ^  Preaching  PauV  ^ 
he  wasiiSTiallj  called,  was  a  fine,  bealtbylook* 
ing  man  of  about  fifty ;  of  good  st^turt^i  • 
?un-burnt  countenance^  and  a  port  wine  ff^ 
of  putting  out  his  lower  lip,  when  be  wW 
told  anything  requiring  conaideratioo*  He 
had  a  raerry  eye,  the  Druinleigh  niiiiiit*r  ^ 
the  old  church,  and  a  broad  forehead  full  d 
orthodoxy ;  his  a  mile  was  good^huniourctl,  iW 
his  bearing  hearty  and  frank ;  yet  a  look  "» 
serious  censure  from  those  features,  wouW 
have  had  more  weight,  than  the  direst  i^ 
nunciations  of  the  ascetic;  for  in  the  caw^ 
Paul  Niddry^  the  censure  whicli  he  (^^  ^ 
give,  was  felt  to  be  that  iu  which  all  wo^  V 
thy  meo  must  join  ;  it  was  rather  the  arou^^ 
indignation  of  charity  of  sentiment,  than  tbi 
auxioua  acerbity  of  a  dispoeitioii  to  oontkmfl* 
HeQce>  though  he  was  a  good  ehot^  aad  li^^ 
port   wine    and    all   that  sort  of  thingi  P^ 
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^i<l<lry  was  respected  l)y  liigh  and  low;  he 
<^J^iased  the  poor  to  be  fed  in  spite  of  tlie  nig- 
S^^<i  parish  pittance  to  which  their  right  of 
^o\e  was  limited;  he  visited  the  lowly  in 
"^^ir  affliction,  and  he  came  to  the  death-bed  to 
P'^y- — by  birth  he  was  a  gentleman,  and  by 
■*ture  an  honest  man. 

^Ij;  Prometheus  Puddicombe  was  a  per- 
■^^*^  of  another  stamp.  He  was  a  thin  man, 
^^^h  a  pulpit  action,  evangelical  principles 
•"^d  neglected  teeth.  A  continued  warfare 
^ith  the  craft  and  subtleties  of  the  devil,  had 
8*Ven  his  countenance  a  cast  of  slyness,  which 
P^^'haps  ought  to  be  regarded  as  an  honorable 
*^^*j  rather  that  as  anything  indicative  of  the 
^^«^oter  of  his  mind ;  as  a  preacher  he  was 
Popular  and  sulphuric,  and  as  a  parish  min- 
^^^^'j    arbitrary    and  full    of   religious    arro- 

^Hxese  were  the  men  whose  influence  usurped 
^^  ^flpreat  measure  that  of  the  old  interests,  and 
**  there  had  never  been  a  contested  election 
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ia  Droiole^  m  tlie  memory  of  nM^ 
pirtizftit£  fcmud   a  field  that  ai' 
&eiHties  for  ftctire  raaooar  of  i  i^ 
effmiUTT  kma. 

Ytt  ftmiiks  idl  diis,  tbe  old  Woodlee  intm^ 
wi^  by  zko  means  extiaguiebed^  Aod  m^y 
ffrt«iiK^h  ftJkerenis  o(  tbe  bouse  Tot€d  ^ 
CoiBTii,  simi^ij  because  of  tbe  bofony  wbk^ 
be  held.  And,  ftlibongh  be  des[Haed  tlie  que^- 
mm  wbkb  was  gbaking  tbe  witd  of  so  masy  ^^ 
tbe  commiuiitT,  at  the  eam^t  request  of  ^* 
Jeptb^  Grioder,  Coinyn  deckred  hinndf  ^ 
Xosi  Intrusion^  and  Mr.  Prometbeus  F^iJ^^" 
combe,  became  bk  r%bt  band  man. 

The  bandionie  carriage  of  Woodlee  ff*^ 
dftsbing  tbruugb  the  streete,  bringuig  up  (o  tM 
poll  Totere  who  lived  at  a  distance  top^^ 
their  etiffifagea  for  Comyn  i  stem  old  in*^ 
many  of  them  were,  who  regarded  the  Ho^ 
of  Woodlee  in  iomething  of  the  eamo  W^^ 
as  loyalista  do  the  throne ;  grim  wbtgt,  wW* 
fathers  had  fought  under  the  Knight  of  Wo<^ 
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t  Bothwell  Brig,  and  whose  mental  in- 
s  made  them  look  on  the  legitimate  des* 
Jit  of  that  dauntless  race,  whoever  he 
:be,a8  their  own  political  chief;  and  some 
lem,  who  sturdily  gave  their  votes  for 
odlee,**  had  to  be  told  by  the  town  clerk« 
une  and  surname  Qf  the  proprietor  of  the 
.  They  cared  nothing  for  such  triflesj 
roted  for  Wooilee — and  there  was  an 

;  Benault,  too,  liad  a  powerful  accession 
3  party  whom  his  personal  popularity 
to  his  side.  His  refusal  at  the  last 
*n  to  stand  for  the  borough  because  he 
lat  the  influence  of  his  family  would 
ed  a  great  number  of  the  electors  to 
Tor  him  at  the  expense  of  their  own 
hat  rampant  poEtical  convictions,  had 
him  many  friends :  and  besides  those 
ere  opposed  to  the  «pint  of  fantastic 
tion  which,  like  a  volcanic  afterthought, 
iaen  ia  the  Scottish  Church ;  the  Toriea 
c  S 


M  THE  YOUNO  BABOirBT. 

r— a  political  race  bow  nearlj  as  extinct  ii 
the  wolve8»  in  Great  Britain — ^the  Torifl^te 
lack  of  a  man  whose  ideas  were  more  fgotoA 
of  their  own,  to  a  voter  sopported  Ubi 
partly  on  account  of  this  question ;  and  a  good 
deal  more  because  the  other  Whig  candidfte 
had  come  forward  as  a  supporter  of  the  gonA' 
ment. 

And  so,  for  some  time,  the  result  of  thedfio^ 
tion  was  more  uncertain  than  it  might  odttf^ 
wise  have  been;  but  towards  three  o'dookfOiily 
two  hours  before  the  closing  of  the  poll»  CcmJ^ 
was   far    above  his  antagonist^  and  the  9^ 
inflamed  with   the   strong   ale   which  fioB  * 
dozen  freely  flowing  taps  had  I  een  set  asMff 
them,  had  become  clamorous  in  his  &T€r;  9m 
at      every     announcement     of     the    ^f^ 
of    the  poll,    the   Town  Square  nagy^ 
cheers. 

A  young  man  in  the  drees  of  a 
Was  the  last  man  who  spoke  for 
the  hustings.    He  did  so  eunietlj  od  «A 
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K^otwithstandiug  an  evident  diflBdence  at  first 
which  the  consciousness  of  his  position,  both 
in  years  and  station  in  society  created,  he 
seemed  animated  with  a  zeal  which  triumphed 
over  himself ;  and  when  the  mob  shouted  furi- 
ously against  him,  the  young  man  showed  pluck 
and  manliness,  and  Paul  Mddry  comins:  to  his 
side,  the  tumultuous  gatherings  became  still. 
He  was  cheered  by  the  fickle  multitude,  but 
they  still  shouted  on  Comyn's  side. 

The  clock  struck  five!  and  nearly  all  the 
men  of  Drumleigh  who  might  leave  their  homes 
had  assembled  in  the  square,  or  were  blocking 
np  the  streets  adjoining.  A  denser  crowd 
had  never  stood  in  that  ancient  town.  The 
balconies  were  filled  with  ladies;  the  very 
housetops  in  the  square  had  people  clustering 
on  them ;  and  in  about  half  an  hour  following 
the  close  of  the  poll— passed  by  the  crowded 
thousands  in  impatient  expectancy— the  old 
provost,  bareheaded,  came  upon  the  platform, 
and  the  cheers  with  which  he  was  greeted  ren« 
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dering  his  words  inaudible ;  the  crowd  rca*^ 
result  of   the    contest  on  a   large  she^^ 
l^aper,    which   the    town    clerk   threw    ^ 
the    platform  like  a  flag,  and  on  tlua 
written — 


^  Mr.  Norman  Comyn  317 

i  Mr.  Renault  Falconer 272 

^  Majority  for  Mr.  Comyn.  •  • 43 

/^  The  swelling  sounds  of  the  cheers  were  sC^ 

/  duing ;  ladies  waved  their  white  pocket-hai^ 

I  kerchiefs — so  much  is  there  in  the  influence 

•2' 

•^-  success— the  beUs  struck  up  a  merry  peal— ca^ 

non  was  fired  from  the  arsenal  in  the  old  mL 
tary  ground^  and  the  triumph  of  Comyn  w^ 

i )  complete. 

lie  came  out  upon  the  platform,  accompani^ 
by  some  gentlemen  of  hia  committee^  and|  o^ 
covering,  the  cheera  of  the  multitude  becacr 
deafening.  It  seemed  as  if  he  was  thanki:3 
them  for  the  honor  which  they  had  oonfexr^ 
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1.  him,  but  not  a  word  could  the  multitude 
;  for  the  clamour  of  their  rejoicing  was 
sless,  and  amid  another  cheer  like  the  roar 
wiillery,  Norman  Comyn  of  Woodlee, 
•  disappeared  from  the  platform  with  his 
<ls. 
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CHAPTER  IIL 


PA88ION. 


In  a  luxuriously  funushed  a{Murtiii6iit»  w 
here  and  there  the  richest  b^oaterie  of  vi 
toilet,  and,  in  other  places,  coacbeib  ^^^ 
Chinese  work,  polished  Indian  QcdB,  tti  * 
hundred  pretty  trifles  to  b^rufle  the  ekg^ 
lassitude  of  capricious  boon;  while  thelo4 
mirrors  and  crimson  yelvet  hangiiigib  ^ipP^ 
and  tasselled  with  gold,  the  eoft  oupeiv  ^ 
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^  pictures  (all  of  woman's  beauty,)  the 
in  dim  light,  and  the  glimpse  from  the 
veiled  windows  of  noble  park  scenery 
^ing  in  rich  effect,  gave  the  chamber  a 
cTU5ter  beyond  all  the  attributes  of  uphol- 
y  and  the  painstakings  of  taste— in  this 
cious  room,  the  very  atmosphere  of  which 
ued  sensitiye  of  the  love  thoughts  of  re- 
^g  beauty,  sat  Mary,  the  lovely  Countess 
^lenmore. 

k^d  it  may  be  that  her  aspect  contributed 
'li  to  this  subduing  character  of  the  luxu- 
^  retreat.  The  morning  dress,  the  grace- 
^weep  of  which  only  revealed  the  outline 
be  figure,  the  dark  silken  hair,  falling  down 
ly  in  the  carelessness  of  its  own  beauty, 
r*  the  soft  cheek  and  full  white  throat,  gave 
Uisite  relief  to  the  loveliness  of  the  profile, 
^  its  ripe  lips  and  rounded  chin,  so  per- 
ly  feminine  in  its  gentle  love  fashioning, 
»  the  Eve  and  Venus  of  sculpture  might 
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have  quarrelled  for  it — there  was  no  tMttti 
for  the  aspect  of  Mary  of  Glenmorey  bntlofel 
the  soft  dark  eyes  so  instiiict  with  the  sobdaed 
light  of  passion  ;  the  sweet  fbrehesdi  lad 
lovely  bust,  (that  mysterioaa  feature  tf 
woman's  form,  which  makes  them  Morod  is 
our  eyes,  even  when  they  are  vile  I)  tbeww 
hands  that  seemed  only  made  for  love  ldiN>» 
the  slippered  foot]  so  delicaite  in  its  li^  m^ 
ing  on  the  ottoman  of  unking  tot,  and  tte 
redining  limbs  on  the  soft  purple  of  Ae 
Morocco  couch;  it  was  all  love!  she  didoot 
seem  a  being  whom  natnre  had  fonned  fe 
aught  but  that ;  to  give  the  heart  of  the  o** 
to  whom  she  could  be  devoted  a  harofll  v 
delight,  idealized,  if  not  made  worthy  of  ^ 
devotion,  by  that  recUees  pas 
the  haughty  excluaiveness  of  its  all 
retains  in  its  deep  worship^  so  mnbh  of  ^ 
character  of  the  angel  still  I 
And  by  her  side  stood  BeMidt 
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looking  pale  and  careworn^  though  his  aspect 
had  much  of  that  unrebuking  dignity  of 
sorrow^  in  which  there  is  something  of  old 
Boman  pride — which,  after  all,  must  ever  be 
an  element  of  the  moral  sculpture  of  manli- 
neae — and  so  they  were  there  together,  the 
HHicy  **  Bastard  of  Woodlee/*  and  the  haughty 
Countess  of  Glenmore* 

'^  Renault,"  said  the  Countess,  in  her  rich, 
soft  voice,  "  you  must  not  go  abroad." 

^'  And  what  should  I  do  at  home  T  said 
Renault,  mournfully.  *'  Live  here  a  sort  of 
Will  Wimble;  now  and  then  making  one  to 
help  up  a  squire's  dinner  party!  a  buckeen, 
MA  they  call  such  numerous  people  in  Ireland. 
When  there,  I  have  often  felt  I'd  rather  dig 
in  the  fields,  than  live  the  life  they  do  V* 

**  Sit  down  by  me,"  said  Mary  of  Glen- 
more. 

He  did  so,  and  took  the  beautiful  hand 
that  she  frankly  lud  in  his. 

**  Renault,"  said  she,  turning  her  fine  eyes 
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jj  iu»  'jr3n7iT:.^TT;ini*e.  ^  ]noa  hsve  Horj  fiaaii 
bi  •TTTt*  ^iimrr  wiio  bore  tke  povcr  ad  viUto 
Kr7»  jTjiL.  Ail  the  oU  Wh^  Ibailiei  «b 
ai}^  iiaTe  «c.i:h  TTfiinfngg  wiA  Ihe  Goicn- 
izitfii::.  n?ix^er  diemKivtt  yamr  fiiodi;  tktt 
v^ifi  Lorl  Mdaiiinigi  Mj  dbat  onlf  jtHml^jt 
mi  xzL  mj  preseneey  joa  iD%kft  eoBBii' 
bhn  b.  xa J  w^i  v  cfaas  he  covld  be  of  nrm  to 

TOO." 

-^  Thiexu^  aid  Iff  nh^  "  h  wodU  be  to 
hold  h£$  toogrxe :  and  keep  hk  j  it  r'T  iv 
tk«Dee  who  ssk  for  h.  We  bodi  kninr  Lori 
Meadowgnsftf  Ladjr  Glfiwfc* 

-^  CaU   me^  Maiyr  aid  tke  Coulw  A- 
proechfiillT—aiid    the 
locked. 

''  We  both  know  Lofd 
tinaed  Reiuudt  in  »  gender  tone^  *  wtA  9f 
Ralph  Montgomery,  another ' 
id  better  known  to  me  than  70a; 
is    Lord     Fawn^am,    Ladj 
nephew,  and  the  Doke  of  GeltaraiKtiHl  «M 
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'^estem  part  of  the  county — they  are  men 
[^unt  heads,  and  who  do  not  reckon  indi- 
\1»  -  they  would  get  me,  it  may  be,  the 
of  Treasurer  to  the  Road  Trustees,  or 
of  Collector  of  Customs  at  Delhaven ;  or 
ips  some  of  them  remembering  to  have 
in  the  county  paper,  some  four  or  five 
'  ago,  that  1  took  honours  at  the  univer- 
might  even  receive  me  into  their  houses, 
iad  the  classics  with  their  sons—but  Fd 
ir  fight  my  way  among  strangers,  Mary, 
share  the  bounty  and  the  scorn  of  the 
I  families  of  the  county." 
Well  then,  there  is  London,  Renault,  you 
many  friends  there.  Oh,  if  I  were  a 
I  should  never  think  it  necessary  to  go 
reign  countries  to  fight  my  way." 
[  have  very  few  friends  in  London,  Mary 
km  known  at  some  hotels,  and  had  used  to 
t  some  great  mens'  houses ;  at  Brookes's 
the  UniFersity  Club,  I  dare  say  I  shall 
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dtill  be  acknowledged,  bat  yoa  know,  Uaiji 
the  great  business  of  woman's  life  is  ahogedier 
social,  and  to  many  their  worid  of  enteipriie 
b  in  places  of  pastime— con  is  y^xj  ^ftrait 
Society  is  not  a  place  in  which  we  msjr  ^ 
a  worthy  venture — ^it  ism  letreat  from  avider 
field  of  action ;  but  to  yoa  it  is  your  011I7 
battle  field.  Bat  I  am  preadung  to  J0V»  ^ 
Moryr 

**  Renault,  you  must  not  lea^e  mer 

**  I  believe  it  were  better  for  you*  Mirfi 
that  this  should  be.** 

The  dark  eyes  of  the  Coontess  HaAi&i,^ 
the  fine  deep  eyes  which  met  thdr  ^tfi^ 
made  her  clasp,  with  her  odier  han^  die  b'' 
she  held. 

««  You  are  preaching  now,  Henanh^  sa^^ 
the  heart  T  said  the  Coontess  with  a  m^ 

^^  Alas!  Mary,  there  is  no  needof  d^|^ 
between  us.* 

^  There  does  not  seem  to  be^*  «ii  A* 
Countess,  with  moomfid  hanghtiiMSfc 


i^... 
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Ifou  hare  been  mj  friend  when  all  else 
!  forsaken  me,"  said  Benault,  fervently, 
d  yours,  Mary,  I  shall  truly  be,  whatever 
may  think  of  that  friendship.  God  knows 
aappiness  and  solace  your  kindness  gives 

but,  Mary,  forgive  me  that  I  say  so ;  I 
that  I  must  think  for  us  both  I" 
Think  what  you  will !"  said  the  Countess^ 
soft  cheek  flushing,  and  her  dark  eyes  be- 
ling  to  brighten  deeply,  "  but  never  say 

will  leave  me  T  She  turned  full  upon 
»  and  as  their  glances  met,  tears  came  to 
i  their  eyes.  *'  It  is  but  a  slight  sacrifice 
&k  of  you,"  said  she  in  her  soft,  gentle 
e,  **  and  what  is  it,  to  any  that  I  would  not 
«  for  you  ?'* 
l)eir  lips  met,  as  lips  tciH  meet  when  none 

tell  how  ;   her  beautiful  head  lay  on  his 
ilder,  and  her  warm  tears  were  trickling 

lie  objects  in  the  gorgeous  room  around 
swam  before  Renault's  eyes — he  felt  he 
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h  don't  think  I  ever  could  reproach  you, 
r  said  Renault,  now  wholly  subdued  by 
heedless  tenderness  of  this  beautiful 
.n,  ^'  what  friend,  what  happiness  have  I 
I  your 

:ain  their  lips  were  locked  together,  and 
ire  of  passion  took  sway  in  the  veins  of 
and  the  Countess  murmured  as  her  head 
almost  insensible  on  his  breast  to  which 
aped  her, 

''ou  must  not  leave  me !  You  will  not 
me,  Renault  ?" 

ture  from  some  unknown  cause  has  set 
;e  pauses  in  the  midst  of  the  wildest 
union  of  the  passions ;  and  how  it  was, 
ht  be  a  curious  matter  in  the  anatomy 
e  heart  to  tell,  that  Renault  and  the 
;e8s  sat  side  by  side,  with  locked  hands, 
[)eaking  in  very  wantonness    of  trivial 

;  it  did  not  last  long,  for  the  low  tones 
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And  is  it  thus  you  will  cast  yourself  away  I 
.  Renault,  listen  to  me ;  you  said,  but  now, 

there  was  no  need  of  disguise  between  us, 

I  feel,  God  knows,  that  it  is  true — I  will 
^ou  then,  have  you  never  thought  of  the 

which  this  course  might  give  to  others ! 
,  hear  me  I"  continued  this  passionate 
lan,  ^^  do  you  think  that  after  all  that  has 
ed  between  us,  I  can  lose  you  now !  You 
d  me  once,  Renault,  and  though  I  cannot 
» for  the  love  I  might  have  had ;  still,  still," 
ioued  the  Countess,  raising  her  beautiful 
I,  "  your  love  is  now  all  that  I  care  for  in 
Brorld  I" 

enault's  brain  was  throbbing,  for  the 
Less  avowal  o{  this  fascinating  woman, 
>ugh  one  which  he  hardly  needed  to  be 

put  the  insidious  relation  between  them 
light  that  startled  him.  He  really  loved 
lazzling  being  at  his  side,  but  it  was  the 

of  affection,  a  love  which  struggled  with 

>Xi.   IIL  D 
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the  passions  of  his  nature ;  which  had  mod 
in  it  that  was  grateful  and  tender,  «nd  thon^ 
by  the  warm  dalliance  of  paaeion  made  nnholji 
yet  it  was  not  the  love  of  vulture  thouf^ 
but  of  those  which  felt  keenly  and  protee^ 
ingly  towards  the  being,  that  with  irild  defO- 
tion  had  cast  herself  upon  the  wcnthinetf  of 
his  heart. 

And  it  is  only  such  hearts  which  are  ik 
true  talismen  of  woman's;  it  is  only  tlM 
who  can  act  worthily  that  may  knffw  tk 
frailty  of  the  woman  of  lofty  heart i  iiuffij 
tliose  who  can  play  the  hero,  who  havs  eW 
really  an  opportunity  of  doing  sa  For  w 
passion  of  the  weak  for  men  of  anotlieriWP 
degrades  at  once ;  and  the  lorer  finds  aoWB 
noble  to  preserve,  even  if  he  had  the  wA  ^ 
do  so.  Yet  it  is  fearful  reading  the  b*^ 
recklessness  of  the  passionate  womaBti  h*^ 
and  Kenault  felt  it  now. 

But  she  mistook  him  stilL 
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3  were  suffering  agony  for  her  sake^  though 

mind  was  stunned  by  that  which  even  in 

delirium  of  blinded  transport  he  had  not 

3ed  to  feel  was  their  common  woe^  as  he  ap- 

red  before  her  now,    anxious,  silent,  and 

^>  Lady   Glenmore,  instead  of  appreciating 

stale  of  his  mind,  lost  more  and  more  com- 

id  over  herself. 

Eenault!  BenaultT  she  exclaimed,  pas- 

lately  taking  his  hand  and  covering  it  with 

oing  kisses.     "  I   know   your  heart,  you 

I  not  desert  me  r 

1 6  drew  her  to  him-— she  clung  to  his  side, 
tiuned  her  swimming  eyes  to  his.  For  a 
xient  or  two  neither  could  speak.  At  last 
Uiult  said  in  the  heart  tones  of  his  low, 
p  voice,  and  the  words  rang  with  nervous 
iess  in  the  heart  of  Mary  D'Alyn.  "  We 
OQost  unhappy  I" 

We  may  never  be  happy,  we  can  never 
^ppy  r  said  the  Countess,  "  but  we  need 
be  more  wretched  than  we  are." 
D  3 
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*'  I  haye  played  the  traitor  to  jon,  Mtfjt 
without  knowing  it,*^  eaid  Renault  witheis^ 
Ii0ii>  **  You  might  have  been  happy  but  far 
meP 

**  Oh,  no,  no  I  I  should  bate  another  wb* 
said  thaL  What  happinees  coulJ  I  have  bad:^ 
none !  none  I  and  I  had  uoiao,  Renault  *^^ 
very  woe  1  now  feel  ia  dearer  to  me  tlwfl  w* 
dreary,  dreary  he  art -ache  1  had^  uatil  we  ^ 
again." 

"  Dear  Mary  1" 

'^Call  me  that  again  t  call  me  that  ap"*^ 
■ay  that  I  am  really  dear  to  you — ttji  B«- 
naultj  that  in  spite  of  all,  Mary  D*Alyn  is  * 
dear  to  you  as  ever  ihe  waa,  and  should'** 
world  spit  upon  me,  I  eball  be  happ|J^^' 
Bay  80,  Renault,  aod  I  will  worahip  ^' 
and  the  pasBionate  beauty  sought  tokiw'' 
him  I 

**  l^or  the  love  of  Heaven^  do  not  (keti«F 
us  both !  Mary,  I  take  God  to  nitsm^  ^ 
would  rather  die  than  set  a  pnng  bito  J^ 
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utl  You  are  dear,  most  dear  to  me,  so 
ur  that  even  now  I  can  curse  myself  r 

*  Say  not  that." 

*  My  own  lot  is  wretched  enough  without 
Dgin^  another  into  its  ruin^and  you  leut 

^I  would  share  it  with  you,  Renault,  were 
vone  than  you  can  think  or  fear." 
'  I  am   your   friend,   Mary,  as  you   are 
^  and^  as  I  said  before,  must  think  for  us 

'  You   were  generous,  you    were    always 

terousT  said  the  Countess,  tears  standing 

her  eyes.      '^  Yet  you    must    not    leave 

r 

\nd  again  came  a  pause  in  the  tumult  of 
^n ;  one  of  those  pauBos  in  which  the 
•art  seems  to  recover  its  beating,  though  the 
^d  does  not  regain  its  peace.  And  again 
3^  spoke  together  of  things  too  light  for 
orl 
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**  You  have  heard  thftt  one  of  thfl  glib 
Lennox  is  on  the  point  of  death?"  said  tb 
Countess,  mournfully, 

Konault  started  as  if  had  received  a  sUb- 
he  instantlj  became  deadly  pale,  and  it  wa* 
evident  that  he  had  eJEperienced  a  eigi»l 
shock. 

Lady  Glenmore  saw  the  effect  which  bet 
ivorda  had  produced ;  a  thought  flashed  like 
lightning  across  her  mind^  and  she  fell  a  p«¥ 
as  if  a  eerpent  had  bitten  her  heart.  She,  tfl<H 
turned  pale,  though  her  eyes  were  bright  ww 
burning, 

Alaa  I  for  the  love  of  womaUj  when  she  ^eu- 
tures  her  heart  beyond  the  pale  that  in*ke8  it 
sacred  I 

*'  Which  of  them  is  itT  enquired  Kenttiftf 
in  a  voice  so  broken  by  excitement  tliat  ** 
hardly  seemed  hia  own, 

*Mt  is  Gertrude,*'  said  the  Counteai,  h*^ 
long  eyelashes  falling  half  over  her  eye^  ft*  " 
to  shield  them  from  some  light  that  made  thefl^ 
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&che ;  her  face  and  lips  pale  as  marble,  and  a 
calmness  like  that  of  death  on  her  counte-i 
Dance. 

At  that  moment,  and  not  till  then,  a  strange 
thought,  yet  one  near  to  the  truth,  regarding 
[jertrude  Lennox's  feelings  towards  himself, 
passed  across  Renault's  mind.  The  conflict  of 
thought  was  as  sudden  as  terrible,  the  sense 
of  his  own  ruined  condition  darkening  it  all ; 
and  the  voice  of  the  Countess  recalled  him  to 
consciousness,  not  much  before  a  paroxysm  of 
delirium  might  have  closed  the  scene. 

Her  rich  voice  had  the  deep  tones  of  un- 
abraiding  sadness,  but  no  tremble  did  it  give, 
when  she  said, 

**  Renault,  you  love  one  of  the  Lennoxes- 
tell  me  is  it  Gertrude  or  Aline  ?" 

"  My  condition  forbids  me  to  look  so  high 
as  either^  whatever  my  feelings  might  once  have 
been.'* 
"  But  tell  me,  which  was  she  you  loved?" 


said  the  Countess,  with  the  ^me  aw€«t  dignitf 
of  sorrow,  whicli  made  the  blood  tinijle  ^^ 
Renault's  veins- 
He  could  Dot  cbose  but  answer  fraiiklTi 
and  he  said,  like  one  who  speaks  in  a  dreaiOi 
"  It  was  Aline  that  I  loved/' 
'^  Gild  help  mc  P  said  the  Coutitesd,  clwp* 
mgher  white  bands  together,  "  J  am  wretched 
enougb  to  have  wished  that  it  had  been  tW 
dying  girl.  ThiB  indeed  is  bittermeas  oS 
heart  T'  ^ 

And  she  bent  her  forehead  00  her  banda ; 
womiiQs  nature  held  its  own;  and  abe  boist 
into  tears.  ^^^H 

Oh^  tear^  I  tears  t  when  je  oome  to  Ibe  ' 
cbeek  of  those  who  love  us,  what  power  have 
ye  1  Renault's  very  heart  was  stuiig ;  hii 
brain  wn^  on  fire,  his  tortured  miDd  became 
wrecked  for  the  time  amid  the  stormy  psssioiia 
of  his  nature ;  it  was  now  his  turn  to  oflWr 
homnge;  he  threw  himself  at  her  feet,  and 
with  words  of  deliriouB  fervour  maddened  the 
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reckless  enthralment  of  the  moment ;  she 
dung  to  him  amid  her  tears  with  passion 
equal  to  his  own ;  a  doud  arose  before  their 
aouls — 

And  darkneJM  came  when  it  passed  away ! 


D  5 


CHAPTER    IT. 


THE   FO&EianEB    AT   TIfK  CLAC&- 


Okck  agaiOj  the  reader  must  ent^r  the  "  Cw*^ 
that   ancient    public    bouse    of  mail y  con"'"^ 


and  historical  associations,  and  once  agfllQ; 


find 


the  turf  fire  glowing  cheerTuU^,  and  the  lAOip* 
casting  forth  tavern  light  through  volum***'' 
tobacco  smoke  ;  and  the  gruff  "  Babes  in  tw 
Wood/'  preserving  their  silence^  and  drintan? 
together  like  living   monumenta  of  aAnociitt^ 


A 


THB  TOUNG  BABONST.  59 

^;  and  the  tall  lighthouse-man  smoking 
>iig  pipe  in  congenial  silence ;  and  grey- 
^ered  Tolbooth  John  knocking  out  the  to- 
•  ashes  on  his  broad  thumb-nidl,  and  Streek- 
Villie,  stretching   out  his  gaitered  legs, 
linking  hot  grog  to  relieve  the  oppressive 
of  cofBns,  and  the  black  japan  omamentb 
I  are  buried  from  mens'  eyes  for  the  ad- 
ion  of  the  worms ;  and  the  drowsy  land- 
ith  his  ripely  rounded  figure  in  the  circular 
'hair,  placed  in  what  the  western  Scot- 
people    call    "the    cheek    of  the  fire;" 
.s  to  say,  out   of  the    active   warmth  of 
low,    but    in   the   full   enjoyment  of  its 
Illness;  and  the  landlord,  as  the  reader 
observe,  was  just  the  same  sort  of  man, 
h    may  be,   his   eye-lids    hung   a   littlo 
)T   than   they  did    a  twelvemonth  ago  ; 
kpproaching  apoplexy  having  had  a  di£-> 
with  approaching  dropsy,  in  which  con- 
sy,    there  •  had  come      certain    claims. 
ftzy  liver  complaint — while  these  disease 
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were    all    quarrelling  amoBg  tbemselTes^  tw 
iaodlord    smoked    the    pipe    of  peace  iii  toe 
dreamy    conaciousQesfl     of    exifitencef   fftict 
made  him  as  much  at  reet,  a^  if  be  hii  w 
the  winga  of    the  dove  — which    by  the  ^^V 
would    have    been  of    do    maaoer  of  Qie  '^ 
iiim,  iinlesd  he  bad  aetit  tbem  to  the  kiicli^ 
to  help  up  ft   pigeon  pie — and    the  two  tflO* 
wenohee    stood    as    before    on    either  ui^  ^ 
the  fire,  each  with  her  pretty  right  foot  re*t* 
ing  on  the  iron  fender s  and  her  t^wu  dnwu 
up  a  little  over  her  white  petticoat,  far  f^ 
that  the  heat  should  take  out  the  coUis  of  h«t 
dre&Sj  to  say  nothing  ol  iti   cbaneo  of  takii^ 
lire,   and    the    *^  Babea   in   the  Wood,"  often 
looked  Btcadfajfltly  for  hours  together  at  thoea 
trim  feet  and  pretty  ankles^  with  the  sUgblly 
raised  quilted  petticoat^  aa  fuU  of  myaterioas 
auggestiveneaa  as   a  paragraph  regarding  one 
of  Mr.  Col b urn ^a  exciting  novels  with  the  qm^ 
tation  of ''  Evening  Paper  ;**  and  they  had  look^ 
and    smoked,    and   smoked  and    looked*  aod 
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dreamt  between  their  night-mares  of  those 
tidy  feet  and  clean  ankles,  till  the  seductiye 
mysteries  of  snch  assooiataon  of  ideas  clothed 
the  buxsome  wenches  with  a  transport  of  en* 
daring  devotion  for  those  old  men  in  the  visions 
of  the  night ;  and  next  evening  they  would 
look  again  at  those  pretty  feet  and  ankles  over 
their  pipes ;  and  feel  pleasure  in  doing  so ;  a 
pleasure  resembling  that  which  a  stout  man 
feels  on  a  sultry  day  in  looking  at  a  bright 
sheet  of  limpid  water  *  it  would  be  a  delightful 
place  to  plunge  into»  were  it  not  for  the  shock. 
But  the  wenches  had  their  eyes  on  the 
babes,  for  they  were  both  bachelors  and  well 
to  do. 

And  tide,  tick,  tick,  went  the  brass*faced 
dock— what  cared  the  old  clock  who  was  Laird  of 
Woodlee,  or  that  sweet  Gertrude  Lennox  was 
said  to  be  dying  ?  Tick,  tick,  tick,  it  was  do* 
ing  its  dull  duty  in  the  comer,  and  did  not 
oare  for  anybody;  and  the  room  was  as  cleanly 

nded,  and  the  copper  and  burnished  tin  as  bright 
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ae  ever  above  the  capacious  fire-plaee,  lAltere 
the  large  iron  kettle    eoorted,    and    the  clcaa 
gridiron  and  well  eoonred    frying    pan    Btooi 
read  J  to  supply  a  mall  stomach  comforta  to  the 
frequenters  of  the  clack  ;   and  Tol booth  John 
had  told,  for  the  thirteenth  time,  the  story  ot 
the  election,  and  expressed  hia  tieterniiiiation  to 
bar  the  doors  of  the  Town  Hall  whenever  any 
thing  of  the  kind  should  be  threatened  again; 
nnd  how  he  had  been  down  to  the  **  the  links,^ 
as  the  common  was  called,  and  had  fixed  uj  an  n 
Sne,  open  sandy  hill,  on  which  he  waa  reoolved 
that  neiit  time  the  electors  should  play  their  play^ 
and  not  interfere  as  they  did  the  other  day  with* 
A  quiet  man's  house,  only  intended  for  eoh 
meetings  of  the  magietrates,  borough  ooort^ 
and  n(»w  nnd  then  a  bit  public  diDBer  supplied 
from  the  Falcon  Hotel^-whcn  Ricliard,  the  man 
of  the  people^  entered  his  old  haunts  with  his 
gnostic  glazed  hat  stuck  jLU^uily  on  the  side  of 
his  head,  and  his  lower  limbs  ^ocaaed  in  a  pair 
of  tidy  top  boots. 
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^ Keep  your  seats,  gentlemen;  and  keep  on 
^onr  hats  T  said  Richard,  taking  his  old  place 
>  the  sheltered  comer  of  the  dab ;  '^  stop  the 
"um,  stop  the  drum.*' 

''  Glad  to  see  ye  again,  Richard,"  said  the 
idlord,  removing  his  pipe  to  give  room  for 
'  remark. 

^  Ye've  been  awa  three  nights,  Richie,"  said 
•eeking  Willie. 

*  -Ah,  ha,  Mr.  William,  sir,  public  duties. 
u  have  heard  how  nearly  we  were  being 
ctedforDrumleighr 
'  I  heard  and  saw  it,"  said  Tolbooth  John, 
>^ng  his  pipe,  ''and  nice  work  there  was 
out  it  A  bonny  state  the  auld  ha'  was  in 
len  je  left  it ;  a  ha'  in  which  King  Charles  the 
Kx>iid  sat,  and  listened  to  Godly  divines. 
'  ^vas  that  day  filled  wi'  Glanjafiray  whas'  wad 
^  better  become  the  county  jaiL  But  they'll 
®  *  fiair  fight  before  they  put  their  noses  in 
'  ^oxiae  again." 

-*^He  Majesty  of  the_People,  John ;  the  Ma- 


I 
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jestj  of  tlie  people — we  were  aU  born  wik^ 
mad  eqitaL  I  «ai  a  man  of  the  people,  &ad  will 
acTTer  hear  a  word  sakl   ag^itst  theta    Boi 
wateTf  mj  lore;  ah,  she  knows  tL     Tbaob,  lof 
turtle ;  I  wish  I  were  a  biftcbelor,  ]^{arj.  He^lii 
and  bappmess  to  you  aU«  gentlemen^'  continued 
Kicliard,  taking  sucb  a  draught  of  tlie  toddy  v 
the  heat  of  the  liquid  would  allow.  "  Aetw* 
pipe    and  a    paper  of   birdd**eje|  Mai;  ^J 
dear!     Maij  alwayt  verges  me,"  cottdiw** 
Richard,  fiUii^   hi  a  pipOt  ^^  and  she  hm  ^ 
beat  wiehes  for  it     I  wOMdef  what  tbo  you»S 
men  ore  thinkiu^  of  that   thes^  laasies  are  ^ 
married  jeU     But  then  bonny  weaches  are 
to  pleaae.     A  epli&ter,  my  love,'^ 

'*  What  is  young  Falconer  to  do  now  ?"  ^|. 
quired  the  lighthouBe  man,  ^^ 

*'  We  are  to  push  our  fortunoi  in  a  fym^^ 
land.  Had  we  but  been  returned  to  FbxS"^ 
inentv  what  a  life  in  London  mine  would  ba^^, 
heen  I  But  it's  not  in  mortals  to  command  sul^| 
<^S8|  aa  every  married  niau  knows,     I'm  goin0 
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•  the  wars,  gentlemen,"  continued  Richard, 
jilting  his  pipe. 

^<The  warsT    said  the    landlord,    holding 
i-t  his  pipe  in  surprise  ;  *^  are  th^y  coming 

^^  If  they  were  coming  to  us,  we  should 
urdly  be  at  the  pidns  of  going  to  them.  My 
Hflter  it  seems^  knows  no  other  trade  but  fight- 
g9  80  he  goes  to  a  part  of  the  world  where  he 
A  get  employment — and  I  with  him.  I  don't 
Qch  like  this  foreign  dragooning,  myself,  and 
^nk  my  master  might  do  better  if  he  would 
^Q  a  course  of  political  lectures  in  the  Eng- 
b  towns,  in  which  I  might  be  of  more  ser- 
^  to  him  than  I  am  likely  to  be  where  he  is 
^^^  But  a  young  man  like  me  should  see 
c  World ;  and  I  don't  mind  sowing  my  wild 
^  in  Spain  or  Portugal,  or  anywhere  else.  I 
«U  always  get  ideas  by  it~eh  ?  Mr.  Willie, 
d  boyr 
''^e're    as    auld    a    man   as    I    am,**   re- 
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torted    Willie^  ''though  ye  msk*  i  bneo' 
youth," 

*^  I     have  done     this     eveuiajTi    ^ 

only    a    tight  fellow  could  do,    Mn  WiBie^ 

Willie  did  not  take  the  trouble  to  oak  wbati^ 
was,  and  Richard  went  on  — 

"  I  rode  to  Cnikglen,  a  di stance  of  bctwew 
eeven  and  eight  miles,  with  a  letter  that  ^J 
maater  on  his  return  from  Gleumore  hurried 
me  off  with  to  Mr.  Lennox ;  got  my  ao^wfr* 
which  I  bad  to  wait  a  quarter  of  m  i^^ 
for,  and  did  the  distance  on  Tarn  Xhv\i^>^*^ 
mare — Whig  Tam— including  going,  coiniJ^^ 
and  waiting  time,  in  an  hour  an*I  ^^ 
quarters— eh»  Mn  Willie,  when  will  you**** 
anything  like  that,  air?" 

WiUie  smoked  his  pipe  without  reply ;  I^ 
ard  took  another  draught  of  his  tumblefp  and  C<^*  I 
tinned  to  talk. 

**  I  went  on  a  haaty  errand ;  and  out  tl^^J 
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^roed    to    arouse    my  master's    blood,    even 
>re     than     the     election     did.  One     of 

^     Ladies     Lennox     was    reported    to    be 

^one  of  the  guests  paid  any  attention  to  this 

'What  did  tliey  care  if   the    Ladies    Len- 

3c  w^ere  alive  or  dead  ?    But  one  of  the  girl's 

d,  somewhat  anxiously — 

*'  Wliich  of  the  ladies  is  it,  Bichie  ?      I  was 

*ii  on  Cuikglen.** 

^'  TJpon  my  word,  sweetheart,  I  cannot  tell 

^t   myself;  but  she  is   better,  whichever  it 

and    has    rallied    a    bit ;    and   the    scr- 
ota   out     yonder     are    all    as    happy    for 
Q«  if   had   brought  about  Christmas  day. 
plenish,  Mary.** 
^    Sacri  marhUu  I  dere  is  no  bell's  handles  in 

Yoom.     Down  stairs,  dSre  1  Ho,  ho,  hollo  !*' 
^'M.ted  a  voice  on  the  stairs. 
^  It  is  the  foreign  mounseer,"  said  the  land- 
^»  listening. 
*  Save    you  a  foreigner    in  the   house  ?'' 
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demanded    several    of   the   guests  simult&iw* 

"  It*s  nine  and  twenty  years  since  my  spM* 
room  has  been  occupied  by  mortal  man,''  said 
the  landlord  putting  hid  forefinger  mto  l^  fl 
bowl  of  his  pipe,  "  and  now  it  has  pletf*'* 
Providence  to  afflict  me  wi'  a  Frenchmaa* 
A  fisherman  frae  Delhaven^  brought  hm  htr^  _ 
yestr^een,"  " 

"  Mm  Dim!  le$  cochans  smU  mufdi' 
I  fiay — ho,  ho,  hollo  1  down  stfiirs^  dSre.  ^^■ 
Got-tam  f ' 

"  AVhat  would  you  please  to  want,  mf^ 
manded  one  of  the  girls,  from  the  battoto  ^ 
the  stairs*  ^ 

"  Apportez  mm  —  which  iSj  bring  W  * 
glasa  of  hot  rom  grog ;  eidlor*s  grogi  *^* 
bonne.** 

*^  Hadn't  you  better  come  down  here*  *^' 
and  take  it  by  the  fire,'^  said  thi*  girl^  smooth* 
ing  back  a  few  hairs  which  had  escaped  frfl* 
the  brushed  braid,  oovering  half  her  buxaoo^ 


I 
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ak,  ''  hadn't  jou  better  come  down  stains 

,  tnd  drink  it  oomf(»rtable  f* 

^*  Je  He    sou  fOM^  oud    the    Frenchman, 

>ughtfull7. 

''Would  joa  [deaae  to  say  it  in  English, 

*>  please." 

''  Ek  Hen,  eh  ton— I  com  down." 

Hie  Frenchman  entered  the  kitchen  parlour 

the  Clack,  and  civillj  raised  his  hat  as  he 

80 ;  the  guests,  not  quite  understanding 
t  sort  of  thing,  took  out  their  pipes  as  if 
Uning  the  salute ;  Bidiard,  the  man  of  the 
pie,  was  the  only  person  that  rose,  and  he 
e  the  foreigner  bow  for  bow,- and  offered  him 
^ce  by  his  side;  which  was  immediately 
^pted. 

^le   stranger  was  an  elderly  man,  with  a 
'ther  beaten  face  cleanly  denuded  of  beard 

whiskers,  and  a  fine  head  of  curly  hair, 
Ost  white.  His  aspect  was  by  no  means 
^leasing,  and  the  guests  by  the  reconciled 
^  of  their  countenances,  and  the  attitudes  of 
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in  whicb  thej  placed  their  legs,  appeared 
disposed  to  be  at  peace  of  mind  with  tlieif  ^ 
strange  compamoii ;  the  landlord  leas  eo,  for  to 
looked  with  curious  watchfulness  ont  lu* 
pipe  at  ererj  gesture  which  the  Frencbman 
made.  V 

"  You  are  welcome  to  Scotland,  sir," »» 
Richard^  with  aa  pleasant  an  air  as  if  he  bflu 
been  Kin^  Robert  Bruc^.  Perhspe  m^^ 
more  @o. 

The  Frencliman  made  due  acknowledge 
ments,  and  tasted  the  grog  which  litd  l»^ 
brought  him. 

"  We  have  a  cold  country  here,  air,"  *» 
Richard,  ^*  but  you  will  find  that  our  beirw 
are  warm/' 

^^  The  coutree  is  charmante,  sair/ 

**  Glad  to  hear  you  say  so.  S«ppoe*  ^^ 
hob  and  nob  ?"  ■ 

The  foreigner  gravely  touched  his  gtas*  wi» 
that  of  Bichard^  and  bowed.  I 

"  1  am  going  to  a  foreign  land  myself,  «^* 
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The  Frenchman  seeing  nothing  calling  for 
f  conversational  emotion  in  this^  bowed 
lin,  as  he  lighted  his  cigar. 

•  Pity  you  did  not  come  before,  sir.  You 
uld  have  seen  the  election*  It  was  a  fine 
bt,  sir,  though  the  issue,  I  regret  to  say, 
I  you,  sir,  will  regret  to  hear,  was  unfor^ 
Uite  for  the  cause  of  civil  and  religious 
arty  all  over  the  world." 

•  I  do  regret,  sair." 

^*  I  was  sure  you  would — my   service   to 

Ihe  other  guests  were  as  silent  as  monu* 
nts. 

•  Mr.  Comyn  of  Woodlee  had  a  disastrous 
jority  over  Mr.  Falconer,  late  Sir  Renault 
tconer,  sir.** 

^  B'alconer  1  Voodlee  T  repeated  the  stranger 

<ienly. 

^  Yes,  sir;  the  race  is  an  old  one,  and  well 

>Wn  in  these  parts  r 
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But  the  stranger  relapsed  into 
and  merely  bowed  again. 

The  conversation  then  took  a  natiffi^^  tan^ 
in  which  the  Frenchman^  at  hia  heart  got 
warmed  with  his  excellent  giog^  played  Ini 
part  with  growing  vivacity,  and  the  two  W€^ 
thies  continued  an  animated  bat  not  pen- 
liarly  interesting  conversation  for  an  hoir  m1 
more,  amid  the  profound  silence  of  the  iw^^ 
the  conclave. 

At  last  it  was  time  to  break  np^  the  soboB 
guests  made  stiff  parting  bows  to  the  foieigW 
but  Richard  shook  his  hand. 

**  Good  night,  Mounseer;  yon  aie  afVT 
excellent  gentleman,  sir.** 

^'  Batine  nuit,  Monsieur,  vou9  €te  am  k0^ 
(Tesprit'' 

^*  A  man  for  a  spree  I  ain*t  I  a  mfli  te* 
spree?  I'm  a  young  fellow  yet.  Vm  ^ 
five  and  forty!  And  shan^t  we  JUm  a^fM 
Mounseer,  before  I  goto  the  wan;  el^  ] 
seer,  sir?" 
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Vou8  avet  rauon^  said  the  Frenchmaa 
at  all  understanding  what  the  other  meant. 
YeSy  I  hare  reason  and  right  on  my  side, 

'  Do  me  rigikt, 

And  dub  me  Knight,* 

is  some  of  our  national  poetry,  Mounseer 
1,  good  night,  and  joy  be  wi*  ye." 
ud  Kichard  stuck  his  glazed  hat  on  the 

of  bis  head,  and  joined  his  departed 
ids. 

I  hope/'  said  he,  when  he  came  among 
i  in  the  dark  lane,  ^^  that  this  pleasant 
^  of  a  foreigner  does  not  come  on  any 
tinent  business  of  my  master  and  me." 
VVha'  wad  ken  what  sic  a  landlouper 
t  come  for  Y'  said  somebody  in  the  dark. 
VVell,  we  must  keep  up  our  hearts. 
%rds  die  many  times;  the  valiant  only 
of  death  but  once.  Ah,  I  must  leave 
here,  gentlemen.     No  more  going  home. 
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thank  HeaTen.  I  live  at  theFaloomi  Aplcaisixt 
life— if  it  would  but  lastT 

**  Good  night  t  ye,  Richie/'  eaid  the  p&rtTof 
grave  men. 

**  Good  night,  gentlemeti  —  reniemWr  mt 
in  your  prayeri," 
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CHAPTER   V. 


THE  OLD  BRmOB  AGAIN. 


Tub  next  day  was  a  bright  one,  a  fine,  jocond 
day  of  the  later  autumn  time ;  the  gloesy 
carriages  of  county  families  rolled  along  the 
pebbled  streets  of  Drumleigh ;  dry  and  grey 
were  those  ancient  pebbled  streets ;  and  the 
son  shone  merrily  on  the  doughty  town;  and 
well-to-do  men  in  Drumleigh  were  witty  that 
day  (as  they  thought)  to  each  other  on  the 
B  3 
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streets,  and  many  a  conspicuous  laugh  there  wse 
on  the  paTemeut  stones  ;  aud  '^  our  new  oitiia' 
berV  turn  out  w^is  in  tow^n  i  a  handsoine  ba- 
louche  with  four  spanking  Ught  hamea^d  Ujs ; 
aye,  and  two  out-riders,  trimly  booted  bojH  ofl 
close-ribbed,  awitched-tailed,  mettbd  pr^* 
cere,  which  would  have  made  a  mail  Irxik  M 
them  again  even  in  Hyde  Park,  or  on  the  fir«^t 
Saturday  of  Co  vent  Garden's  rosy- footed 
May ;  for  Comyn^  without  being  at  ill 
a  man  of  vulgar  taste,  waa  now  expen* 
mentally  revelling  in  the  fir&t  fruits  of  tiie 
pofisesdion  of  a  splendid  fortune— aud  I^i^l)* 
his  pale  wife,  was  by  his  side,  with  her  fuf 
scarf  held  to  the  lower  part  of  her  hct" 
that  placid  face  with  its  soft,  blue  eyes,  awa 
silken  brown  hair  plainly  brushed  down  by  li»* 
sides  of  her  pure  veined  forehead  ;  for  Lilly* 
white  bo^ou)  had  sad  aches  now,  which  the  rc^ 
air  at  times  gave  such  pangs  fo  that  <fc^ 
shrunk  from    enduring    them  —  the  tpcckM 
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riage  dog,  time-server  as  he  whs,  followed 

daBbing    barouche   as   of   yore,    and  the 

Lmen,  wearing  a  new  livery  button,  were 

BheorfuUy  prompt    with    attentive  homage 

Bver-^the  -shifting  of  the  scene  brought  no 

imers  from   the  last ;    iind   in  Drumloigh 

Q  there    was   little   thought   now  of   the 

t  and  present  condition  of  the  forn>er  he« 

itary  patron  of  the  boroui»h — the  men  of 

unleigh  had  their  own  business  to  attend 

their  weighings  and  their  dealings,  their 

Sts  and   their   losses  ;    they  were  sorry — 

r  all  said  they  were — that  young  Falconer 

been  Bhipwrecked  so ;  but  they  haJ  ano- 

*   Woodlee   with   splendid   carriages    just 

none ;    moreover,    he   was    member    for 

town ;  he  would  support  them,  and  they, 

oourse,  would  support  him  ;  they  required 

^•dy  of  the  sort — of  the  dynaUy  rather, 

«h  many,   perhaps,  it  was  —  and  they  had 

'it ;  so  no  VI'  they  had  to  touch  their  hats  as  of 

^  to  the  new  Baron  of  Woodlee,  and  attend 


[  dutttct^r ;  iod  the 
:  mam  mit^  m  limf  JmmhA  U  their  m^ 
m  hs  time  had  seen  itiia* 
a.  And^Dwitli  tlitiii,tk)iE 

J  rfW— mil     tbej  wtdied  the  jxMAg 

I  Ai^  ttii.  «i  ^ey  pat   twiae  mod 

their  biodiii 

I V  a«m  in«  «BrtUi«  dtt  thqr 


wkkhhadpolkdivll^ 
thb    oiimber   im 
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■i  ifiyct  pftid  to  the  Ute 
«tKe  Hope  of  Dni]iilc%h,*'  ii 
prctt  J  miteh  of 
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Now  a  man  cannot  pass  as  it  were,  out  of 
the  royalty  of  a  little  kingdom,  into  the  jostled 
condition  of  a  simple  citixen  of  the  world— and 
oar  country  is  but  a  fabric  of  little  kingdoms, 
hanging!  however,  as  securely  together,  as  the 
dustering  unitings  of  a  coral  rock — a  man  can- 
not pass  as  it  were,  out  of  the  royalty  of  a  king- 
dom, however  small,  into  the  condition  of  a  no- 
body in  dtizenship  however  large,  without  feeling 
it,  and  somewhat  self-intrusively  so. 

And  Benault,  to  his  own  surprise,  felt  that  his 
strange  and  sudden  reverse  of  fortune  had  given 
him  less  oppression  of  pain  by  its  first  shock,  than 
by  the  ceaseless  irksomeness  of  the  dreary  details 
that  followed  it — he  was  experiencing  mortifi- 
cations which  he  had  never  anticipated ;  the 
former  relations  of  his  life  prevented  his  mind 
from  taking  auch  probabilities,  or  rather  indeed 
necessities,  into  its  general  contemplation  of 
the  worst — he  was  young,  talented,  and  full  of 
hope,  and  in  the  cushioned  chair  of  the  Baron 
of  Woodlee^  could  look  with  the  young  heart's 
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liiere  was  anything  of  ringing  of  bells,  he 
mi^it  ring  his  own  aoTen  times  before  it  was 
answered ;  for  Renault  had  no  carriage  now  ; 
the  streets  looked  the  same,  and  were  the  same, 
as  those  on  which  he  had  nsed  to  be  capped  at 
erery  comer,  even  when  as  a  boy  he  rode 
through  them  on  his  pony— but  now  he  was 
merely  a  young  man  living  at  the  Falcon. 

Slight  things  can  depress  the  best  of  us-^let 
us  philosophize  as  we  may,  we  all  preserve  our 
outward  relations  with  the  world,  in  silken 
floss ;  there  is  no  getting  out  of  the  influence 
of  the  sympathies  of  our  kind,  and  those  who 
have  appeared  to  do  so,  as  the  world  has  long 
ago  discovered,  have  been  madmen  or  hypo- 
crites. 

Let  the  truth  then  be  told.  Renault 
Falconer  felt  acutely  the  active  oblivion  of  all 
that  recalled  his  former  position,  among  the 
people  whose  hereditary  deference  to  himself 
had  been  an  unthought  of  thing  while  he  pos- 
sessed it,  but  the  marked  absence  of  which 
B  5 
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herself^  inatead  of  her  father  who  had  written 
yesterday  P  Benault  knew  that  Cuikglen  was 
m  maa  who  did  not  care  to  write  notes,  and 
Aline  was  the  only  one  else  who  could  have 
answered  him— he  could  not  tell  how  it  was, 
but  the  thought  that  Aline  loyed  him  still,  a 
thought  which  unacknowledged  to  himself  he 
had  never  abandoned,  stirred  again  the  uu- 
quenched  ashes  of  his  deep  love  for  this  pure 
and  beautiful  girl,  and  its  effect  was  soothing* 

Yet  Benault  knew  that  if  what  he  thus 
hoped,  might  be,  no  substantial  advantage 
could  flow  from  it.  He  was  poor,  and  of  dis* 
honoured  birth;  Aline  would  be  a  rich 
bdress,  and  was  descended  lineally  from  a  xace 
of  belted  earls ;  true,  the  title  had  been  taken 
from  them  {or  their  gallant  adherence  to  their 
ancient  Kings,  but  they  still  held  the  lands  of 
the  Earldom,  and  in  the  feelings  of  the  public, 
the  consideration  due  to  their  ancient  rank. 

Xiennox  of  the  Glen  was  too  proud  a  man 
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1  though  a  repetition,  it  has  an  aptnesB 
orrect  suggestion  of  character,  which 
8    it    necessary    to    bo    used    again — if 

man  whether  a  neighbouring  pro- 
>r,  or  the  first  Duke  in  England  who 
t  be  down  there  grouse  shooting,  should 

on  any  moor  of  his  wliich  he  had  adver- 

as  being  for  that  season  preserved,  be 
d  prosecute  them  for  the  trespass  without 
ught  of  who  they  were ;  nay  worse  than 

if  any  quiet  gentleman  who  did  not 
out  the  license  and  only  perhaps  went  to 
lill  with  his  tat  pointer  once  or  twice  a 

oar  any  rich  squire's  son,  too  young,  as  it 
it  have  been  thought,  to  need  a  license 
he  indiscriminate  fowling  in  which  he 
t  indulge,  broke  on  the  bounds  of  Cuik- 

they  were  prosecuted  as  poachers,  though 
whole  county  might  call  '^  fyeT  and  it 
I  required  the  united  interest  of  the  leading 
lies  of  a  wide  neighbourhood  to  get  a 
stary  of  state,  or  other  official  to  save  these 
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it  forms  a  subtle  link  connecting  the  past 
time  with  the  present;  and  though  the  know- 
ledge of  a  heart  aching  for  us  gives  our  own 
a  consolation  in  which  selfishness  is  an  element, 
it  is  no  less  dear  to  the  impulsiye  cravings  of 
sorrow. 

But  were  we  to  reduce  most  of  our  feelings 
to  their  severest  elements,  we  should  lose 
sight  of  their  existing  natures ;  even  godliness 
itself  would  in  such  a  case  come  to  seem  but 
the  result  of  an  anxious  question  of  profit  and 
loss;  the  error  of  this  philosophy  is,  that  it 
looks  at  the  decaying  seed,  and  shuts  its  eyes 
to  the  beauty  of  the  flower  which  has  sprung 
from  it ;  it  forgets  that  a  new  nature  has  thus 
been  vitalized,  the  blossoms  and  fragrance  of 
which  must  not  be  looked  for  in  the  rotting 
germ.  And  so  it  is  with  many  qualities  of 
heart ;  although  their  original  source  may  be 
in  our  weakness,  they  have  blossoms  which 
add  to  the  beauty  of  our  strength. 
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be  shrewdly  governed  by  adaptability  to 
common-places  of  sacred  relations ;  one  of 
36  gentle  beings  whose  fate  of  iiiture  life 
b  early  days  affected  like  the  sensitive 
»urs  oi  a  pure  star  of  the  summer  morning : 
'  crimson  red,  now  pale  with  tranquil  light, 

rich  with  burning  purple,  and  now  blend- 
all,  and  ever  so  subtly  so,  that  it  seems 
'the  lightest  breath  of  heaven  produced 
i ;  for  the  more  ai^el^like  the  nature  of 
aji,  the  more  lik^  the  changes  of  the 
'  morning  star,  will  a  breath,  in  her 
^  days,  colour  her  destiny;  and  so  it 
that  Gertrude,  in  the  silent  diffidence  of 
»  had  suffered  a  heart  to  pass  from  her 
b  was  dearer  to  her  than  life,  and  which 
^ath  might  have  made  her  own. 
>e  evening  came  on,  nnd  the  gas  lights 
xip  their  blue,  crackling  jets  in  the  long 
^es  of  the  Falcon  Hotel ;  and  night  set 
^Yumleigh  town« 
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have  stimulated  their  passions  to  a  state  in 
which  they  can  exult  at  the  direst  calamities 
opposing  them ;  there  are  men  in  whose  minds, 
there  is  a  diseased  fulness  of  blindfold  energy, 
just  as  in  the  breasts  of  others,  there  is  a  dis- 
eased fulness  of  certain  vessels  of  the  heart — 
but  there  are  no  great  men — how  can  there 
be  ?  for  what  have  we  that  we  did  not  receive  ? 
the  voice  of  nature,  the  experience  of  mankind, 
and  the  revealed  word  of  God  itself,  say  alike, 
there  are  no  great  men  I 

But  there  are  good  and  worthy  men^  there 
are  men  who  are  honourable  and  true ;  and 
Renault,  with  all  the  faults  of  a  passionate 
nature^  was  one  of  these. 

The  town  clock  struck  nine*  The  sounds 
suddenly  warned  Benault  of  something  which 
he  had  forgotten ;  he  rose,  threw  a  cloak  round 
him,  took  his  hat,  and  left  the  hotel. 

The  night  was  very  dork.  There  was  no 
star  in  the  sky,  and  all  beyond  the  range 
of  the  gas  lamps*  glare,  was  completely 
shrouded. 
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A  feeble  *'Aye  aye,  come  in  I"  answered 
his  summons,  and  Renault  stood  before  the  old 
woman  again. 

She  still  sat  in  the  ancient  chair,  and  her 
apparel  still  had  its  former  tidiness,  but  there 
was  something  in  her  appearance  that  told 
of  the  absence  of  all  the  comforts  of  exist- 
ence, and  ber  dark  eyes  had  the  fire  of  famine 
in  them. 

"  Renault  Falconer,'*  said  the  woman,  "  have 
I  kept  my  word  ?' 

"  You  have  indeed,  Nance." 

**  So  I  have,  so  I  have,"  she  muttered,  rocking 
herself  in  her  chair;  ''but  it  were  weel  if  it 
had  not  been." 

"  W  hat  have  you  brought  me  here  to  tell  now  ?" 
demanded  Ilenault. 

"  Tnat  God  judges  the  proud  heart, 
and  turns  the  pride  of  evil  into  hum- 
bleness." 

Renault  nol  unde*  standing  what  was  meant 
by  this,  said  nothing. 


T«l 


T&i: 


^hti.   *.  wm  mtt  mtais  >* 


r« 


THE  YOUNG  BA|U))7ET  95 

**  I  try  to  do  so,  Nance." 

'^  Ye  come  o'  a'  saucy  race ;  but  an  oppree- 
sive  ane  to  me  and  mine,  to  me  and  mine  r 
said  the  old  woman  again,  rocking  herself  in 
her  chair. 

Renault  was  silent. 

"  Aye,  ye  need  na  look  for  your  watch.  It 
is  on  nae  idle  errand  that  I  hae  sent  for  you, 
Renault  Falconer.  But  your  watch,  I  see  is 
ga'en  P 

And  the  woman  laughed  in  such  strange 
tones,  that  the  sounds  grated  on  Renault's 
ears. 

^^  Let  me  know  what  I  have  come  to  hear, 
Nance." 

^^  Renault  Falconer,  when  last  I  spoke  to 
you,  I  had  a  living  son — a  boy  that  I  thought 
Wbb  dead,  and  by  your  father's  means.  He 
it  was  for  mony  a  lang  year  that  has  kept 
Qciy  hearth-stane  warm,  though  I  never  kent 
it  till   I  heard   he  was  dead,  and  had  lived 
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'I cannot  make  out  the  meaning  of  all  that, 
Jice ;  nor  why  you  have  sent  for  me.  To-mor- 
Wy  I  shall  see  that  you  are  supplied  with  any 
seseities  of  which  you  are  now  deprived; 
1 1  think,  Nance,  after  what  has  passed, 
might  be  well  that  we  did  not  meet 
in." 

*  Brave  words,  brave  words,'^  muttered  the 
^oman,  with  a  sneer;  and  again  she  rocked 

"self  in  her  chair. 

*  If  you  know  that  any  injustice  has  been 
^e  me,  tell  me  it  at  once,"  said  Renault,  an- 
Ij,  ^^and  let  us  have  an  end  of  this  mum- 

*  Renault  Falconer,  I  ken  o*  nae  injustice 

^  what  I  hae  teFt  ye  ;  that  a  false  part  was 

yed  ye,  by  twa  that  are  nae  maur,  and  by 

^  mother  of  the  wife  o*  my  son.     But  that 

^  sma'  matter ;  and  my  conscience  did  na 

t   at  that,   for   truth  is  truth,  however  it 

ft 
kies  about.      But,"  continued  the  old  wo- 
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sd  again  the  woman  got  into  a  parozyam 
ixcitement. 

'liereirasa  hasty  knocking  at  the  door  ;  and 
it  could  be  answered,  a  voice  was  heard 
he  dark  passage. 

*  Sacri  /  I  am  half  dead !  Ah  I  Madame 
Qce !  comment  qa  va  9  Long  time  since  we 
ermet.  lam  half^dead^  Madame— tree  times 
.  into  bog— two  times  into  pool,  and  once 
3  river ;  aacre  !  Madame,  c'est  ennuyant  qa  F* 
tinned  the  speaker,  an  elderly  man,  drip- 
?  firom  head  to  foot,  as  he  bowed  first  to 
ice,  and  then  to  Benault,  who  mechanically 
rued  the  salute. 

1  an  instant  Nance's  excitement  seemed 
impart.  She  replied  to  her  visiter  in 
patois,  called  "  Smugglers'  French,'* 
by  the  way  they  addressed  each 
r>3  it  was  evident  that  they  had  been  ao- 
K^ted  before. 

enault    took   leave,  scarcely    noticed    by 
oe,  who  seemed  absorbed  with  interest  in 
F  3 
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aomething  which  her  shiveiing  Tiaitery  mmid 
imprecmtioiisathis  mishap,  was  aboaftooommii- 
nicate,  and  Renault  just  gathered  enoii|^  to 
know,  that  it  was  connected  with  the  death  of 
her  son. 
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CHAPTER   IV. 


THE    PROVOST. 


**  Ah,  how  are  you,  my  dear  sir,  how  are 
you?"  ezolaiiBed  Provost  Ramsay,  taking  off 
his  spectacles,  and  throwing  do^n  the  paper 
he  had  been  reading  by  the  fire  in  Renault's 
TOOOL  ^'  I  have  waited  for  you,  though  it 
was  late.  They  told  me  you  would  soon  be 
back  again.  But  you  know  I'm  not  a  man  of 
'  ^^rexnony — never  was  in  a  regiment  of  Hussars 
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will  not  be  too  proud  to  do  that  ?  no>  no.  Tin 
auTQ  you  wont'* 

^^  No^  no,"  said  Benaulr>  "  moat  certainly 
not— but  what  are  you  driving  at,  Provost  ?* 

'^  Driving !  my  dear  sir,  I'm  not  driving, 
rm  being  driven ;  my  heart  is  driving  me  to 
take  the  liberty  of  speaking  to  you  as  I  do. 
But  no  offence,  I  hope." 

*'  Surely  not.  Provost." 

^  l^t'a  right.     Now  listen  to    me.     By 
one  of   fDTtnnes  freaks    you  have  lost  the 
barony  of  Woodlee.    Well,  nobody  can  help 
the  fireaks    of  fortune— nobody.      Now    my 
laaaie  is  provided  for,  I  have  a  few  thousand 
pounds  which  I  really  do  not  know  what  to 
do  with  at  present,  and  you  would  do  me  a 
great  favour  if  you  would  take  them  off  my 
hands  for  a  year  or  two— -till,  in  short,  you 
become  a  rich  man ;  and  then  you  know  you 
could  repay  me." 

**  You  are  very  kind  indeed.  Provost,"  said 

Benault,  a  good  deal  affected  by  the  honest 
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^  Indeed  I  am  glad  to  hear  that— ** 
Worships  the  ground  she  walks  on  I  How 
>y  that  thought  makes  me.  Comyn.  has 
y  faults,  but  I  can  forgive  them  all  ior  his 
and  kindness  to  my  Lilly.  Nay,  he  even 
me  himself  that  the  highest  gratification 
h  he  derived  from  coming  to  such  a  pro- 
r,  was  on  her  account.  Whatever  faults 
yn  may  have,  he  makes  a  good,  kind 
and  to  my  lassie,  and  I  bless  God  for  it." 
[  am  glad  you  have  such  happiness  in 
son-in-law,"    said    Renault,    somewhat 

Oh,  God  bless  you,  yes.  But  come,  just 
a  couple  of  thousand  pounds,  call  it  a 
three  percent." 

^f o,  no,  no,  1  can  do  very  well  with  what 
e  got." 

!*shaw !  Factor  Drurie  told  me  toniay 
after  your  election  debts  were  paid,  it 
i  not  exceed  some  four  thousand  pounds. 
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as  he  is  lomisbing  a  house  in  London,  and  to 
tell  the  t^th,  I  wished  you  to  take  some  of 
the  avaikbjie  funds  I  have^  before  they  are  out 
of  my  hands." 

"  Well,  good  bye,  Provost,  and  many  thanks 
for  your  kindness.'' 

"  Good  bye,  good  night.  God  bless  you. 
Light  the  lanterns  of  the  post-chaise,"  con- 
tinued the  Provost,  as  he  descended  the  stairs, 
now  speaking  to  the  servants  in  the  lobby. 

"  Yes,  my  lord  Provost,"  said  an  obsequious 
ostler. 

And  as  Renault  reached  his  room  again,  the 
post-chaise  dashed  away,  the  horses  rattling  on 
at  a  rapid  trot,  and  casting  up  clattering 
sounds  on  the  silence  of  the  streets,  as  the 
carriage  proceeded  towards  the  dark  road  lead- 
ing to  Woodlee. 

When  the  Provost  was  ushered  into  Comyn's 
presence,  be  found  him  sitting  in  an  elegant 
fauteuil  in  an  elegant  chamber  becoming  the 
lord  of  a  noble  domain ;   but  his  brows  wer^ 
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knit,  hia  cyea    disturbed,  and   his  lips  ^^ 
ri^d   and   pUe.      Beside    him    »tood   S^  * 
Davidson,   late   Factor    Drurie's  derk,  '^ 
walked,  but  no  longer  slunk  out  of  the  tf^ 
on  the  Provost's  approach. 

And  a  change  had  ome  over  the  spirit 
Sandy's  pera3nal  appearance  He  was  extreni^ 
sprucely  dressed,  wore  apparent  diamof^ 
on  his  shirt,  a  gold  coloured  chain  around  ft 
neck,  and  rings  on  his  large  red  finizersL  i- 
low  forehead,  the  deep  set  eyes,  the  mr^ 
cheek  and  nwkwardgait  of  the  man,  c^intn^t^ 
so  strangely  with  his  dress  and  ornaments  th»- 
it  had  even  struck  the  Provost—  but  the  ^ 
man  began  with  his  usual  question. 

"Well,  how  is  Lilly?- 

*'  I  am  sorr)'^  to  say,**  replied  Comyn  wi 
some  embarrassment,  "  she  is   not   very  w* 
this  evening." 

"  God  bless  me  I"*  exclaimed  the  Provori 
starting  up  from  the  seat  he  had  just  taketf 
"what*s  the  matter?" 
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T  "  Oh,  nothing  particular,'*  said  Comyn 
qnickly.  "  A  slight  cold,  hooping  cough, 
measles,  or  something  of  that  sort — ^nothing 
particular  at  all— shell  be  quite  well  to- 
morrow/ 

"  Hoopins:  cough  !  measles !  why,  she  has 
had  them  both  I  For  God's  sake,  boy,  tell 
me  what  ails  my  lassie,  my  own  dear,  dear 
Lilly;  the  only  creature  since  her  mother 
died^  that  I  have  had  to  love  in  all  this  worlds 
my  own  blue  eye^l  Lilly !  speak  out,  man ;  is 
she  very  ill  T 

**  I  tell  you,**  said  Comyn  peevishly,  "  there 
is  nothing  particular  the  matter  with  her. 
She  was  fatigued ;  has  a  slight  cold,  or  some- 
thing of  that  sort,  and  has  gone  to  bed." 

"  Then,  then,  then,  I  will  go  and  see  her! 
I  must  go  and  see  her— just  send  ono  of  your 
women  up-stairs,  and  bid  her  tell  Lilly  that 
papa  is  coming  to  see  her — that  he  can't  sleep 
till  he  sees  her,  feels  her  pulse ;  gives  her  a 
kis^,  and  all  the  rest  of  it — God  bless  her  little 
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gh  her  poor— aye  I  mil  say  it,  my  boy, 
adored  mother  had;  but  perhaps  women 
ge  when  they  marry^  an4  all  of  them 
nerFOus  tifb.  I  can't  telL  All  that  I 
r  is,    that  we   must  try  to  make  them 

J'" 

Fheir  happiness  is  the  true  source  of  any 
bappioess  of  ours,"  said  Comyn,  suppress- 
k  yawn,  as  he  had  by  and  bye  to  speak 

the  Provost  on  important  business. 
Cjlad  to  hear  you  say  so ;  and  Lilly,  ypu 
is  not,  ai'ter  all,  very  ill  ?" 
If  I  thought  so,  do  you  really  think  that 
ould  be  away  from  her?'  said  Comyn 
ng  himself  with  offended  dignity  in  his 
chair. 

Ho,  no,  no  I**  said  the  Provost  hastily. 
od  forgive  me  I  I  ought  to  have  remem- 
<1  what  I  used  to  feel  when  her  poor 
Uer  was  unwell.     Pardon  me,  my  dear  boy, 

have  said  anything  to  make  you  un- 
py.  I  know  you  love  my  lassie-* What 
^   we  old   men  make  of  ourselves  when 
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Comyn  had  picked  up  in  Paris— ah 
tended  by  her,  and  giving  faint  $ 
breathings  from  the  prostrate  mutec 
bosom,  while  Comyn  was  speaking,  ai 
recorded,  to  his  father-in-law. 

**  Now  you   want  money,  don't  ; 
yet  with  that  large  sum  for  backrente 

"  Factor  Drurie  cut  them  dowi 
heavy  expense  of  some  improvemen 
he  had  paid  out  of  those  funds^  and, 
there  is  no  use  concealing  it  now  tha 
man  of  fortune,  I  had  many  heavy 
lived  in  seclusion  after  marriage,  bu 
session  to  a  splendid  fortune  and  el( 
Drumleigh  have  brought  me  before  th 
ind  claims  for  payment  oif  all  kinds, 
hat  of  my  old  college  debts,  have  ] 
ipon  me.  However  I  can  pay  them 
*nd  have  already  paid  the  most  of  tl 
have  a  heavy  cheque  to  give  to-mo 
>  matter  of  ten  thousand  pounds." 
**  Ten  thousand  pounds  !  what  in  1 
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of  Heaven  can  you  ?rant  with  suob  a  nm  ii 
that,  all  oflF  and  at  once  ?* 

"  It  includes  the  sums  of  Yarioui  mtttm 
The  house  I  am  furniahing  in  Londoa mnitk 
fitted  up  with  splendour,  and  Lilly  ahallBftb 
a  palace  like  a  queen.** 

^^  You  are  too  dever-headed  a  yoo^g  dm|i 
I  know  you  are,  to  squander  monqr  ^ 
wantonness,"  said  the  FroTOSti  '^aadlliV 
that  this  extraordinary  outlay  is  mily  tp  ^ 
at  the  beginning ;  and  ia  as  neoomiy  ai  J^ 
say.  If  it  goes  on,  it  will  unporveriih  J^ 
estate,  ample  as  it  is." 

'^  I  have  no  intention  at  all  that  it  ahvV 
do  so.  I  am  glad  that  you  know  qw  toow 
to  fancy  that  But  yoo  are  a  maa  «h** 
funds  are  readily  ayailaUe.  I  am  a  BMP^ 
large  property  in  want  of  iimMj,^  ipd  i* 
ready  to  pay  you  high  intereit  ftr  ppj  ^ 
with  which  you  may  aooommodate  a^" 

'<  Good  GodI  do  you  think  I  waaHlA» 
advantage  of  any  man  in  the  ifif  of  ^^ 
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fSor  any  sum  which  I  might  lend  I  and  to  my 
■on-in-law>  the  husband  of  my  own  Lilly^  to 
whom  all  I  have  is  destined  ?'*  said  the  Pro- 
vost, reddening  to  the  roots  of  his  curly, 
rilver  hair. 

Comyn  saw  at  once  that  he  had  made  a 
mifftake;  a  mistake  whioh  selfish  men,  however 
^irewd  they  may  be,  so  often  fall  into  in  their 
dealings  with  men  of  sunple  integrity. 

He  corrected  the  error,  but,  a  good  diplo- 
matiBt,  he  did  not  fuuten  to  do  so.  He  sank 
bade  in  hia  chair,  changed  the  crossing  of  bis 
legs,  quietly  made  his  finger  tips  meet  together, 
and  looking  the  Provost  full  in  the  face,  ob- 
■erved»  ^*  1  shall  not  say  that  you  have  done 
me  injustice  because  I  know  you  must  feel  it 
by  this  time." 

The  Provost  was  taken  aback.  Like  aU  other 
warm  tempered,  kindly  men,  he  had  a  ready 
idea  that  he  had  been  hasty— which  with  them, 
is  but  another  word  for  being  in  the  wrong— 
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^  I  shall  want  a  good  deal  of  money,  Mr. 
lUmsay." 

**^  ell,  there  are  four  thousand  pounds  I  have 
in  the  three  and  a  halfs— some  eight  that  Factor 
Drurie  paid  me  on  a  bond  I  had  on  Woodlee— 
and  which  is  now  lying  waste  in  the  bank— and 
didn't  the  Factor  quiz  me  about  losing  my  four 
per  cent  ?— and  two^thousand  to  the  Boad  Trus- 
tees—a security  that  everybody  is  scrambling 
for.     1  have  no  more  money  but  that  which  I 
require  for  keeping  the  wheels  going,  except 
what  I  have  told  you  of,  that  is  fourteen  thou- 
sand pounds,  and  with  the  four  I  lent  you 
before  will  make  eighteen.     You  shall  have  it 
all^  and  I  will  regard  the  amount  as  a  provi- 
mon  for  my  later  age.     The  twenty  thousand 
pounds  I  gave  Lilly  on  her  marriage  day,  wi^h 
this  sum,  I  think  will  make  up  my  whole  free 
property ;  for  the  heayy  sums  I  have  in  busi- 
ness are  on   a  fluctuating  balance  with    the 
usual  commercial  debts.     So  now  I  think  you 
haye  got  all  that  I  can  giye.    To-morrow,  you 
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aiT  inv  to  any  extent  cf  tfae  aomlflBto 
ii.T£s::  -^^h  you,  lor  it  is  only  psjing  my  biiW 
xr^ecic  :<  a  trzde  of  interosi  oa  dn  tfieidiMviBg 
lill  I  jLakt  my  accaant  and  hrraalantgio^ 
Xv^v  &z«  yoQ  ndsfied  ^ 

-  PenerJy  so,*  aud  C^nyi,  «aiid IaBi«7 
2L:sri:  obliged  to  yoo."* 

~*  r->sb^  poolu  man,  yoa  an  not  Utitn 
ak^  di^i&r  in  Britain  who  woidd  not  kd 
Cfooey  on  tbe  decvrity  of  Ae  pfOprietairiup' 
Wc^>i:ee.  Cut  I  jml  aotlMj^hitanlp 
to  beer  Xay^I  Aa>€  anpfmL  Illjiitdtf 
ft  riaas  of  boc  wluskey  and  wate  is  >V 
ivvxn  beibre  I  go  to  iobL  Coi^  l^ 
herr- 

•^  Fm  5ure  yoa  would  not  wiak  todfafetfbti' 
vhen  I  teU  yoa  tbat  ahe  wanii  aodaagW 
pppow.* 

•^  God  forbid!  GitiioMdrwudik^ht 
Tost  hastily;  ''well,  good  ^||bt.  Mmn^ 
candle.  I  ahall  ring  in  ngr  i 
I     want.       I     ant 
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bave  to  be  in  Drumleigh  tomorrow  at  an 
early  hour." 

"  Good  night  to  you,"  said  Comyn,  raising 
himself  in  his  chair^  *^  and  I  thank  you 
fc^aj^ily." 

He  then  rang  the  bell^  and  ordered 
Sandy  Davidson  to  be  shewo  up  to  the  room 
again. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 


A   BRACB    OF    KNAVES. 


Sandy  eDtered  with  a  look  of  quiet  self-Aiffi- 
ciency  which  was  unusual  to  lam,  and  took 
the  seat  to  which  Comyn  pointed. 

''  Well,  Davidson,**  said  Comyn,  "  it  istiiM 
that  we  should  understand  each  other." 

''  That  is  what  I  wish,  nr/  nid  Sandy,  Ub 
small,  cunoing  eyes  twinkling  keanlj  oi 
Comyn's  own. 
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*'  Tou  are  not  then  eatisfied  with  the  two 
hundred  pounds  Mr.  Grinder  gave  you  for 
your  services  in  my  case  ?" 

**  Perfectly  satisfied,  sir.  I  never  thought 
I  should  be  paid  so  much.  I  reckon  upon  no 
man's  gratitude/'  added  this  crafty  clown, 
^  but  on  his  interest  and  his  fears." 

'^  I  understand  you.  You  expected  to  gain 
more  by  concealiDg  and  retaining  the  docu- 
ments of  which  you  have  given  me  copies,  and 
using  them  as  a  means  of  extorting  money 
from  me,  than  by  giving  them  up  and  trusting 
to  my  gratitude.** 

'*  Most  undootedly,  sir,** 

''  You  must  be  a  very  great  scoundrel,  sir, 
to  say  that." 

^^  Maister,  we  both  row  in  the  same  boat. 
I  was  the  chief  means  of  your  getting  the 
estate,  and  I  could  become,  in  a  greater 
degree,  the  means  of  tsking  it  from  you.  Do 
ycm  really  think  that  it  was  to  trust  to  your 
gratitude   that  I  purloined  papers  from   the 

TOL  ni.  G 
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Woodlee  Charter  Chest  ?  Na,  na,  I  «aw  tha 
ye  would  get  the  estate,  and  it  was  onlj  when 
that  time  should  come,  that  I  looked  for  my 
reward." 

"  You  have  jrot  yourreward.** 

*'  The  reward  I  have  been  striving  for,  ww 
one  of  my  own  choosing.     Some  folks  would 
have   asked    half    the    estate.      I   have  oolj 
asked  you  for  ten  thousand  pounds" 

"  And  the  documents  that  you  hare  given 
me  the  copies  of,  you  mean  to  say,  eonld 
deprive  me  of  Woodlee  ?** 

"  As  I  ken  how  to  use  tliem,  they  woali** 

Comyn  bit  his  lips;  there  was  something 
so  stubbornly  cool  in  the  unflinching  inhnij 
of  the  low  bred  young  man  before  him,  tint 
it  shewed  him  he  had  met  hb  match.  For 
what  Comyn  had  in  advantage  by  poiren<n 
subtlety,  the  other  balanced  by  those  of  • 
sturdy  depravity,  too  coarse  fbr  diagnisei 

Comyn  had  been  much  irritated,  all  Ac 
evening,  at  the  documents,  the  copies  of  whiflk 
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he  had  read^  and  at  this  attempt  to  extract 
money  out  of  him  for  keeping  a  secret,  until 
then,  unknown  to  himself.  Although  for  such 
m  short  time  in  possession  of  Woodlee,  he  felt 
that  to  lose  it  now,  would  make  him  a  beggar 
again,  besides  taking  luxury  from  his  lips 
almost  ere  he  had  time  to  taste  it.  His  judg~ 
ment  told  him  to  silence  Diividson,  at  any 
sAcrifice,  but  his  irritated  feelings  made  this 
difficult  for  him  to  do. 

^'  You  have  the  originals  of  those  documents 
in  your  possession?" 

"  Most  undootedly,  and  I  value  them  at  ten 
thousand  pounds.  If  you  decline  to  give  that 
money  for  them,  I  have  no  doot  that  Sir  Re- 
nault Falconer  will.  FU  take  his  note  of  hand, 
if  he  has  not  the  sum — which  I  weel  know 
lie  has  not.  It's  a'  ane  to  me  wha  buys  my 
l>ea8t,  if  I  get  the  sillar  for  her,*'  continued  the 
fslown,  putting  his  hands  into  his  trousers' 
pockets,  as  if  he  was  selling  a  cow  at  a  fair. 

^  And  you  mean  to  teU  me  that  those  docu- 


Mil  III  iti^t  iw&ore  FrnkoBcr  to  lik  titKio' 

*■  I  MEAB  to  teH  re  BftftUxiiig^''  sud  Ssii^     I 
lAiBfr  UBi.d  vsB  remr^g  up ;  ftod  u  il  M  ^ 

bad  tbe  stmbbtsn  oootifG  of  ^ 

'  of  lu#  tile  beocmuDg  more  iiid  ^bs^ 
lo  tW  better  fti|umt]oiu  «^  ^ 
iT^  nek,  wat  by  ootDe&Di  witliMit^ 
;  of  m  geatlemftDi  the  jMwtks  weft  ui^ 
mbtj  veU  nntdkedtti  fur  aa  jpril  veott  i^* 
yithg^anrfing  the  great  difoaaoa  of  tliiit^^ 
£taMt^  and  tbe  iitftinete  K»lniiy«*g  to  tksfif- 
'^  1  ineaii  to  tall  jm  naetldikg,*  sid  i^}> 
**  that  ye  would  faeUe^^e  for  my  tdlio'i  ii>^ 
liiair  than  ye  me^n  to  tdl  oio  oajtiaag  tint  I 
wuuid  beHeT^  for  yuura.* 

There  va«  a  great  deal  of  truth  in  ty%0^ 
CcmjB,  &kbough  uetiM  aimI  itctcgf  wa>  m^ 
keen  wits  to  eufier  the  mcro  fiafih  ^  ^ 
paceioLa  to  trifle  with  hit  mterest— bili  1^ 
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deep  paasionay  by  being  checked  in  their  devil- 
ish fomaee  by  the  iron  doors  of  his  crafty 
will,  tamed  their  glow  deeper  into  his  heart. 

"  Faotdr  Drurie  most  know  of  these 
writings  T'  he  said. 

''  He  never  read  them.  He  is  not  a  man  to 
read  any  papers  but  money  accounts  and  Title 
Deeds — but  if  he  did,  what  would  it  matter, 
if  the  documents  are  in  your  possession,  or 
destroyed?" 

<«  Have  you  got  them  with  you  ?  nay,  man, 
don't  be  fiightened,"  for  Sandy,  suddenly  open- 
ing his  eoatt  put  his  hand  on  one  of  two  pistol 
lults  appearing  above  his  breast  pocket. 
'^  Phsaw  I  fear  nothing  of  that  sort.  Have 
you  got  them  with  you  T' 

"  I  have.** 

^'  Then  produce  them,  and  I  will  give  you  a 
check  for  the  sum  y<)u  ask/' 

''  You  are  in  your  ain  house.  Give  me  the 
cheek  first,  and  I  will  put  the  documents  into 
your  hand.^ 


'\   t^t  range 
'^■'t'^^     of    t. 

^^'^^    wildt-st 

^viJOtlior  tJuTc 
^''•^n  in  tlio  i 
'***^'^'^'j  it   ini.r 

o 
(^.»myn  r.-iiseJ 

^^li'npsc  of  hij.  < 
^>n'-litciic(l  wit 
•■"•'Wen,  intense 
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But  it  was  only  for  a  moment.  The  same 
covert  leer  came  back  to  Sandy'd  face,  the 
same  Belf-sufficient  humility  of  guise,  which 
acted  as  a  sort  of  foil  to  that  decency  of 
guile  which  irritates  more  than  arrogance ; 
Comyu  siud  nothing  for  a  moment  or  two, 
but  he  «aw  at  once  that  hiB  companion, 
although  he  might  have  put  forward  all  the 
cjpcuments  which  he  possessed,  to  overwhelm 
him  into  the  payment  of  so  large  a  sum  of 
money  —so  immense  a  fortune  in  the  ideas  of 
such  a  man  ;  knew  more  than  he  had  told, 
aad  would  use  that  knowledge  for  his  pur- 
poses as  he  listed  If  any  glance  could  read 
the  heart,  that  of  Cemyn  might  have  read 
the  thoughts  of  Sandy  Davidson,  and  it  did 
read  them  sufficiently  to  distrust  him,  with  that 
^leefdess  feeling,  which  is  created  by  the  irrita- 
bility of  what  we  dread  the  most. 

But  he  cast  its  semblance  off  like  a  cloak  that 
cumbered  him,  and  held  out  his  hand  to  bandy 
Davidson. 


(tolhjM 
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Softly  was  the  door  opened  by  Estelle,  and 
smootlily  she  glided  to  Comyn's  side.  She  was 
a  pretty  girl,  petite  ei  gracieuee,  with  roguish 
eyes,  a  light  step,  and  an  air  that  told  nothing 
to  those  who  knew  not  its  freemasonry, 
but  a  thousand  pretty  things  to  those  who 
did. 

*'  Well,  cherie,  how  is  madame  T* 

*^  Ah^  Monsieur,  eUe  est  biem  maladeJ** 

^*  Is  she  quiet  ?  Est-ce  qu^  eUe  est  tranquiUe,. 
cherie-bonne  r 

*'  Mais  oui^  Monsieur — eUe  dort.^ 

'*  JEh  bien^  said  Comyn,  kissing  the  lips 
that  came  naturally  to  his  own.  ''  Listen  to 
me,  Estelle." 

£stelle  turned  her  speaking  eyes  to  his. 

*^  That  person,  Davidson,  loves  you,  Estelle  \ 
[  Baw  he  did  so  at  the  DeUs.'^ 

^*  Estelle  laughed.     For  a  moment  the  idea, 

Jiat   Comyn  was  jealous  of  the  crafty  boor 

ickled  her  imagination  too  greatly  for  controL 

ynajn  did  not  see  it  worth  his  while  to  unde* 
o  5 
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ceive  her—a  aecond  gla 
did  tbat  sufficiently  well 

**  Estalle/*  said  he,  m 
that  made  her  grave  at  i 
you  after  hU  kiod.  You 
that  he  is  now  a  man  o: 
to  me€t  him  to-morro' 
beside  the  Witches*  wal 

Eatelle  looked  some^ 
ther  kids  assured  her, 
do  what  was  required. 

**  Then  go,  cherie^  aoc 
dowu-Btaire,  1  shall  w 
when  you  have  accotnp! 
telle^  cjirie  anl  §it  with 
up  the  greater  part  of 

She  dtsappearedf  Bin 
returned  uiih  the  expec 
eess  of  whnt  sbe  had  b< 
and  after  n  stniliog  rcp< 
seiit^ before  the  fire  place 
foot  Iiangiiig  under  hei 
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case  bottle  of  curaffoa,  and  a  long-stolked  liqueur 
glass  at  her  elbow,  while  leaning  back  on  her 
chair,  she  opened  the  latest  number  of  the 
Magazm  des  modes* 


TBB  CABO' 


All  the  next  d»; 

not  that  iJlneaa  « 

nervelesB  decKni 

concealed  ty  it, 

the  dyiag,  ^  ^^ 

the  dying  be 
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their  last  sensationa  to  mankind,  a  vast  propor- 
tion would  have  to  tell  that  the  snapping  of 
the  chord  of  life  is  a  subtle  thing»  without  pre- 
parative of  sensation ;  and  that  the  hold  which 
the  living  have  on  existence  is  more  firptgile 
than  even  the  moralists  and  philosophers  have 
regarded  it.  For  these  take  their  ideas  of  mu- 
tability to  the  death-bed,  and  leave  them 
there;  they  say  nothing  of  that  sudden  muta- 
tion which  surprises  the  dying^  and  belongs  to 
life's  chord  attenuated 

Often  and  often,  that  day,  had  Lilly  sent 
for  her  husband  to  come  to  her ;  but  his 
mind  was  wholly  occupied  with  other  things ; 
and  he  never  came  to  his  wife's  bedside. 
They  told  him  that  she  had  tasted  a  cup  of 
tea,  and  had  attempted  to  eat  a  morsel  of  dry 
teas t— they  told  him  that  she  had  slept  during  the 
morning,  and  that  at  four  o'clock,  she  had 
supped  some  chicken  broth,  and  had  said  lan- 
guidly, that  it  had  strengthened  her,  and  had 
made  her  better.  Estelle,  with  the  usual  kind- 
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and  at  county  dinner  parties,  and  became 
prostrate  as  their  own  blood  horses  resting  on 
their  stable  straw  ;  with  this  exception,  that 
the  pedigree  nags,  at  any  hour  of  the  night, 
if  roused  and  saddled,  could  show  their  an- 
cestral mettle,  but  their  pedigree  masters  if 
called  into  activity  after  ten  o'clock,  had  sel- 
dom the  faculty  of  biting  their  thumbs — ^if  such 
an  act  of  physical  energy  had  been  required  of 
them. 

And  nine  o'clock  came,  and  bountiful  had 
been  the  banquet,  and  choice  the  wines  that 
bad  flowed  and  were  flowing  around  the 
shining  board ;  Comyn,  although  too  great  an 
epicurean  to  be  naturally  a  reveller,  drank 
hard,  and  brought  hard  drinking  upon  all ;  he 
was  strangely  excited,  yet  he  preserved  a  grace* 
ful  cheerfulness  of  hearty  seeming,  and  genial 
of  a  banquet  time  ;  the  laugh  was  frequent 
and  loud,  and  the  rich  wines  flowed  amid  in* 
creasing  merriment,  and  hunting,  racing,  poli- 
tics and  parish  matters  had  had  their  wonted 
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And  80  he  left  the  banquet  room. 
The  night  was  as  dark  and  ohiUj  as  the  last 
had  been.  The  wind  W98  moaning  among  the 
oaks,  and  the  tall  elms  fretted  with  it,  as  their 
hidden  tops  cast  out  rustling  sounds  to  be  borne 
abroad  on  the  cold  bosom  of  the  sweeping 
blast ;  and  fierccHBhrieking  whoops  rose  at 
times,  as  the  gusts  met  and  mingled  in  the 
river  valleys. 

Comyn,  wrapped  in  a  cloak,  had  left  the 
house,  and  was  already  walking  in  the  dark- 
ness among  thie  depths  of  the  tall  park  trees* 
By  and  bye,  the  roar  of  a  waterfall  fell  on  his 
ears  continuously  above  the  noises  of  the 
wind. 

He  pushed  on.  Something  like  a  white 
streak  appeared  at  the  extremity  of  a  dark 
vista  in  the  wood,  and^  forsaking  the  path,  he 
l^ded  on  behind  the  range  of  dark  trunks  that 
lined  the  sylvan  way. 

The  roar  of  the  waterfall  was  loud  when 
Comyn  passed  out  upon  the  path  again,  and  a 
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Comyn  breathed  more  freely  when  he  saw 
the  result  of  what  he  had  done,  and  return- 
ing for  his  doak,  passed  quickly  across  the 
dark  park  towards  the  mansion,  and  entered 
the  dining-room  with  the  picture  of  the 
Niobe. 

He  made  one  of  the  attendants  draw  a 
bottle  of  champaigne,  and  thrusting  its  mouth 
into  a  large  tumbler,  filled  the  deep  crystal, 
and  drained  it  at  a  draught. 

^*  Is  not  the  fallen  nun  beautiful  ?"  said  he, 
putting  down  the  emptied  glass. 

The  picture  was  admired,  and  the  revelry 
became  deeper.  Comyn  drank  fast  and  reck- 
leesly,  and  became  excited,  but  rather  fiercely 
than  joyously  so. 

Lilly  was  on  her  deathbed  in  the  chamber 
^bove^  and  the  sounds  from  the  dining-room 
became  more  and  more  loudly  heard  in  her 
apartment.  Once,  during  the  evening,  she 
liad  ventured  again  to  send  for  her  husband, 
)>ut  he  had  returned  no  answer  to  the  mes- 
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A  servant  entered  the  room  with  a  startled 
look,  and  approaching  his  master,  whispered 
to  him>  that  his  lady  had  suddenly  become 
alarmingly  worse,  and  that  the  housekeeper 
had  sent  him  to  ask  what  was  to  be  done. 

*^  Send  for  a  doctor,"  said  Comyn  sharply, 
and  in  a  tone  that  made  the  man  leave  him  at 
once.     "  Now,  Jerry,  go  on." 

"  I'll  fill  my  glass  first,  Woodlee." 

"  That's  right — and  come  1  let  us  have  in 
another  batch  of  champaigne—it  will  be  a 
change." 

He  rang  the  bell,  and  the  popping  of  cham- 
paigne  corks  and  rapid  drinking  of  it  in 
tumblers  succeeded;  until  the  excitement 
became  more  uproarious,  and  Jerry  being 
loudly  called  upon  to  continue  his  soiig,  went 
on  again. 

''  Hame  cam'  our  goodman  at  e'en^ 
And  hame  cam*  he, 
And  he  found  a  bearded  man ! 
Where  nae  man  should  be — 
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'  Oh  boo  cam^  this  man  bere,  withont  th«  ]mn 
mef 
'  Man  r  quo*  she, 
^  Aye,  man^'  quoth  he — 

*  Oh  puir  doted  carl,  it's  clear  ye  dinna  aee^ 
That's  but  a  bonnj  niilkmaid  mj  nkither  wmt  to  wt^ 

*  Far  bae  I  been/  quo'  he^  ^  and  mickle  bae  I  leea, 
But  a  beard  like  that  on  a  milkmaldX  mm\  mw  I 

never  ane  V  " 


loutftd 


"  BrftTO !   Jerry !     Go  OG,  Jeny,"  di' 
the  party.  fl 

Again  a  eervant  entered  the  room  looking 
aghast,  and  going  up  to  \m  master,  wd  with 
much  agitatiun, 

"  rica&ej  sir,  Miatresa  is  dead !" 

*'  Then  let  her  be  buried  !**  eaid  Comyn, 
eavagelyj  for  he  was  now  too  highly  incited  tf^ 
be  master  of  himself;  and  in  his  maddened 
state  of  mind  the  intrusion  of  the  servant  made 
him  furioufl.  j 

His  guests  were    too    tipsy  to  undeisUnJ 

t. 

the   real    nature   of    the    atmouneetnetiti 
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although  they  heard  it  with  their  ears,  they 
did  not  quite  understand  it  with  their  brains, 
Harry  Borfield  alone  forming  an  exception. 

Harry,  who  had  been  luxuriating  over 
diversities  of  the  choicest  wines,  had  just 
enough  perception  left  to  understand  what  the 
servant  had  said.  Shocked  and  horrified,  he 
rose  to  denounce  the  inhuman  answer  of  his 
host,  but  no  sooner  did  he  stand  upright,  than 
his  knees  assumed  a  vibratory  motion,  and  his 
head  got  into  a  mist.  Confused  as  he  was,  he 
knew  he  had  risen  to  make  a  speech,  and 
throwing  back  the  breast  of  his  coat,  after 
the  manner  of  Sir  Robert  Peel,  whom  he  had 
been  so  often  compelled  to  listen  to  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  Harry  was  about  to 
begin,  but  losing  his  balance,  he  staggered 
backward  and  fell  on  a  sofa,  which  completely 
extinguished  his  last  remaining  powers  of 
thought;  he  tried  to  raise  his  head,  but  it 
seemed  cased  in  a  helmet  of  lead;  so  Harry, 
ielding  to  the  oppressive  influence  of  nature. 
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bright  8un  and  the  dark  stormy  clouds  of  the 
oight  fading  over  the  western  sea^the  tones 
of  the  iomates  of  stately  ^'Woodlee  Ha'" 
were  low,  and  their  footsteps  noiseless  on  the 
long-arched  passages — and  the  usual  prelimi- 
nary orders  belonging  to  death  and  burial 
were  issued  by  Aaron  Carr  many  hours  before 
Comyn  or  any  of  his  guests  came  down 
«tura. 

It  was  still  morning  when  Provost  Kamsay*s 
one  horse  open  carriage  drove  up  to  the 
churchyard  bridge  of  Woodlee.  A  crowd  im- 
peded its  progress. 

While  the  Provost  was  waiting  for  room 
to  pass,  and  listening  to  the  answers  which  the 
crowd  gave  to  his  servant— namely,  that  the 
body  of  a  man  which  had  been  identified  as 
that  of  Sandy  Davidson,  had  been  found  under 
one  of  the  arches  of  the  bridge  -he  suddenly 
vemembered,  even  amid  the  horror  of  the  asso- 
ciations   of   the  azmouncement,    that    Lilly» 
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b(Mt8€^  the  Provost's  carriage  was  turned  about 
and  began  to  roll  towards  Drumleigh  as  fast  as 
the  long  trot  of  a  flogged  cob  could  make  it. 
•  The  Provost  got  the  locket  at  the  jeweller's 
ahop — duly  wrapped  in  tissue  and  grey  paper, 
U  was  put  into  his  hands. 

*^  Delightful  morning,  after  the  terrible 
Bight  we  have  had,"  said  the  jeweller,  putting 
his  hands  on  the  glass  cases  of  his  counter,  as 
the  Provost  unbuttoned  his  great  coat  to  put 
the  trinket  into  his  waistcoat  pocket. 

^^  It  is  indeed.  It  was  a  dreadful  night 
One  thing,"  he  added,  rather  speaking  to 
himaelf  than  the  jeweller,  ^^  Lilly  is  not  fright- 
ened  at  thunder — never  was." 
-  *^  Don't  you  think  you  ought  to  make  Miss 
Lilly— Lady  Woodlee  I  mean— a  bit  of  a 
present  on  coming  to  such  a  noble  estate. 
The  Woodlee  family  jewels  have  some  fine 
atones  in  them,  but  the  workmanship  is  very 
oU  fashioned.  And  I  ought  to  know,  f<Hr  I 
have  often  had  the  repairing  of  them.  Here's 
u  3 
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m  lot  of  pretty  things,  Mr.  Bamaay/  mU  As 
jeweller  putting  before  the  Provost  •  kqg 
vclvet-Uned  case  of  glittering  jewelsL 

*'  So  they  are — so  they  are — and  opon  Bj 
word,  I  never  have  given  Lilly  any  jefdi 
since  her  marriage.  It  will  be  atozpriiettf 
her.  LfCt  me  see,  Jacobs,  let  me  8ee**lMtfI 
don't  know,  for  the  soul  of  me,  what  Wtf 
would  like.** 

**  There  is  a  pair  of  diamogMJ  ear-riapb  ^^ 
the  brilliants  are  of  the  first  water.** 

"  She  hardly  ever  wears  ear-riogSi*' 

'^  A  gold  hair  comb— this  ia  really  a  lyhiiW 
article.  You  see,  all  round  thia  edge  tkem  ii 
a  frostwork  of  small  diamomfa^  and  ikM 
pillars  of  pearls,  sir,  would  look  beavtifid  i* 
her  hair.  I  know  it  welU  it  ia  the  fiosst  1^ 
I  ever  worked  in  a  ring  or  lodket.  ItiiW 
shilliuf^s  dearer,  a  pounds  thaa  tin  nnd  IkH^ 
—although  of  course  a  good  deik^i 
upon  the  length.  Look  sft  tiioie 
Laige  ones  at  the  bottom  at 
as    m  call  it    the   <<baae"    oi^  Ae 
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mad  smaller  onea,  in  beautiful  sjmmetTj,  sweep- 
ing up  to  other  large  ones  at  the  top. 
There  is  not  a  speck  on  any  pearl  in  this 
hair  comb.     I  warrant  them  alL" 

*'  Naj,  man,  I  would  not  see  my  lassie  with 
a  comb  like  that  in  her  bonny  brown  hair.*' 

"Then  here,  sir;  here  are  a  couple  of 
bracelets  of  Scottish  pearls.  They  are  picked 
pearls,  and  though  small,  are  as  pure  and 
white  as  any  that  come  from  India." 

"  Ah,  they  are  indeed  very  pretty,"  said 
the  ProTost 

**  Look  at  them,  sir.  There  cannot  be  a 
purer  lustre  on  any  oriental  pearls  than  on 
these.  And  the  bracelets  will  fit  Miss  Lilly — 
Lady  Woodlee  I  mean.  I  know  the  measure 
of  her  wrist — she  would  be  able  to  take  off  as 
many  threads  of  pearls  as  would  make  her  a 
brooch — and  I  have  a  fine  ruby  that  w  ould 
just  do  for  the  centre  piece  of  the  pearls  which 
might  be  spared  But  perhaps  the  lady 
wonld  like  to  wear  the  bracelets  slack.    Look 
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«itliem,ar-oQ  a  wU^  wrist fike  thst cf  tb 
Lmt  ef  Woodlee,  how  pret^  thej  worii 
MO^  And  a  Seottiah  aim  AoM  wm 
Somiab  pearis  like  these.  Lady  Gkaaon 
kwkcd  at  the  bracelets  theotber  diy,  i 
ibe  voold  hare  boi^fat  Aeni,  lor  she  \ 
ibem  rexT  mucb,  bat  tbat  sbe  bad  no  jewcb 
at  the  sort  to  matcb.  Sbe  said  if  I  codl 
obcaia  aD  ecber  sorts  of  tbii^  of  Soottt 
pejLrls  ^e  would  take  tbe  biacelets— but  ik 
k  a  ladr  tbat  is  so  iU  to  please,.  I  wasftioed 
to  SIT  I  sbocUdupoee  of  tbe  bracelets  widMNit 
anr  accompaniments  Look  at  tben^  0— 
rverr  {.^earl  got  oat  of  a  Lowland  rifcr,  or  a 
Uigbland  kcb.* 

Tbe PioTost,  anxious  to  aoiprisa  hmiu^iKf 
witb  tbe  piettT  gift,  tbe  ciraamstmioe  of  iik 
boing  one  creditable  to  tbe  products  of  W 
coontrr  enhancing  its  Talne  in  bia  ojus  wii 
agreed  witb  tbe  jeweller  aa  to  prise;  mi 
pbidng   the   moioooo  caao     rimtsim^  ii 
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bracelets  in  the  breast  pocket  of  bis  great 
coat»  lost  no  time  in  returning  to  Woodlee. 

"  Wbafs  this?  what's  this?'*  said  the  Pro- 
vost, as  lus  carriage  approached  the  house, 
**  How  late  they  are  here  I  All  the  blinds  are 
down." 
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de  lake,  settled  down  from  the  late 
of  its  surface,  now  had  the  sunbeams 
ig  on  it,  though  the  waters,  owing  to 
;urbed  state  of  the  mountain  brooks, 
it  dear  at  all;  the  long,  bare  hill-sides, 
the  opposite  banks,  had  sparkling 
Uing  up  here  and  there  upon  them; 
rtainly,  that  to  the  unpractised  eye  it 
d  as  if  hollows  had  been  made  in  those 
gather  braes — the  broad  carriage  drive, 
raised  sweeping  range  of  pruned  turf 
T  side,  and  evergreen  shrubs  thriving 
Fostered  things  of  wealthy  aristocracy^ 
:  the  shadows  of  the  tall  elms  and 
lat  in  warm  summer  days  cast  coolness 
)ath— the  broad  carriage  drive  had  the 
P  reflected  sunlight,  here  and  there,  on 
a  sheetings  of  wet,  repelled  from  a 
place  by  the  sodden  condition  of  the 
gravel,  trimly  kept  without  a  weed; 
)  rooks,  with  indignant  reaction  from 
tnay  which  they  had  felt   during  the 

9   « 


ttiat  tne  ueep  damour  o 
than  the  plaintive  note 
would  have  been  its  mc 
It  was  twelve  o'clot 
and  beautifulj  was  lyi 
gown,  on  one  of  th< 
room.  Aline^  who  se 
had,  for  a  time,  been 
and  when  Aline  was 
bitter  tears  that  Grertr 
but  a  cert^n  name  Ii 
the  servants  below,  f 
room,  and  fled  along 
now  returned  to  the 
9t)ft  cheek  flushing  wa 
natelj  to  paleness,  and 
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A  flush  as  deep  as  Aline's  suddenly  came  16 
(Gertrude's  pallid  cheek. 

^  He  has  pome  to  take  leave  of  us !  I  ran 
down  to  ask  the  servants  if  it  was  he — don*t 
sodd  me^  dear^  dear,  Gerty/'  said  Aline^ 
throwing  herself  at  her  sister^s  side ;  "  don't 
scold  poor  Ally,  that  has  told  you  all  the 
secrets  of  her  heart  I  I  know  you  won't 
scold  me,  Gerty,  for  you  never  could  scold 
anybody.  But  don't  think  harshly  of  me, 
because  I  speak  as  I  do.  I  cannot  help  it. 
Am  I  doing  wrong  in  saying  this?  Tell  me, 
Gerty?" 

**  No,  no,"  said  Gertrude  speaking  with  an 
effort  **  He  will  take  leave  of  you,  when  he 
has  left  the  library." 

**  And  of  you  too,  Gerty." 

**  Oh  yes,"  said  Gertrude  suffering  her 
head  to  sink  on  the  pillow  of  the  sofa. 

**  Do  you  know,  they  say  downstairs,"  re- 
sumed Aline,  blushing  as  she  remembered  the 
source  from  which  her  anxious  enquiry  had 
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obtained  the  infcnrmatio&i  ^  do  700  koofr  liiil 
they  say  downstaiiB-it  was  hia  Mmal  « 
the  poet  boy  must  hare  told  theni — diii  lit  • 
to  enter  the  military  aervioe  of  FortagA 
Spain^  or  that  of  one  of  those  States  19  SsaA 
America  where  there  is  noUiing  bat  cifB 
was.     Is  it  not  dreadfoly  QeftjT* 

^  It  is  indeed  a  ooorse  very  miwortby  fi  tb« 
talents  of  such  a  man,**  mid  G[ertrade,ipoiini- 
fully^  <<  but  perhaps  he  baa  no  other  dwioer 

**  Choice  I ''  exclaimed  Aline  iiid%MUil^« 
^'he  has  a  thousand  other  dioioe^  Wm 
Lennox,  but  you  are  so  wise  and  good—it « 
eaf>y  for  you  f o  be  wise  and  good»  bui^"  eoB- 
tinued  AlinC)  passionatelyj  ''if  yov  lof«dBe* 
nault  Falconer^you  wouM  thuikdBflbmtlyef  ttl 
necessity  for  such  a  choioe  aa  he  Jiaa  takeib 
Oh,  Gertyl  GertyT  cried  the  exdtod  pi 
bursting  into  tears,  and  nypidlj  pirewiBg  ham 
ing  kisses  on  the  white  fimhead  of  1^^  Jim 
weeping  sister,  '^  will  yon  owftfjpTO  iW^Hi 
what  I  have  saidP  "  .....  v$ 
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'Dear  Aliner 

And  you  eo  ill?     Oh,  G«rty,  Gerty,  I 

3T  shall  forgiye  myself.    Don't  forgive  me, 

just    pity    me,    Gertrude  f    exclaimed 

L«,  bursting  into  another  passionate  flood 

^srs. 

DDearest  Ally  I" 

Oh,  how  I  despise  myself  I"  exclaimed 
i^«  wringing  her  hands.  "  Going  down  to 
servants,  and  asking  them  of  papa's 
^^srs;  and  coming  up  to  you,  and  speaking 
-  did!  Just  say  you  forgive  me;  you 
^  say  you  forgive  me !"  said  Aline  sinking 
Ker  knees  before  the  sofa,  and  burying  her 
^  on  Gertrude's  breast. 
*  It  is  all  forgiven,  my  own  Ally— you 
^er  could  sin  half  so  much  as  I  could 
Egive.  Nay,  nay,  you  must  smile  again  upon 
e«"  continued  Gertrude,  concealing  the  shoot- 
g  pain,  (like  that  almost  of  dagger  stabs,) 
fiich  the  excitement  of  the  moment  was 
oducing  in  her  side* 
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^ointment  in  a  foreign  place — the  devil  know9 
¥here — but  very  few  live  to  arrive  at  it,  and 
Jiose  who  do,  die  immediately  afterwards. 
rhe  gentlemen  selected  to  fill  that  appoint- 
nent  are  generally  sent  out  three  in  succes-^ 
)ioD«  like  first,  second,  and  third  bills  of  Ex* 
shange.  Among  the  three,  one  generally 
urrives  safely,  and  lives  a  little  while." 

'^  And  has  Renault  accepted  that  dreadful 
appointment  ?*'  demanded  Aline  pale  as  deaths 

'*  Oh  yes,  yes,  he  has  accepted  it.  The 
place  is  much  scrambled  for  by  many  a  young 
man  of  family.  It  requires  some  talents  too^ 
in  those  who  servive.*' 

^'  And  did  papa  recommend  Renault  to 
accept  such  a  place  as  that  ?"  demanded  Aline, 
her  eyes  sparkling  with  excitement. 

*'  Your  papa  is  too  proud  a  man  to  recom- 
inend  anything,  Miss  Aline;  but  what  could 
young  Falconer  do?  It  is,  after  all,  better 
than  sabreing  in  a  Spanish  Republic.  Noi 
tio--Jie  could  not  do  better,  Miss  .Ally,  but  I 


THB  YOUNQ  BABONET*  161 

in  a  state  of  repose;  while  Aline,  alternately 
changing  from  pale  to  red,  with  her  dark  eyes  be- 
traying intense  excitement,  sat  looking  like  one 
whose  heart  had  been  stricken  too  suddenly,  for 
her  mind  as  yet  to  contemplate  it  clearly. 

They  all  continued  thus  for  sometime  toge- 
ther. At  length  Benault  entered  the  room. 
He  was  pale  and  anxious-looking,  and  there 
was  an  expression  of  settled  melancholy  on  his 
ooontenance  more  touching  and  striking,  for 
the  natural  expression  of  manliness,  which 
it  seemed  as  if  the  noble  features  could  not 
lose. 

The  Factor  took  no  notice  of  him,  but  con- 
tinued his  walk  up  and  down  the  room.  Se- 
nault  approached  the  couch  where  Ger- 
trude reclined,  and  where   Aline   sat  by  her 


Their  greetings  were  silent ;  hands  clasped 
hands,  and  tears  started  to  all  their  eyes,  but  for 
a  minute  or  two  neither  spoke. . 

At  lengthy  Renault,  who  was  much  shocked 
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at  witnessing  the  feeble  state  to  wliiehCtalK 
trade's  illness  had  reduced  her,  addreandtokf 
in  those  deep,  low  tones  of  fervent  liisjawis 
which  come  like  music  upon  thehsart;  Ui 
eyes  swam  with  fireeh  tears,  and  it  was  saqr  ^ 
see,  that  for  the  time  he  was  whatk^ 
<«  unmanned" — although  there  is  no 
of  manliness  more  true  to  exalted  i 
that  tenderness  of  sympathy  which  < 
subduing --he  took  her  thin  hand  in  hm, 
Gertrude  turned  away  her  head,  and-wsfit  tsif 
her  heart  would  break  I  .... -> 

Yet  Gertrude  was  the  first  to  rally.  lOk 
her  small  hand  pressed  against  her  1 
for  her  brain  was  dizzy  with  the 
cruel  thoughts,  and  of  emotions  i 
their  agony— she  spoke  gently.i 
him,  and  although  she  did  not  fidl  into  that  JM^ 
possible,  but  too  often  ridicolonslj 
error,  that  her  feelings  towsidslufla  ^ 
of  a  sister — as  if  any  womaa  tlntt  1 
eyer  fallintosuchaaerror  esthail  ] 
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o  loVed  himthat  the  prospect  of  deathwns  to  her  no 
weary  thought— although  she  did  not  fall  into  that 
impoeable  error  regarding  which  so  many  who 
haye  attempted  to  describe  woman's  hearty 
haye  followed  each  other ;  Gertrude  spoke  to 
him  as  one  whom  she  should  see  no  more  ;  as 
one  towards  whom  all  the  sweet  hopes  which 
she  fostered  once,  were  buried  so  long,  that 
their  graves  were  already  green !  And  though 
her  subsequent  calmness  of  manner  preserved 
that  beautiful  decorum  which  is  not  sugges- 
tiye  of  anything  ille^ble  in  its  guise,  the  true 
state  of  her  feelings  she  never  could  disguise 
from  herself,  and  she  never  sought  to 
do  sa 

Factor  Drurie,  as  he  was  paying  attention 
to  nobody,  and  nobody  was  paying  attention 
to  him,  soon  walked  out  of  the  room  ;  and 
Renault  and  *'  the  Ladies  of  Lennox**  were 
left  together. 

Few  words  were  spoken  by  either  that 
B^ht  be  set  trimly  in  a.  record.    Renault, 
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The  ground  swam  under  Benault's  feet ; 
and  almoet  ere  consciouBness  returned  to  him, 
Afine,  like  a  startled  fawn,  had  led  him  into  an 
anoient  waiting-roomj  covered  round  with  fuU 
length  portraits  of  mailed  Earls  of  Cuikglen — 
an  ancient  waiting-room,  the  door  of  which, 
leadiog  from  the  wide,  arched  entrance  hall, 
•tood  open  at  her  side. 
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firom  the  white,  noble  forehead,  and  the 
etartled  guise,  so  feminine,  that  it  gave  a 
more  beautiful  effect  to  the  faultless  details 
of  her  person  than  the  most  accomplished 
grace  could  have  done — the  very  attitude  of 
the  excited  girl,  so  expressive  of  the  agita- 
tion of  fear  mingling  with  that  passionate 
tendrilism  which  is  a  holy  thing  in  woman, 
for  it  displays  the  true  heart's  devotion  in  all 
its  trust,  without  the  slightest  element  of 
wantonness — the  very  attitude  of  Aline  in- 
creased the  charm  of  the  vision,  and  no  man 
in  Renault's  situation  could  have  read  the 
love  so  trustfully  and  so  nobly  given, 
and  ever  have  loved  another  in  all  this 
world. 

-  How  few  men  would  have  thus  triumphed 
over  the  cherished  instincts  of  their  proud 
self-love,  which,  with  us  all  even  to  tamper 
with,  is  poignant — how  few  proud  men  would 
luive  made  such  a  sacrifice  to  worthy  hopes 
itt  the  devotion  of  woman,    as  this  proud 
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loved  70U  with  my  whole  heart — the  very 
letter  you  wrote  me  about  poor  Gertrude 
made  me  happy,  because  I  thought  that  you 
liad  not  forgotten  me." 

''Oh  did  it  I  did  itr  exclaimed  Aline 
Mgerly;  «'  but  how  little  that  letter  toldT 

'*  It  told  me.  Aline,  that  our  attachment — 
although  we  had  never  to  each  other  given 
it  such  a  name — it  told  me  that,  at  least,  loss 
of  rank  and  fortune  had  not  influenced  your 
feelings,  as  you  once  told  me,  on  the  banks 
of  the  lake,  that  the  absence  of  patrician  dis- 
tinctions would  do." 

**  And  do  you  remember  that  ?"  said  Aline. 
^  I'm  sure  had  you  sidd  such  a  thing  to  me  I 
never — but  perhaps  I  might  But,  but,  but 
70U  must  not  go  abroad;  if  you  love  mcj 
Renault,  you  will  not  leave  me.  Oh,  how 
contemptible  in  your  eyes  I  must  seem  for 
all  that  I  am  saying  and  have  don  e  I"  said 
Aline,  bursting  into  tears**'  but  the  thought 
that  we  should  never  meet  again;  the  though 

VOL.    HL  I 
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Aaiyoa  wexv  going  ftway  for  eTer»  with  tlie 
witm  Ui^  I  baii  faeeo  £dse  to  the  loYe— Idom^ 
■■f  n  thi  b^iv  but  to  the — to  the — *" 

*-  Call  it  kkire»  Aliae,  jou  Qever  will  find  » 
better  oasiie  fitf  it.  God  koowe  it  UKik  little 
Bike  me  loTe  you  dearly ;  and  I  som 
m  hope  that  my  love  wm  retomiei 
Bat  the  xcYezse  of  fbctune  nude  sia  Uj  tt^ 
entail  tb0£c  feelings — bat  I  couM  not.  Aline  I* 

**  Thej  would  limTe  Wen  veij  poor  fedinp 
if  tliat  coold  luTe  weakened  tfaem,'"  mi 
Afine^  ^  I  am  bat  a  girl,  and  jroti  kmiv  8> 
mudi  more  than  I,  but  I  atwajB  bolitTedi  I 
always  tm^ed  thst — tJhat^ — Ohs  I  do  not  know 
wlmt  I  say;  bat,  bat*  yoa  will  not  goabnMill* 

Benaalt  pressed  ber  to  lua  breast  agailk 
Hi^  heart  waa  coo  full  to  pennit  btm  toipiik* 
The  womaB  whom  be  puoonately  lov^  iii^ 
whose  ail'eetioa  his  lorn  of  fortune  had  made  i* 
laered  a#  the  home  of  the  drowning  man  i^ees 
in  the  ^iLosbine  over  the  atormy  w;&leifi  whidk 
ate  eiigiil|jbing  him — the  being  wfaoae  lorCf  io 
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lufi  proudejt  hopes  of  the  morning,  and  in  his 
darkest  visions  of  the  night,  he  had  regarded 
as  a  sweet  beam  on  the  havoc  of  his  lot ;  as  a 
hlearing  to  vivify  his  stricken  heart  to  happi- 
ness again — he  was  clasping  her  to  his  breast, 
and  a  transport  of  pleasure  such  as  before  he 
had  never  known,  had  come  to  gladden  the  de- 
solation of  his  lot. 

But  it  was  only  for  one  passionate  moment 
that  this  brightness  sat  upon  the  storm.  There 
was  no  bow  of  promise  in  this  fearless  devo- 
tion of  a  young  and  tender  girL  Renault  re- 
membered that  he  was  a  poor  and  degraded 
nuui|  who  must  soon  be  accustomed  to  sorrows, 
which  although  he  felt  that  he  himself  in  the 
relation  of  his  own  fedings  might  ruffle  with, 
they  were  things  which,  if  the  loved  one  of 
his  heart  should  share,  would  overwhelm 
him. 

His«***in  spite  of  all  that  has  been  recorded 
against  him— hb  was   the   love    of  the  true 
nian's  heart — ^his  most  ardent  wish  had  been 
I  3 
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fiflten  to  me,  but  think  for  me>  Aline,  for  I 
feel  that  I  am  acting  as  in  a  calmer  time  I 
should  rather  die  than  suffer  myself  to  do.  I 
am  a  poor  and  degraded  man-— every  thing  is 
but  a  dream^  Aline,  which  is  not  founded  on 
taith.  You  are  young  and  beautiful,  the 
deacendent  of  a  noble  house,  acsustomed  to  all 
the  refinement  and  luxury  of  lavish  wealth. 
Should  I  play  a  worthy  part  in  suffering  you 
to  share  the  misery  of  a  struggling  man? 
Our  love,  long  ago  known,  and  sufficiently 
confessed  to  each  other,  would  make  the 
sacrifice  of  your  better  destiny  to  mine  a  noble 
and  a  true-hearted  act,  but  what  would  it  be 
to  me  who  permitted  it  ?  a  cruel  and  a  shame- 
less thing!  As  Heaven  is  my  judge,  dearest 
Aline,  I  would  toil  and  labour  to  set  you  in  a 
place  as  proud  as  that  which  the  mate  of  a 
prince  might  fill,  and  the  thought  would  be 
a  glorious  and  delightful  one,  but  for  the  know- 
ledge that  you,  in  the  meantime,  were  sharing 
my  privations.     No,  Aline,  you  are  indeed 
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I  mm, 

to 

W  tke  nidbv  star  of  aU  of  csff* 
d  I7  God-9  Up^  I  ritdl  obtrifli^ 

the  w^hU  doHBd  j«i  ai  my  htide^  or  £•  iof 

-  BiBi  yn  mm  man  g^ 

-^AlM^dev  AliK,  I  hftYc  ItttkiJnoirf  \ 

m  ^a^eamatrji  but  the  new  hopes  joa  bsfc 
cirem  ac — tke  ihooght  that  ii  m  jtMit  niA 
thas  I  dhooU  not  eo  to  radeaa  s  imfH^M 
foftoae  m  the  imij  «^x  wtick  boa  j«t  hem 
opezxd  to  me,  viU  mmk^  me,  lit  the 
Iloot,  reDonnee  the  offer  whacb  faa£  imvm 
aad  1  will  reatMii  uk  Bntaiii    tiid  itmshii 
Aliae,  chcaicd  ai^d  lileaied  bjr  ycwr  ki¥« ! 
He  Haiywi  her  to  htt  boiotii,  and  d» 
tu  him  with  the  fi 
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tion  of  the  true  woman's  love— he  pressed 
warm  kisses  to  her  forehead,  and  when  she 
again  stood  by  his  side,  with  a  burning  cheek 
and  sparkling  eyes,  exulting  in  the  triumph  of 
hei*  devoted  heart,  the  glance  of  both  were 
caught  by  a  shadow  at  the  door,  and  there,  at 
the  entrance  of  the  ancient  chamber,  stood 
Lennox  of  the  Glen ! 


CHAPTER    XL 


Xirs.^^^  tie^:tti  conmenaooe  of  the  Bma 
i£  C-:-7%r'rT  ir^es&red  »  mmored  Mthitrf 
Ki  J  nc  :z-i  Tcrinhs  mad  die  va]l%  its  eflM 
1.71:11  ^-f  x-'v^es  wm  bjno  meaneof  lodit 
psas^t  ki^  »  dfeis  of  tliose  of  die  piiiitri 
«&r];i..  F^-v  laie  fini  time  ia  Benaiik's  Efc 
suix  u>e  i&T»  of  snfiil  bojliood)  hid  ho  fA 
ttsisie-«czkkea  ib  die  pmence  of  ajm* 
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Und  the  blood  rushed  to  his  countenaiice>  and 
his  fine  eyes  lost,  for  the  time,  their  quiet 
dauntlessness,  as  they  met  the  look  of  Lennox 
of  the  Glen. 

Aline  bore  it  in  another  way.  She  still  kept 
her  hand  on  Renault's  arm,  and  though  her 
bosom  was  restlessly  agitated,  and  there  was 
much  trouble  in  the  expression  o£  her  counte- 
nance, she  stood  erect,  and  confronted  her 
father  with  a  glance,  which  though  less  calm, 
was  as  haughty  as  his  own  I  The  dread 
that  some  eyil  might  come  to  Renault  was 
the  cause  of  Aline^s  courage  ;  for  her  first 
impulse  had  been  to  throw  herself  at  her 
father's  feet. 

**  Mr.  Lennox,**  said  Renault,  firmly ;  **  1  fear 
you  will  think  that  I  have  acted  dishonorably^, 
in  having,  as  you  must  think,  clandestinely  ob- 
tuned  the  affections  of  your  child.  Is  it  your 
wish  to  hear  any  explanation  of  the  matter  ?** 

^  It  is  quite  unnecessary,  sir/  said  Len» 
Hox,  coldly ;  '*  am  I  to  understand  th«t 
z  6 
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you  really  dedioe    the  appointment  in  BeO' 

gal?" 

*^  I  have  resolved  to  do  8o/  said  Benault,  now 
getting  as  proud  as  himself. 

Lennox  bowed  as  if  he  had  been  diwnitwng 
a  levee,  and  Benault  found  himself  in  hispoBt* 
chaise,  in  a  state  of  mind  which  prevented  lun 
from  clearly  knowing  how  he  got  there.  Hii 
brain  was  dizzy  as  the  carriage  rolled  on,  md 
})c  was  nearly  arrived  at  Drumleigh  ere  he  re 
covered  his  self-possession. 

W  orn  out,  harassed,  and  wretched  in  mind 
the  only  definite  resolution  which  Beuuil' 
could  come  to,  was  to  leave,  on  the  foUinriiii 
day,  the  scone  of  so  much  misery,  fiv  tbi 
univeraal  refuge  of  the  youthful  destitatSb  I^ 
don  town. 

Kichnrd  Dalryraple  received  with  a  length 
encd  visiige  orders  to  pack  the  trunk ;  ta 
when  his  master  told  lum  that  their  cobmm 
destination  was  London,  wheie  in  aB  pR 
bability  tliey  cvouM remain ibr 
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able  time,  Richard  burst  into  a  paroxysm  of 
joy,  which  nothing  could  controul  but  Renault's 
abrupt  dismissal  of  him  from  his  presence. 
Even  then,  the  delighted  serving-man  sang 
aloudf  going  down-stairs — 


**  Oh  happy's  the  life  of  a  brave  young  knight 
Who  loves  and  who  rides  away  T 


This  day  to  Renault  seemed  more  gloomy 
than  any  which  he  yet  had  spent  His  slight 
dinner  over,  he  walked  up  and  down  the 
lighted  room,  a  prey  to  a  conflict  of  thought 
which  depressed  him  to  that  nervous  degree, 
which  imparts  to  the  very  feelings  of  exist- 
ence a  kind  of  physical  pain — which  puts 
nature  out  of  joint,  and  like  the  sensations 
which  follow  fearful  intoxication  of  heart,  deli- 
rium of  transport,  of  terror,  of  mental  agony. 
and  the  like ;  make  the  consciousness  of  living, 
the  consdousness  of  bodily  pain. 

The  fever  of  the  body  does  not  depress  the 


TflB  YOUNO  BABONET.  181 

bandages  of  repose  from  green  wounds; 
setting  them  bleeding  afresh,  without  any 
good  being  derived  from  the  irritating  investi*- 
gation. 

He  was  very  sad.  His  sweet  new-bom  hopes 
were^  like  the  beckoned  pleasures  to  Tantalus, 
an  aggravation  of  his  actual  deprivation  of 
them)  the  future  rose  before  him  in  dismal  clouds 
ofpainfuldutiesy  and  as  George  the  Fourth  said 
when  he  was  dying — 

•'  My  God  I  this  is  death  I" 

Renault^  but  a  short  time  remov^  from  the 
affluence  which  he  had  regarded  all  his  life 
almost  as  the  air  he  breathed— as  he  walked 
up  and  down  in  that  lonely  room,  cheerless, 
friendless  and  forlorn,  had  something  of  the 
same  idea  of  the  subduing  nature  of  actual 
poverty  as  the  king  expressed  of  actual  death 
in  that  solemn  speech  the  best  and  the 
last  which  he  is  ever  recorded  to  have 
uttered. 

A  packet,  sealed  with  the  impression  of  aa 
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he  peers  had  been  of  the  usual  kind  ;  one 
pposed  the  Ministers,  and  of  course  could 
sk  no  favour  of  them ;  the  other  had  so  many 
Iready  acknowledged  claims  upon  him,  and 
lo  many  new  applications  which  he  was  unfor- 
unately  obliged  to  reject— as  he  had  already 
given  the  ministry  more  trouble  than  he  had 
any  right  to  do — that  it  was  impossible  for 
him  to  apply  to  them  again — both  the  beautiful 
wives  said  that  although  they  could  make 
their  husbands  do  almost  anything  else  in  the 
way  of  personal  sacrifice,  no  power  on  earth 
could  induce  their  lords  to  do  anything  "with 
the  government,"  out  of  the  freewill  of  their 
^wxi  convictions;  and  that  as  to  getting 
exia.ult  into  parliament,  the  Duke  had  lost 
3»  boroughs  by  the  Reform  Bill,  and  had 
^>^uence  now  but  in  expensive  counties, 
ea.c]y  represented  by  his  own  local,  political 
^^<>*exit8,  and  the  Marquis  had  been  beaten 
**^    county,  and  the  only  borough  he  had. 


'••■'■•'■ '«•>.•(!  , 
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brooked  a  fraternal  atram  from  the  man  who 
stood  in  the  relation  of  heart  towards  her 
which  Renault  did ;  but  it  was  couched  in  the 
language  of  the  generous  heart;  a  worthy 
leare  taking,  in  as  far  as  worthiness  could  enter 
into  such  a  relation  as  theirs;  yet  Renault 
felt  his  heart  lighter,  when  his  letter  was 
sealed 

His  was  scarcely  done  when  Factor  Dru- 
iie*s  gig,  with  lighted  lanterns,  came  to  the 
hotel  door ;  and  the  Factor  alighted,  ordering 
his  man  not  to  leave  his  place. 

''Oh,  my  Mend!  how  are  you  now?  left 
Woodlee  in  a  hurry;  and  Cuikglen  tells  me 
you  have  given  up  your  idea  of  serving  the 
crown  at  the  expense  of  the  yellow  fever. 
Quite  right,  sir,  quite  right.  1  am  glad  you 
thought  better  of  it  than  to  go  out  to  find  a 
grave  among  the  pagans ;  as  if  there  was  not 
plenty  of  room  for  you  in  the  churchyards  at 
home.  Eh,  Sir  Renault— Mr.  Falconer,  I 
mean— eh,  sir  Renault  ?  eh  ?  eh  f^' 
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give  you  a  salary  of  two  hundred  pounds,  and 
when  I  die  or  retire,  you  are  certiun  to  step 
into  my  shoes.  Factor  Falconer  will  sound  as 
well  as  Factor  Drurie,  and  better,  because 
both  the  words  begin  with  an  *'  F"— Ha,  ha  I 
there  is  an  offer  for  you !  eh,  sir  ?  eh  ?** 

**  Upon  my  word,  Drurie,  I  am  very  much 
obliged  to  you,  although  it  is  an  offer  which  I 
cannot  think  of  acceptin^r." 

**And  why  not?  I  never  gave  a  clerk  a 
salary  above  fifty  pounds,  and  I  offer  you  two 
hundred.  You  will,  if  you  play  your  cards  at  all 
well,  succeed  me  in  the  management  of  all  the 
estates  under  my  controuL  I  have  spoken  to 
Mrs.  McMarmlade  about  it,  and  she  is  de- 
lighted with  the  idea. — She  is  now  preparing 
a  room  for  you,  with  long  pier  glasses,  long 
pier  glasses,  sir — my  stable  has  three  stalls, 
and  I  have  but  one  horse,  so  you  may  keep  a 
oob— the  only  thing  which  I  must  ask  of  you 
is  to  turn  away  that  impudent  fellow  Dal*- 
rymple,  ^  Bichard  the  man  of  the  people'  as  he 
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fortunes  under  its  wings,  and  give  you  any- 
thing like  that  P*" 

''  They  will  give  me  all  I  ask  them  to  give,'* 
Bidd  Benault  smiling.  **  I  assure  you  I  am 
most  grateful  to  you  for  this  generous  offer 
to  serve  me,  but  as  it  is  one  which  I  cannot 
avail  myself  of,  we  need  say  no  more  about 
it." 

^  Young  man,"   said  the  Factor  gravely, 
*'  you  know  little  of  the  world,  and  your  own 
condition  in  it,  when  you  refuse  the  offer  I 
have  made.     The  election  has  left  you  with 
little  more  than  four  thousand  pounds;   the 
way  you  handle  money  will  soon  make  a  sum 
like  that  disappear;  you  have  been  educated 
to  no  profession  but  that  of  sogering— and  a 
fine  profession  that  is ! — ^political  and  literary 
talents  are  of  no  more  pecuniary  value  to  aperson 
dtuated  as  you  are,  than  the  faculty  of  waltz- 
ing is —they  are  accomplishments  that  don'c  fill 
the  purse.      Think  better  of  it,  my  young 
fnend." 
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"  Say  no  more  about  it.  Factor  Dnuie,  I 
see  your  kindness  in  making  this  offer,  as 
clearly  as  the  impossibility  of  my  accepting  it, 
and  I  thank  you  sincerely  for  the  good  jou 
wish  to  do  me.  How  did  you  leave  them  li 
;'  Cuikglcnr 

\  ''  Not  very  well.      I  dined  with  the  lair4 

\  and  the  meal  was  like  a  funeral  feast.    Ge^ 

..|  trude  had  gone  to  her  room  and  did  sot  ip- 

'I  pear ;  Aline  was  shedding  teord  all  the  time, 

A  and  Cuikglcn  was  more  stately  and  tombetooe- 

-|  like  than  his  wont — ^But  if  you  will  not  accept 

j  my  offer,  my  young  friend,  what  the  deTildo 

.  \  you  intend  to  do  ?  To  go  out  to  South  America 

and  get  the  command  of  a  troop  of  whiskered, 
shirtless  rascals^  whoj  as  they  ore  not  ptid  fiv 
doing  their  duty,  will  never  fight  bat  for  the 
hope  of  plunder  ? ' 

^^  No,  Drurie,  I  have  bean  induoed  togiv< 

up  all  thoughts  of  thaL     The  onlyntiDHl 

l^ilJI  oourse  lef);  open  for  me  now  iB»  to  eater  floai 

'  of  the  inns  of  court,  and  get  called  to  tin  Im& 
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As  a  classman  of  Ozford  I  may  have  a  &ir 
chance  of  advancement  as  a  barrister— I  have 
already  some  reputation  as  a  political  writer, 
and  I  must,  by  these  two  strings  to  my 
slackened  bow,  endeavour  to  redeem  some- 
thing of  my  former  position  in  society.  If  I 
sucoeedy  I  shall  then  have  the  same  career 
before  me — at  least  as  far  as  political  enter- 
prise 18  concemed-^as  I  had  when  I  was  Baron 
of  Woodlee." 

Factor  Drurie  had  sunk  back  in  his  chair, 
overcome  by  surprise  at  what  he  heard. 

'^  And  when  do  you  go  on  this  hopeful 
scent  for  the  woolHsack?''  demanded  Drurie 
sarcastically. 

"  To-morrow  morning." 

'<To«-morrow  morning  I  weU,  wonders  will 
never  cease*  Are  you  in  earnest — To-morrow 
morning  I'* 

''I  start  to-morrow  for  Edinburgh,  and 
then  proceed  direct  to  London — ^but,  Dru- 
xie,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  wishing  to 
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ripened  in  the  knowledge  of  the  business 
which  is  to  be  his  immediate  pursuit  in  life^ 
but  I  cannot  make  a  l^etter  of  it.  Your  health! 
Factor  Drurie." 

**  Here's  t'  yel"  said  the  worthy  Factor, 
returning  the  bow,  and  taking  a  pull  of  the 
gusty,  hot,  highland  whiskey  grog. 

They  spent  sometime  thus  together.  Mr. 
Drurie,  finding  his  efforts  ineffectual  to  keep 
bis  young  friend  at  home,  deluged  him  with 
good  advice,  and  though  Renault  found  the  in- 
terview rather  tedious,  he  felt  more  desolate 
now  that  this  his  last  friend,  as  it  seemed,  was 
gone. 

Lionely  and  cheerless  was  the  time,  as  the 
night  came  deeper  on ;  the  last  night  which  be 
iKTonld  spend  in  Drumleigh.  For  although 
misfortune  amid  familiar  scenes  has  often  a 
more  impatient  irksomeness  than  in  other 
placea,  yet  the  unfortunate  never  leave  the 
aoenes  which  were  witness  of  their  better  days, 

▼OLUI.  K 
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T3ut  with  more  pain  than  if  they  etill  had  Acr 
means  of  pleasure  in  them* 

And  it  was  the  beginmngof  wiiitertoo^> 
fimc  of  all  others  mostdeinreseiQg  to  tiie action 
of  hope.     The  thought  of  the  dreuy  LoodoD 
chamber;  of  the  study  of  a  talgeet wludieicD 
when  mastered  to  its  detaih^  would  jpfe  Ub 
hut  the  means  of  a  venture,  and  that  a  tea- 
f  ure   the  very  success  of  which  would  only  ^ 
an  increase  of  inglorious  toil^  ahorteoiiig  ^ 
bounds  of  the  aspirations  of  the  vanit  ^ 
chilling  the  bright  feelinga  that  halo  the  aetf 
of  genius,  until  the  bleak  winda  of  orfioaiy 
life  pass  over  the  desolation  of  itamined  ahir  ao* 
rebuked,  and  all  for  those  advantageaof  forttmt 
which  truly  great  men  despise.    ISaoh  iinaa^ 
as  these  were  now  preying  on  hia  mind 

Aloreover  he  was  about  to  leaTe  tbe  wik 
and  pure  hearted  being  who  had  ao  fidlygiTCt 
up  her  heart  to  him,  and  he  knew  not  if  evtf 
ihcy  r:.:^Lt  meet  again;  aoTU 
teemed  the  future  which  ke  ^ 
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that  his  befit  hopes  sickened  at  the  prospect ; 
and  as  the  sounds  in  the  house  ceased  one  by 
one,  and  all  became  deeper  silence  around  him; 
as  the  striking  of  the  late  hours  reached  his 
lonely  room^  and  the  crackle  of  the  decaying 
fire  took  a  voice  in  the  desolation  of  the  time, 
Benault  felt  the  depression  of  his  spirits  so 
great,  that  he  longed  for  sleep  to  give  a  respite 
from  his  cares. 

And  sad  is  the  condition  of  him  who  seeks 
the  sweet  blessing  of  rest,  from  such  a 
cause  I 
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The  red  mail  ooacli  with  the  Royal  Anat 
blazoned  on  its  pfmele,  its  four  glosay  sHnu^ 
cbesiiuts^  purple*faced  gtiard,  and  knowing 
driver  cocking  his  hst,  and  speaking  to  tbc 
horse-keepere  for  the  pleasure  of  eeeing  xhm 
touch  their  hats  to  him^  and  of  hearing  them 
call  him  **  eiTt**  hustling  ahont^the  ted  mtSi 
coach  waa  at  the  door  of  the  Falcon  on  tite 
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following  morning  at  ten  o'dook,  and  Richard 
Dalrymple  had  set  his  master *s  luggage  on  the 
roo^  and  put  his  own  great  coat  on  the  box ; 
porters  were  loading  the  vehicle,  and  trayellers 
clambering  to  their  plisiceB ;  *^  GK)d  bless  jous/' 
were  being  said  to  insides,  and  ^'a  pleasant 
journey  to  yon,**  to  passengers   on  the  top; 
when  Benaolt  left  the  hotel,  and  entered  the 
coach  by  the  door  which  Bichard  held  open 
for  him.     The  burly  landlord  raised  his  hat, 
pulled  out  his  watch  and  said,  *^  limes's  up, 
guard,  timers  up,*  but  no  one  came  to  attend 
the  departure  of  tb^  late  Baron  of  Woodlee — 
none  of  all  who  in  former  days  had  cheered 
nt  lus  name,  made  lua  health  a  matter  of  rota- 
tion at  the  conyivial  board  of  public  occasions, 
and  exulted  in  a  degree   of  homage  to  his 
person,  which  had  something  almost  of  ancient 
vassalage — Benault  was  leaving  the  region  of 
his  birth,  without  a  voice  to  bid  him   ^^God 
flpeed." 
There  was  indeed  one  slight  exception  to 


fifft.     A   psLe   bat   kn 

idrame  joaagmt, 

fr^aeiia  deep  maaak 

ag,  cnBeftnmd* 

-se   oacft  iaar  ra   do 

■4.  and  bonigti 

2b£lXB9LKB^  9BiL 

"^  I  bive  tikoi  tke  Ebot^  of  < 

^t^aulaa  xzl  E&^  3ir.  FaleoBflr^  nd  to  ( 
3j:vr«  ^Ett  j^mahoddbeobEgedtolflOT 

ifcl 


«nl  Ikm 


sn 

^<&xe  jm  vQis  to . 

haiidof  tbe  Lrtmrt  yiml 
bos  iDBiT  tbii^  bcfi 
pencBoihrtbnkiiigyinteittmMV.   Tit 

I  wkb  jnm  cicij  mootimi  it  ii  H  votdf 

s^  koger  nam  in  a  cmiJilioa 

cuexkee  in  die  matter,  bsl  I 

cTiI  k  coming  on  the  penoe  of  tbe  dHBktf 

Scotland  by  the  me— of  bjfuM 


.J 


THE  YOUNG  BARONET.  199 

we  shall  have  gdod  men  to  defend  her,  if  we 
have  many  snch  as  you.  Good  bye^  Stuart* 
I  wish  I  had  known  you  better." 

In  the  meantime  Kichard  took  his  seat  by 
the  driver,  put  his  great  coat  over  his  knees, 
and  looking  about  him  on  the  idlers — ^little 
boys  and  other  gazers  standing  round  the 
coach  ^raised  his  hat  gracefully,  and  said, 

**  FareweU,  gentlemen ;  although  I  leave 
Drumleigh,  the  interests  <^  this  borough  shall 
always  be  the  dearest  wish  of  my  heart;  and 
if,  in  my  political  care^ — " 

**  Ta,  ra,  ra  I  ra,  ra !"  went  the  bugle  of  the 
guard,  as  the  coachman  squared  his  arms  and 
drew  up  the  reins  of  the  pawing  cbesnuts. 

"  AU  right,''  said  the  guard,  casting  the 
damp  out  of  his  trumpet,  and  sounding  it 
merrily  again,  as  the  horses  gallopped  through 
the  admiring  town. 

A  few  minutes  after  the  coach  was  gone 
and  just  as  the  gang  of  idlers  had  melted 
$w&j9  an  elderly  foreigner,  somewhat  shabbily, 
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Trimmings,  and  this  shaky  lord  took  a  fancy 
to  the  old  Doctor,  and  iioliy,  vdlly,' would  have 
him  to  go  out  with  him  to  the  warm 
countries*" 

'^  Lord  Soadysoil  died  last  month  at  Flo- 
rence," said  Harry  Borfield,  who  had  just  en- 
tered the  hotel     '^  Is  Mr.  Falconer  gone  ?"* 

''  Ah,  Mr.  Borfield!'*  exclaimed  the  landlord 
taking  off  his  hat,  '^  didn't  see  you,  sir ;  hope 
you  are  quite  well,  sir.  Plea,sant  weather  for 
this  time  of  the  year.  The  hounds  meet  at 
the  Toll-bar  near  the  Smu^ler's  Creek  to- 
morrow, sir ;  they  have  turned  out  many  a 
fox  from  the  cliffs  down  yonder,  and  there  is 
fine  moor  riding  for  many  a  mile  about.*' 

"  Is  Sir  Renault  Falconer  gone?' 

**  Off  and  away.  Tally,  ho  I  hark,  forward ; 
off  and  away— gene  to  London;  booked  and 
bolted,  sir,  in  His  Majesty's  mail.  Ho !  ho !" 

*^  Well>  I  wish  I  had  been  able  to  bid  him 
good  bye.  I  wish  I  had  seen  him  ere  he 
went** 
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**  Your  pleasure,  sir,"  said  the  booted,  burly 
time  server,  whisking  away. 

**  And  now,  my  friend,"  demanded  Harry 
of  the  Frenchman,  in  his  own  language  again, 
^^  is  there  uiything  that  I  can  do  to  assist 
you  in  what  conoerns Renault  Falconer?" 

*^  Pardon  me,"  said  the  Frenchman  with  a 
profusion  of  bows,  "  but  there  was  one  Doctor 
Chalmers,  who  I  understand  has  left  the 
country," 

^'  I  should  think  he  has  returned  now  that 
his  patient  is  dead,  but  he  has  a  brother  in 
this  town,  an  ironmonger,  who  will  no  doubt 
be  able  to  tell  you  where  he  is.  I  can  point 
out  where  he  lives  to  you  from  the  inn  door." 

**  Je  vatis  remerck  iiVw,"  said  the  Frenchman. 

"Or  perhaps  I  had  better  go  with  you," 
said  Harry,  after  he  had  shewn  the  Frenchman 
the  distant  shop.     "  Well,  landlord  ?" 

*^  Wont  you  take  a  snack,  sir?" 

«  No,"  said  Harry,  thoughtfully,  «  it  would 
spoil  my  lunch." 
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"Not  a  bit  of  it,  sir.*  .       ^ 

'^  Have  you  any  oold  gyoose  id  tlii  kovef 
<^  A  braoe  of  as  bonny  birda  aa  enr  wc» 
roaated  before  a  fire."  ' 

«^  WeU,  I  ehaU  jnat  taste  tfaeai^tBid^  IiiT> 
landlord,  have  you  had  any  navr  ooMigMMit. 
of  cayenne  since  I  last  Was  heie?^  * 
<«  I  really  don't  think  Ihat^t  mT 
^Then  get  it  now.  Yomr  -eajeBMb-Ii^ 
member  well,  was  old,  sticky,  and  iwli' 
vonred."  '.  •• 

"Sour  flavoured  cayannef  cBoUaMdAi 
landlord  with  surprise.  :     .-   .      - 

^^  Ay^  aye,  get  some  fkoah.    And  tkdbii 
of  old  Madeira,  bring  me  a  lifctla  of  i^'  «A 
a  nicely    browned    toaal,   bafais  tfcii  foUl 
"  I'm  surprised  yon  don^  ke^  ?dMBQapl  ia  fhl 
house.    And  your  sauoea  ^eni:.«n,fpqr  piMI 
but  for  lack  of  batter^  lUrtiy  jA»aiAuMM|9 
again ;  bring  the  t»y  inio  a/| 
fiur  as  possible  fircNn  the' 
by  your  commercial  gentlemett>*>:LaHi  \&  J^ 
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-  *^I  was  just  going  to -recommend  70a  to 
take  your  anack  among  tliid  oommercial  genta, 
air.  There  ia  one  or  two'sporting  coves  among 
them,  who,  I  am  sure,  would  pleaae  you,  sir. 
My  eyel  how  they  talk,  and  remember  every 
thing  that  has  appeared  in  *  Bell's  Life!'" 

Harry  went  in  with  the  landlord  to  taste 
eold  grouse,  and  dp  Madeira  at  this  early 
hour  of  the  day,  and  the  foreigner  went  to 
Mr.  Chalmer's  shop. 

But  it  was  often  easier  to  go  to  Mr.  Chal- 
mer's shop  than  to  get  in ;  Charly  Chalmers, 
or  ^'Cheeping  Charly/'  as  he  was  called, 
firom  the  circumstance  of,  although  a  man  of 
great  bulk  and  vast  stature,  having  a  small 
**  cheeping"^ voice,  was  one  of  a  class  now 
nearly  extinct,  but  once  very  common  in 
Scottish  towns.  Charly  was  a  man  well  to 
do,  having,  like  many  other  men  in  Drum- 
leigb,  made  money  by  smuggling  specula- 
tions in  the  palmy  days  of  those  enterprises^, 
and   now  kept  his  shop  open,   rather  as  a 
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lounge  for  himBelf-^a  eort  of  weather  (to- 
vatory,  than  for  the  ordinary  purposes  of 
trade.  The  shop  door  had  a  window  ilal 
oould  be  sunk  down  into  the  lower  psrt  is 
fine  weather,  and  drawn  up  when  tbsis 
was  wind  or  rain ;  and  on  pleasut  dsyi^ 
Charly,  dressed  in  a  thick  dreadnoog^  gnsi 
coat,  with  a  rope  round  hia  middk— his  eos* 
tume  in  all  seasons — Charly  lemed  Us  snnf 
on  the  half  door,  with  hia  head  and  AoM» 
projecting  outside  to  give  him  the  frouhysf 
looking  up  and  down  the  atreet;  avd  it  iSi 
not  signify  how  many  intending  pmtjiisl 
mij^ht  arrive;  if  Charly  vw  not  la  As 
humbur,  he  would  not  move.  **!  has  ■ 
nane,"  whatever  waa  aaked  far»waathaii|^yi 
or  if  it  was  a  person  likety  to  panaafc  m  * 
deavouring  to  be  aervedt  Ghnly  wodl  fit 
quently  put  a  stopper  on  tha 
portunity,  before  tlie  odier  oooU  i 
by  observing—  ^ 

''IhaenanaetldogthatyewnCrr' J    a 


THS  YOUNG  BABONET.  207 

In  wet  days,  he  stood  behind  the  door  with 
the  window  pulled  up,  and  when  a  customer 
came,  Charly  clapped  his  .finger  on  the  latch, 
and  shook  his  head.  Now  and  then,  how- 
ever, he  would  serve  customers,  and  as  there 
was  an  idea  in  the  town,  that  all  Charly's 
wares  were  of  a  genuine  kind  —  partly  per- 
haps from  the  difficulty  of  obtaining  them — 
he  was  exposed  to  more  annoyance  in  the 
way  of  purchasers  than  one  might  at  first  sup- 
pose* 

Such  was  the  person  whom  this  unhappy 
Frenchman  went  to  make  inquiries  of.  Charly 
had  not  let  down  the  sliding  window  yet 
into  its  wooden  socket ;  he  was  standing  be- 
hind his  door. 

The  moment  the  Frenchman  put  his  hand  to 
the  latch,  Charly  set  his  ponderous  fingers  on  it 
inside,  and  shook  his  head. 

The  Frenchman  raised  his  hat,  and  saying  some- 
thing which  the  other  did  not  understand,  was 
about toattempt  to  enter  again;  butitwasofno 
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nad  Morton  is  exalti  and  with  her  exaltation 
uid  patois,  it  is  bopeless  to  loo^  fbr  any  good, 
I  cannot  get  that  eochon  toadmiii;  me ;  Mar- 
guerite Lindsay,  the  mother  of  my  friend,  is 
no  where  to  be  found,  and  I  begin  to  see  that, 
in  my  attempt  to  fulfil  the  dying  wish  of  my 
chere  good  madame,  I  have  been  hunting  sha- 
dows. I  shall  go  and  have  some  eau  sucree,  and 
smoke  a  cigar." 

He  did  so,  and  becoming  more  tranquil 
under  the  influence  of  the  cigar  (smuggled 
though  it  was)  and  of  the  placid  beverage 
whidi  he  drank,  he  took  heart  of  grace  once 
more,  and  determined  to  go  down  to  Delhaven 
and  make  enquiries  at  the  ^'  Sailors'  Ke* 
turn!" 

So  resolved,  so  done.  It  was  now  past  ele- 
ven o'clock,  and  the  sun  was  shiniiitg  brightly 
on  the  sea-village,  and  the  beach  was  busy,  and 
the  streets  were  filled  with  activity.  The 
foreigner  addressed  a  few  brown-faced,  white- 
toothedj  gipsey-looking  girls,  going  down  to 
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eyes  suddenly  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  sign-board, 
with  a  figure  painted  on  it>  which  the  artist  no 
doubt  intended  to  represent  a  man  dressed  in 
a  blue  jacket,  waving  a  hat ;  but  whatever 
obscurity  might  have  been  about  this  design, 
there  was  none  at  all  about  the  yellow  letters 
of  the  words  of  the  name  of  the  inn,  which 
the  wanderer  was  seeking  for. 

Cocking  his  hat,  taking  out  his  cigar-case, 
biting  off  a  bit  from  the  end  of  one  of  those 
rolled  up  luxuries,  and  then  waving  it  in 
his  hand,  the  French  gentleman  proceeded  to 
the  tavern  of  the  fishing  village. 

The  landlord,  without  his  coat  as  usual,  and 
with  his  braces  strapped  over  a  Guernsey  frock, 
met  him  at  the  door.  The  Frenchman  bowed, 
and  asked  for  alight.  The  landlord  gave  it  to 
him,  and  the  stranger  sat  down,  the  landlord 
still  standing,  and  evidently  not  much  taken 
with  his  visiter. 

''  You  do  know,  sair,  I  have  raison  to  be- 
lieve, something  of  a  gentUhomme  of  the  name 
of  Drurie,  and  where  he  lives  ?" 


m 
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man  that  daj  had  eiq[>erience€l5  and  he  was 
beginning  to  bridle  like  a  bantam  cock,  when 
the  woman  ordered  her  husband  out  of  the 
place ;  and,  taking  a  wine-glass,  went  to  a 
cask  marked  '*  Brandy,"  filled  the  crystal, 
gave  it  to  the  Frenchman,  and  sat  down  by 
his  side. 

*'  You  were  in  the    *  Saucy  Susan  ?  ^  said 
the  woman. 

^'I  vas,  madame." 

''  Aye,  I  remember  you.  And  poor  David 
Morton  has  been  shot  at  last  V 

'*  A  grape-shot  through  the  chest,  and  a 
musket-bullet  through  the  brain.  Either  wound 
would  have  produced  instant  death.  Ah  I  Ma- 
dame,'V  said  the  ancient  naval  surgeon,  his 
heart  warmed  by  the  glass  of  brandy ;  ^'  I 
have  seen  many  gun-shot  wounds  in  my  time, 
and  splinter  wounds,  and  cutlass  wounds,  and 
wounds — ^' 

^  Never  mind  anything  about  that,  hinny 
doctor,"  said  the  buxom  landlady.   ^'  And  poor 
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^i  J  lor  that  matter,  nobody  did,  but  bis  wite, 
^i"  mother,  Meg,  <and  me." 

**  Now  this  Meg;  this  Madame  Marguerite 
Lindsay—** 

** Don't  call  the  old  — —  'Madame/  or  you 
^ill  make  me  sick  I" 

**  Well,  this  Meg,  she  is  still  alive  ?" 

'^  Alive !  Oh,  she  is  alive.  The  devil  is  kind 
to  those  who  serve  him.  The  loss  of  her 
daoghter  has  broken  her  something  down,  and 
ehe  expected  more  money  than  she  got  from 
Comyn  of  Woodlee ;  but  she  is  neither  dead 
Dor  death-like." 

'^  And  she  lives  near  the  chateau  of  Yood- 
lee  r 

**  Aye,  aye,  doctor — and  poor  David  was  shot 
ia  that  way  T 

"  Ahf  aui  Madame.  ,'NoWj  there  is  a  Medecin 
of  t  he  name  of  Chahners." 

*^  I  don't  know  any  medicine  of  that  name, 
but  I  know  two  men.  There  is  Cheeping 
Charly,  the    ironmonger,  and  Doctor  Chal- 
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mere  that  had  just  come  home  from  hn 
parta," 

"  Vive  h  doctor  T'  exclaimed  the  Frenohii 
'*  it  is  of  him  I  desire  to  know.  Can  you 
me  wlicre  he  is  to  be  founds  ma  chere^  et  ak 
Madame/ 

"  I  don't  like  eauce  of  any  kind,  Doct 
like  my  meat  in  it^  own  gravy,  aad  Fr 
SAuce  I  dislike  most  of  all,  so  don't  set  a 
providing  anything  of  that  sore  for  me.  I 
you  a  goo3  turn  if  I  could,  for  DaTid  Mor 
sake,  but  I  don't  like  gammon.  C 
take  another  glass  of  bmudy  in  honor  oi 
times." 

The  Doctor  saw  that  the  landlady *8  ifii 
did  Dot  improTG  under  the  influeace  of ' 
she  had  drank  already,  and  would  bav€  sto 
any  more  applicatioi^  to  the  painted  bn 
cask,  but  it  was  no  use,  the  buxom  dame 
bru$qu€  hospitality  drew  another  glav  & 
Frenchmxm,  and  half  a  one  for  bereel£ 

'^  And  Jiow,  Daddy  Doctor^"  aaid  ahi  < 
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ing  her  legs,  "  what's  all  this  you  are  driving 
at?'' 

"  A  votn  santey  Madame^*'  said  the  French- 
man, evading  the  question — '*  and  this  Doctor, 
€u  est  i7?— is  he  to  be  found  ?" 

'^  He  is  living  with  Mr.  Langdale,  the  ould 
minister  of  Woodlee." 

«  And  a  Mr.  Drurie  ?" 

**  Factor  Drurie !"  exclaimed  the  woman, 
"  the  very  bairns  on  the  county  roads  could 
tell  you  where  he  lives.  But  it  is  seven  miles 
away. — And  now  111  tell  you  what  I  guess. 
There  were  some  dark  doings  in  that  parlour 
last  summer,  and  most  of  the  people  ye  have 
mentioned  were  there.  It  was  no  very 
creditable  work  that  they  were  upon,  since 
they  had  Jerry  Mont^^omery  for  their  judge— 
and  they  say  it  was  the  beginning  of  the  busi- 
ness that  gave  the  lands  of  Woodlec  to  Comyn 
of  the  Dells -ye  are  come  to  rake  up  that 
iMisiness  ?" 

VOL.IU.  I- 
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*-  FardamMiS  wuriy  Mmiamt. — At  nj 

mL$,  I  may  have  a  MBtaretotakeBie 
Drurie.  aVsrf-^f  jemu  f 

^  \jej  aye — and  poor  Da^!  bal 
yua  did  noc  throw  him  oreilNMad?^ 

**  No.  Madame,  he  and 
burial  on  the  coast  of  Xonnaady,  ii 
church-yard  lookiiig  down  upon  the 
tnank  yoa  Ter  moch  for  yoor 
coDtiniied  the  Frenchman 
profuaoD  of  bows  he  made  fab 

Two  hoars  Lad  hardly  clipaed 
French  sorj^on  arriTed  inn 
Factor's  door.    Great  waa  the 
Dmrie  at  bdng  favoored  by  a  tall 
a  visiter,  hot  greater  fiur*  whsi^ 
oonyeraatioD,  he  found  ovt  tko 
Tisit.     He  walked  about  ths 
thighs,  whistled,  shook  hia 
fingers,  and  exhibited 
while,  but  at  last  assiuned  a  look  of 
pondency. 
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ire  has  been  foul  play^  no  doubt  of  it ; 
er  shews  it,  and  some  disturbance  may 
J  about  it,  but  Comyn's  title  to  Wood- 
n  to  be  shaken.  No,  no,  sir— there 
1  foul  play,  but  we  must  see  what  the 
or  says,  and  the  woman  Lindsay — eh  ? 

cf  avez  raisonJ* 

1  must  stop  and  take  an  early  dinner 
^  my  friend,  and  we  shall  drive  over  to 
Qgdale's  in  the  evening." 
visiter,  somewhat  wearied  by  the  events 
lorning,  willingly  consented,  and  in  a 
ITS  the  two  gigs  of  the  old  men  started 
ther. 

|?ht  had  come  on  deeply,  when  they 
the  churchyard  bridge  of  Woodlee. 
[  bell  of  the  ancient  church  was  tolling 
I  sounds  over  the  darkening  woods, 
iver,  and  lonely  hills ;  for  there  was  a 
in  the  churchyard 

L  3 
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iiig,  nhite  painted  gate  was  wide  open ;  and  a 
hearse  and  several  mourning  carriages  were 
drawn  up  upon  the  path,  under  the  roadside 
trees.  The  dim  l%ht  made  the  dark  figure? 
look  like  spectres,  as  they  stood  in  scattered 
groups  upon  the  place  of  graves ;  and  a  low, 
cold  wind  blew  over  the  spot,  bending  down 
the  long  grass  that  grew  luxuriantly  over  the 
dead 

Drurie  and  his  companion  walked  over  the 
mounds  of  the  rising  ground,  and  came  to  a 
spot  where  the  largest  cluster  of  kiourners 
"were  assembled,  round  an  open  grave. 

The  cofiSn  was  in  the  act  of  being  lowered 
into  the  earth.  As  is  the  custom  in  that  part 
of  the  country,  the  black  ropes  that  are  used 
for  this  purpose,  had  been  put  into  the  hands 
of  the  nearest  relations  of  the  deceased. 
Provost  Ramsay  held  one  of  the  white-frilled 
ends  of  the  dark  cord  which  was  suspending  the 
head  part  of  his  daughter's  coffin. 

And  few  that  did  not  know  him  well,  would 
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hm^e  detected  the  fiucj  hearty^  blytKe-efitl 
Provost  in  that  siricitcii  and  bioken  ikmu 
Dtao*  He  trembled  Tiolentl j,  hk  Umb*  s^eincd 
faUiug  under  him,  and  the  conl  dipped  inm 
bkhaniL 

The  aMn  mme  angokr-wiae  c^^Jiat  ibe 
side  erf  the  gifave,  and  remiuncd  ^spended  m 
that  po^tioQ*  A  portioo  of  the  Icro^  tootiU 
feU  ypoo  it,  and  the  c4d  man,  eiiikii^  to  tlie 
earth,  exdaimedy 

^^Mj  duldt  uty  only  chiM!  mj  LUIf,  isj 
own  LiUyT 

Thei%  i»  no  bnrisil  ^ervioe  %&  toitigaSe  ihr 
iolemn  stemiiess  of  Scottish  fa]iefal%  and 
vbile  the  friends  of  the  Pruvoat  €s>owdad  round 
him,  the  rovgb  gr&veMJiggefs  adjuited  the 
dedceot  of  po<)r  Uily  ioto  her  naurraw  hoiikal 

Just  then,  a  startling  sotmd  aro^  bnei 
«norher  part  of  the  chuirhyird — donietbtog 
between  a  groan  mad  a  etrong^  tnan's  qtj, 

A  tall  figure  in  a  loose,  S^y  '^^v  ^^^  ** 
is  worn  as  a  wrapper  hy  uwrn^  btul  been  &mk 
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le  increasing  dimness  of  the  uncertain 
to  pass  or  flit,  as  it  seemed,  along  a 
w,  sycamore  wooded  path,  skirting  the 
^hyard,  and  leading  to  the  garden  crate  of 
lanse;  and  on  its  passing  near  to  a  man 
was  acting  as  an  official  at  the  funeral, 
lad  given  the  terror-stricken  cry.  The 
:ening  darkness  increased  the  dismay,  but 
a  Lilly's  grave  was  nearly  filled,  and 
3  her  father  was  being  taken,  in  a  state 
Lsensibility,  to  one  of  the  carriages,  it 
me  generally  known  by  the  retiring  groups, 
"  Streeking  Willie'*  had  fancied  he  had 
a  ghosL 

bere  was  no  smile  at  this  on  any  counte- 
)e;  so  dismal  was  the  scene,  so  gloomy 
night-time  of  the  cold  churchyard,  with 
ill,  silent  trees  listening  to  the  deepening 
mfulness  of  the  sounds  of  the  sullen  river, 
no  man  walked  alone;  and  the  agitation 
ViUiam  Macbeth,  however  much  it  might 
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be  smiled  at  in  the  sniilight  of  the  filkmilg 
day,  was  by  no  means  a  qneadon  of  la^^ 
judging  now. 

But  long  ere  this,  Mr.  Drurie  and  Ua  torn 
panion  had.  gone  toward  the  Manae* 
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CHAPTER   Xin. 


THE   GHOST  BROUGHT  TO  JUDGMENT. 


In  a  largc^  thinly  carpetted  room,  with  old, 
dark,  mahogany  furniture,  and  various  oil 
planted,  n^irrow  framed  portraits  of  out-of-the- 
way  looking  people,  two  tall,  elderly  gentle- 
men sat  facing  each  other  before  a  crackling 
fire. 

They  were  both  dressed  in  black,  both  wore 
knee-breeches,  and    both   had  fine  heads  of 
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took  up  my  abode  with  my  old  friend  here, 
and  I  have  heard  enough  since  then  to  make 
me  doubt  my  own  existence." 

**  I  know  it,  sir,  I  have  come  on  that  errand. 
Ha,  ha  I  eh,  sir?    It  makes  a  man  stare.'' 

"  I  know  the  boy,  Factor,  as  well  as  I  do 
the  palm  of  my  hand.  I  knew  both  the 
children.  I  brought  them  both  into  this  weary 
world,  Mr.  Drurie.  I  have  an  eye  for  little 
babbies,  sir,  as  some  men  have  an  eye  for 
puppy  dogs." 

'^  Well,  then,  to  business,  to  business,  sir, 
eh?  to  bus-i-ness,"  continued  the  Factor, 
taking  out  his  spectacles.  ^^  I  have  a  letter 
here  which  I  wish  you  to  read.  But  first  I 
must  tell  its  history." 

*'  Never  mind  the  tea  just  yet,**  said  the 
venerable  clergyman  to  an  ancient  domestic 
who  appeared  at  the  door. 

**  No,  no— but  more  lights.  Parson,  if  you 
please — another  brace  of  candles,  man,  for  I 
shall  have  some  writing  to  do,  and  my  eyes 
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Iras  acting  in  that  capacity  on  board  a  8mug-« 
gling  schooner  well  known  about  here.'' 

'*  I  yas  twenty  years  a  surgeon  in  the 
navies  of  France,**  observed  the  old  French- 
man bridling  a  little. 

•*  Now,"  continued  the  Factor,  "  it  so  hap- 
pened that  the  wife  of  the  commander  of  this 
ship  was  a  witness  in  the  Woodlee  case — a  ' 
daughter  she  was,  of  a  Margaret  Lindsay,  that 
lives  near  to  this — " 

**  I  have  just  sent  for  her,**  observed  Doctor 
Chalmers. 

"  That's  right,  we  must  have  her  here.  Well, 
this  wife  of  the  captain  of  the  vessel,  by  her 
own  confession  forswore  herself  in  that  matter, 
and  was  killed  in  getting  aboard  the  ship.  The 
day  before  that,  she  had,  when  sitting  in  the 
cabin  of  the  vessel,  written  a  long  letter  to 
her  husband  (who  was  then  lurking  ushure,) 
imploring  him  to  allow  her  to  escape  the 
crime  he  wished  her  to  commit,  and,  as  if 
having  a  presentiment  that  it  might  turn  out 
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In  five  minutes  afterwards,  this  smuggling 
ciq[>tain  was  killed  on  his  ship's  ded^,  but  the 
vessel  escaped,  and  ran  to  the  Mediterranean, 
where  she  was  compelled  to  remain  for  many 
months^  M.  Dupr4  acted  faithfully  in  the 
task  assigned  him,  and  after  many  difficulties 
haa  been  able  to  leave  the  ship,  and  arrive 
here." 

So  saying;.  Factor  Drurie  put  the  letter  into 
the  withered  hands  of  Doctor  Chalmers. 

'*  Aye^  aye,"  said  the  Doctor,  after  he  had 
read  it  over,  ^' this  is  all  true  enough— and 
confirms  what  we  know.  The  mention  of  my 
name  in  this  most  respectful  way  shews  a  re- 
markable sense  of  propriety  in  this  unhappy 
woman.  It  is  clear  that  every  word  of  this 
letter  is  true.** 

"  Aye,"  said  the  Factor,  **  but  the  woman 
is  dead.  The  mother,  however,  is  stiU  alive, 
and  in  the  neighbourhood ;  she  is  deeply  im- 
plicated in  the  transaction,  and  if  there  is  a 
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who  had  been  in  daily  intercourse  with  the 
late  Helen  Butherford^  put  the  case  in  such  a 
light  that  even  counsel  recommended  a  com- 
promise. To  give  the  devil  hia  due,  Jeptha 
Grinder  managed  the  matte  well.  I  could 
not  recommend  litigation  when  our  own 
counsel  recommended  compromise.  But  com- 
promise, with  Sir  Benault,  meant  renounce- 
ment, and  so  the  barony  was  lost  and  won.  It 
will  be  difficult  to  procure  legal  proof  of  what 
we  believe." 

**  It  may  be  difficult  to  procure  legal  proof. 
Factor  Druric,"  said  the  old  Doctor,  "  but  we 
diaU  be  able  to  produce  very  strong  proof,  and 
with  my  dear  friend  Mr.  Langdale's  leave, 
(the  venerable  clergyman  bowed  assent)  I  will 
send  for  one  who,  of  all  the  world,  knows  the 
matter  best,  and  when  you  have  heard  her 
statement  you  will  be  better  able  to  judge,  as 
a  professional  man,  of  what  Margaret  Lindsay 
the  other  living  witness  may  say,  who,  I  be- 
lieve, has  not  yet  come  to  the  manse.    B  ide 
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&*s>^.  FtiT^or.   a:id  ToaH  liear  m  reTehtm 
fr?iii  A  3::artir  :har  Toa  Ecile  reckoned  on." 

Xr.  TA7tg5aI<  iLtd  roi^  the  ben»aiiddie 
p^riCTL  :^it  iz^^w^srvd  h.  wms  told  toreqvcitdie 
rreseore    or    "  zhe    kdr'    ia   the   dimiiiM^ 

Tbe  ¥-^z^  fell  a  good  deal  mystified.  But 
hfi  js&ii  aorhHg — as  a  aua  of  licsiKaB.  be  kept 
lii^  ineixtioa£r«cted.iM€M>iniicii  to  the  ftfltsof 
tli<  r.ue,  12  to  the  meanftof  proving  Aem— ml 
jCirrizg  Tpyci  hh  chair,  he  giaB|>ed  Ui  viiit 
behind  hiiS  hack,  aad  walked  up  and  down  the 
rxtn.  haviztr  a  srrvi^  eoapidoii  that  vhal  tbi 
T»xi<nbl«  BKtfical  attendant  of  tike  lata  Enl 
ix  SiindirsoQ  spoke  of  widi  aod 
i«Ex::>>?«  would  tun  out  to  be  a 
nhed- 

Tbe  door  was  qniethr  opened  and  atalLpdi 
woman  entered  the  roonk  Alfhwul  9 
panentlr  but  sli^htlf  tamed  of  iortj  JM4 
her  hair  waa  quite  whiter  and 'difth^gnvli 
premature  age  was  in  ker  aspaoli     Tko  wl 
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shaped  profile,  and  soft  blue  eyes,  shewed  that 
she  once  must  have  had  considerable  claims  to 
beauty ;  but  there  was  a  settled  melancholy  in 
her  presence  which  turned  tlie  mind  from  such , 
thoughts  as  those. 

Factor  Drurie  started  as  if  a  thunderbolt 
had  fallen  at  his  feet. 

"  Can  I  believe  my  eyes  I  eh  ?  eh  ?  Helen 
Rutherford  come  to  the  world  again  I" 

**  She  has  indeed  been  long  out  of  the  world* 
Mr.  Drurie,"  said  Helen,  *'  and  does  not  Nvish 
ever  to  enter  it  again,  but  things  have  hap- 
pened to  make  her  come  from  a  seclusion 
which  she  bad  wished  to  keep  as  perfect  as 
that  of  the  grave  to  which  she  is  hastening," 

*'  Aye  aye.  Mistress  Helen,  you  are  quite 
right,**  stammered  the  Factor.  *'  Dead  folks 
tell  no  tales,  give  no  evidence,  are  nonentities 
in  law.  Egad,  Madame,  you  are  a  witness 
worth  having  in  such  a  case.  But,  eh  ?  eh?  if 
you  have  not  been  dead,  where  have  you  been 
for  the  last  twenty  years?" 

•*  Tell  your  story  to  the  Factor  as  frankly 
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**  There  was  a  cottage  to  let  near  the  park 
)f  Woodlee.  My  mother  took  it,  and  there  I 
prew  up  to  be  a  young  woman.  Our  limited 
neana.  and  the  knowledge  in  the  nei^rhbour 
hood  that  we  were  of  an  unpopular  religion 
nade  my  early  days  secluded  and,  as  I  thought, 
melancholy. 

•*  Sir  Charles  Falconer  was  then  a  young 
man.  He  oflen  rode  by  our  cottage  door,  and 
I  soon  saw  that  I  was  an  object  of  interest  to 
him. 

**  I  shall  say  nothing  to  exculpate  my  own 
conduct.  We  frequently  and  secretly  n^et ; 
I  hnd  given  my  heart  to  him,  and  did  not 
think  of  the  misery  to  which  such  an  attach- 
ment must  lead. 

"  My  mother  died.     I  had  few  friends.  I  was 

young,   and  my  heart  lightened  in  spite  of  its 

grief,  while  my  attachment  for  the  man  I  so 

imprudently  loved,  increased. 

**  He  had  however  been  long  engaged  to  a 

noble  English  lady,  and  the  time  of  his  mar- 
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drew  Bcar.     It  is  auKCMHTf  ftr  as  to 
la jtfaiziz    oir    the    Hale  of  mj  ftdngi 


**  He  bioogtit  home  hk  wifis,  end  i 
uoc  etvac.  I  kaev  tlitt  I  wee  abost  1 
a  mocher. 

"^  He  w^  startled  at  the 
tkreateaied  hiia,  and  viAed  Me  to  leeie  IIm 
covASTT.  and  accepc  a  fMniriMBa  in  a  diilvi 
pan  L>t  cfae  kingdom,  llb^  hwigf  ,  it  M 
txicd  diracult  to  efid,  aa  I  kadaoidete 
wfao  mi^t  aceom|iaaj'  bn^  aad  ao  Med 
in  whom  I  cooU  witk  anfaiy, lia  If 
confide  but  ooe,  aad  ike  a 
Touniier  tkaa  mjaelC  TUi  fiini  waa  ttb 
Lift 's:: J..  dai^Lter  of  a  finam*  ^tmm'^lk 
d-  kirchvaid  bridie. 

*'8ir    Charier   FaleeiMr  f 
an  i  I  became  the  wife  ef  aoBi 
enrsw 

^  Mt  husband   waa    Ml   igocifaBi    of 
fliicimistaocetf     mhioh    I    hmm 
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and  he  treated  me  with  mucli  cruelty. 
I  soon  gave  birth  to  a  son^  and  in  the  joys 
of  a  mother^  felt  some  compensation  for  all 
my  sorrows. 

"  Within  a  month  afterwards.  Lady  Fal- 
coner presented  her  husband  with  an  heir, 
and  died  on  the  day  of  its  birth.  A  nurse 
wae  required,  and  Doctor  Chalmers  sent  the 
child  to  me. 

**  I  had  already  perceived  the  hard  life 
which  I  and  my  boy  would  have  to  lead, 
owing  to  the  cruelty  of  my  husband.  I  was 
passionately  fond  of  my  child,  and  determined 
that  he,  at  least,  should  not  share  my  misery. 
AX'ithin  an  hour  after  the  heir  of  Woodlee 
was  put  into  my  arms,  I  changed  his  dress 
and  place  with  those  of  my  son.  My  wish 
was  that  my  child  should  pass  for  that  of 
Lady  Falconer  in  his  father's  house. 

"  The  thought  was  another  consolation  to 
me.  No  one  knew  what  1  had  done  but 
Helen  Lindsay  and  her  mother. 
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''  But  Providence  defeated  my  impkras  d» 
sign.  One  night,  when  a  woman  calkc 
Nance  Morton  (who  on  account  of  being  o! 
mv  mother*s  religion  had  been  a  &T0iiriti 
with  her,  and  was  frequently  employed  b] 
me)  when  Nance  was  attending  to  the  hooM 
in  my  absence,  my  husband  came  in,  and 
fancying  her  asleep,  destroyed  the  child  npoo 
lier  knee. 

''  It  was  the  child  which  paaaed  for  die 
heir  of  Woodlee,  and  not  the  one  which  in 
ins  madness  he  had  wished  to  kilL  NaiMse 
)>ointed  this  out  to  him,  and,  as  is  known  to 
you  all,  he  »dded  to  his  crime,  by  taking 
away  his  own  life,  immediately  after  he  had 
Ivllled  the  chili 

^^  But  it  teas  my  poor  baby  whom  he  kiDed] 
I  returned  home,  and  found   the   hooae  fnO 
of  peojile,  my  infant  and  my  husbai 
*'  I  cannot   tell   how  I  spent  the 
ing  dnys.     They  were  full  of  bittemen;  but 
I    was  no    longer   in   a  oonditioii  to  bsM^ 
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and  I  returned  the  infant,  which  had  passed 
ail  my  own,  to  its  father  again.  I  thought 
no  more  of  the  change  I  had  made,  because 
the  will  of  Heaven  had  rendered  it  abor- 
tive. 

"  My  heart  was  broken,  and  I  wished  to 
go  to  some  place  where  I  was  not  known, 
and  where  I  might  die  in  peace.  I  had 
providon  of  money,  and  I  left  the  country, 
telling  no  one  what  my  destination  was. 

'^  I   understand   it  was  thought   by  some 

that  I  had  fallen  into  the  river  of  Woodlee, 
and  been  swept  down  to  the  sea ;  by  others, 
that  I  had  thrown  myself  from  one  of  the 
difia  in  the  Smuggler's  Creek,  but  it  seems 
that  no  one  doubted  of  my  deatlu 

**I  went  to  France,  and  entered  a  con- 
vent where  I  remained  about  twenty  years. 
I  had  long  been  in  declining  health,  and  I 
was  warned  that  I  had  not  much  time  to 
live. 

**  I    widied    to    lay  my    bones     by    my 

VOL.  m.  V 
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Eiccbtr's  51  Je,  and  that  of  my  murdered  boy.  1 
Tt'trred  to  Woc^^ce  sometime  «{ro,  I  had  yet 
cn^  :renvlrem.:iiiin^.  it  was  irr.  Lai^dflle,  a 
j^rs-Ti  v.ho  in  former  tiiuea  had  acted  u  » 
£i:lfr  :?  n:e-  He  received  me  into  his  home, 
az!  'a?  icj't  ir.y  secret,  >!ay  hearen  blew 
bin:  :".r  hi?  kininessto  me  V* 

T:-^T<  h  -J  for  sometime  been  trickling  down 
t'.c  vli  c'er_-}-man*s  cheeks,  and  he  now  made 
a-.  t'lTvr:  i>  sjeak.  The  words,  however, 
^^trnif^!  :^^  Jie  rjin  histongne,  and  the  woman, 
^  ho  was  liO  much  occupied  with  her  efforts 
to  keep  djwn  her  own  -  excitement,  neither 
sav^  cor  heard  the  effect,  which  what  she  aaid, 
f  rvxiuoed  c j^on  the  venerable  deigyman ;  and 
c^jniinued ;  ^  follows — 

'*  I  V.  :^;.od  to  live  in  the  utmost  aecbiMDi 
re  J  it  was  granted  me.  I  never  went  out 
duriirg  the  dav,  but  at  nighta  I  have  walked 
at<^ut  the  places  which  I  knew  in  my  mihiypj 
T . ;::! .  7  1  ave,  I  fear,  startled  aeveralpeiaoM 
ly  my  presence  at  rach  timea^  wlio  may  pc^ 
haps  have  partially  recogniied  my  fine. 
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•*  And  now,"  continued  the  woman  who  was 
eTidently  rapidly  becoming  exhausted.  "I 
must  say  more  of  the  matter  which  you  have 
sent  for  me  to  inform  you  of. 

**  I  have  heard  that  Nance  Morton,  who 
witnessed  the  death  of  the  child,  whom,  from 
hearing  me  point  it  out  as  the  heir  of  Wood- 
lee,  imagined  that  it  was  so,  and  knowing  that 
I  had  returned  the  other  infant  to  its  father, 
believed  that  I  had  really  given  up  my  own 
boy  to  Sir  Charles,  as  his  legitimate  child 

*^  This  woman  always  hated  the  family  of 
Falconer,  and,  it  seems,  took  occasion  to  give 
much  pain  to  the  father  of  young  Renault, 
by  inducing  him  to  believe  that  the  young  man 
was  not  his  legitimate  son.  In  this,  I  under- 
stand, she  was  assisted  by  Helen  Lindsay  and 
her  mother ;  or  rather,  that  on  the  death  of 
Sir  Charles,  they  assisted  a  distant  branch  of 
the  family  to  obtain  possession  of  the  property 
by  such  means. 

''  I  heard  of  all  this,  only  when  every  thing 
M  3 
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mUotted  you.     His  blesaiog  be  upon  you,  my 
poor  child !" 

The  wooMin  could  only  answer  bis  blessing 
by  sobs.  She  immediately  left  the  room,  aad 
Margaret  Lindsay  was  called  in. 

Margarety  or  '^  Meg"  as  she  was  usually 
called,  put  a  checked  apron  to  her  eye»  and 
began  to  mourn  piteously. 

^^  Ye  maun  na  be  ower  hard  on  me,  gentle- 
men," she  said,  ^'it  was  na  greed  but  need 
that  made  me  do  it  I  David  Morton  supplied 
his  ain  mither  weel,  but  he  neyer  sent  me 
ony  thing,  though  he  was  married  to  my 
child  I  was  in  great  distress,  and  when  auld 
Nance  spoke  about  the  certainty  of  getting 
the  lands  o'Woodlee  made  ower  to  Mn  Comyn, 
I  thought  I  might  mak*  an  honest  penny — 
particularly  as  I  was  in  a  great  strait — by 
gi'eing  her  a  helping  han\  But  woe's  me, 
gentlemen,  it  lost  me  my  bairn,  and  sma*s  the 
good  that  has  come  to  me  for  a'  that  I  hae 
dona" 
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nesa  gave  way  to  consternation.  She  begged 
for  mercy,  and  implored  the  old  clergyman 
to  intercede  for  her.  Mr.  Langdale  asked 
her  to  speak  the  truths  and  told  her  that 
mercy  would  be  shewn. 

Fortified  by  this  assurance,  the  woman 
aJdress.d  herself  to  Factor  Drurie's  ques- 
tions. 

Nothing  was  elicited  from  her  but  what 
was  corroborative  of  the  statement  that  has  been 
already  recorded;  the  Factor  took  notes  of 
what  she  S£ud,  and  made  her  sign  them;  a 
procedure  of  very  little  importance  in  its 
intrinsic  relation,  but  as  Mr.  Drurie  knew,  of 
much  influence  on  her. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  tall  Doctor,  when  the 
woman  was  gone,  "  I  think  there  never  was  a 
clearer  case  than  this,  my  old  friend  Drurie  ?" 

"  It  is  clear  enough  to  you  and  me,  Doctor,', 
observed  Mr.  Drurie,  taking  off  his  spectacles, 
''but  the  proof,  though  convincing,  is  not 
l^ally  conclusive  by  any  means.  ** 


T0C5O 


r£T. 


-iiii  i-r-I  ii:  j:p[;  =eLZ  by  ihaty  Factorr 

•  l«i^  J  ccccii^aTe  I  end,*  letatei 
Tnr  tf .  l:^  4zc^  '>s^  alvays  cftdly  kindled 

~  T^-ii^:  3«  :r<e  depoasioQ  of  m  woumm  in  ft 
sarriT  ri  -riit.^ii  fii<  s  not  the  best  of  vhncft- 
7c^.  iz<i  -Ji<  :«d=2ocT  of  anodier  irho  wiD 
:aT«  T-  x-ciSws  re  peijvnr.  Tbc  bert  diing 
-^  Z2si  mxixfs  Tes,  k^  die  A^^m^t^t  which 
^jii^  Fr;=ici^  g^rdoaan  bas  bwwght,  ftad  Ao 
T^icfzifrzij  w^^  be  cut  give  ttguSag  it 
A=«i  <T^3  ^."^  cozdntied  the  Factor,  tboo^ii* 
rillj.  •*  h  w-Z  tura  «^  bat  been  i 


-  ■    ri»i? 


w«f  j«rr5fr  Jan 


*^  Ye:,  tcr  a&  ihat,  tbe 
:iic  rr^n:  trdsg.  bowerer,  vooU  be  to  iin&f 
zza  j-xsf  man  as  tbe  1 

^Oh,  ni   identifj 
lector,  p«ittii^  bia 
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p^et8y  orosaing  his  legs,  and  jerking  his 
head  confidently, 

'^How  the  deuce  can  you  do  that,  eh, 
Doctor? — how,  how,  how,  can  you  do  that?" 

^'  I  have  had  many  disputes  with  the  late 
Lord  Sandysoil  on  this  subject,"  observed  the 
old  medical  man.  '^  He  affirmed  that  although 
it  was  possible  to  tell  the  pedigree  of  a  horse, 
it  was  quite  impossible  to  tell  the  pedigree  of 
a  man.  But  Lord  Sandysoil,  as  I  often  ob- 
served to  him,  did  not  know  the  points.  I  could 
satisfy  myself  in  a  moment." 

'^  Aye,  aye^  Doctor,  but  the  thing  is  to  satisfy 
a  court  of  law.  The  evidence  is  capital  as  far 
as  it  goes,  and  1  heard  this  afternoon,  that  some 
papers  connected  with  Woodlee  with  my  name 
on  the  back  of  them,  were  found  in  Sandy 
Davidson's  room,  and  are  to  be  sent  to  me.  We 
want  nothing  but  some  tangible  identifi^* 
cation." 

'^  There  is  something  running  in  my 
head  about  that,"  said  Doctor  Chalmers^ 
M  6 
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I    '::&:i=.v;  f.r  the  soul  cf  me 


*  Vis  ::  mj^-.irg  reganfing  a  muk  OQ  Ae 
-:  ;r '"  r'rserred  ihe  FrenchmsD. 

- !:  -v^if  r  said  the  oM  doctor^  fltartiiig  up 
ir»i  iTTrra-yiL-g  die  foragner,  and  in  Ms 
^tTtr^-f*?  ce-dirg  dcfwn  his  kmg  penon  over 
•:5  :!=jir.  like  s  £s!Jxig  rod;  *  a  mmrk  on  the 
ciLT.  I  *:iTe  on&ugfat  h  now.  Lady  FAloonery 
sci-erlzi-e  L-?:ore  her  child  vas  bom,  wkB  stung 
r  J  1  TI57  rn  :Le  nght  ear,  and  suflcred  much 
:i  :-:i>:v-czce,  though  more  from  fear,  thtn 
1^.  j::  :^  elie :  asd  her  child  had  the  form  of  a 
-  ^57  :=  -i*  right  ear,  beantifiillj  and  deaily 
-ir.f-i  i  hope  it  is  not  oUitented— then 
:^:=^  j'rlion:  ever  aie." 

- 1:  :>  = : :  oblftcrated  7  exclaimed  the  Frencb- 
=i.i-,   ••  M.-.iiai^  Xancc  Morton  told  me  lo 


*^  T::eu  :i!I  is  right !  aU  is  rightr 
FAotor  Pmne,  wi:h  great  exnltation.   •  What 
a  p:tv  It  is  that  this  ^-ajward  hoj  ham  \ 
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God  knows  where  I  But  the  busineBS  shall  not 
be  delayed  for  all  that.  I  shall  start  to-mor- 
row to  Edinburgh,  and  take  the  opinion  of 
some  of  the  first  counsel  at  the  bar.  This 
time,  the  business  shall  not  be  dealt  with  in 
the  hurry-skurry  way  in  which  it  was  the  last. 
A  barony  of  eight  thousand  a-year  to  be  given 
up  on  the  mere  opinion  of  counsel  however 
strong,  was  monstrous !  so  it  was — so  it  was — 
eh?  doctor,  eh?'' 

"  I  do  think  it  was,"  suid  Doctor  Chal- 
mers. 

**  How  strangely  it  has  all  come  about. 
That  letter  which  the  French  gentleman  here 
•has  brought  is  still  the  cream  of  the  jest.  We 
must  prove  the  handwriting,  that*s  all.  Bravo ! 
we  shall  stir  the  cauliflower  wigs  before  all  this 
is  over.  This  letter  that  my  French  Mend 
.brought,  is  the  keystone  of  the  arch  of  the  bridge, 
by  which  Sir  Renault  will  walk  into  possession 
of  Woodlee  again.  It  seems  as  if  Heaven  had 
put  it  into  the  woman^shead  to  write  so  circom- 
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'^  This  case  is  as  clear  as  the  sunlight/'  said 
e  tall  old  doctor. 

'*  Let  me  order  out  our  gigs  Mr.  Langdale 
•nay,  we  must  not  stop  to  take  tea  or  any- 
ing  else.  HI  just  trouble  you  to  lend  my 
ranch  friend  a  pur  of  lanterns  for  his  gig ; 
r  Falcon  Ben,  that  drives  him,  must  lead 
.e  way«  I  know  my  man  has  drank  too 
uch.  I  shall  start  for  Edinburgh  to-morrow,** 
peated  Factor  Drurie  ringing  bell. 


j^rzTi  XIV. 


:-3    XK"EI- 


Ti^  ^x:  vr.,:cla£  ^v  ant  became  m  topic 
>  '-I'r  £;i7.  Sezj^^  s  hse  change  of  ftrtnne, 
.  -  v..i:-^  fr.ci  bariag  been  a  Toong  ™^ 
i  ,r^  -1  zi*i  i*:cei  oc  the  Belbnn  pvtj  in 
>:\:c.&:ifi.  zza  izsoeaoeot  and  reprewnUtiTe 
:r  X  2:0^'^.  4=c£e3t,  aad  powcsfnl  haam  which 
f.x  ^f^::ir:es  bai  ev^r  bees  efannpioai  of  the 
.».±5q  .-£   lir^e    people,  wm^   in  those  di^  a 
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peraon  of  to  much  mark  and  likelihood,  that 
ministers,  the  leading  "  liberal*'  lords,  the 
whig  clubs  and  other  activities  of  his  party 
already  regarded  him  as  a  future  chief  among 
them — for  Renault's  university  honours,  his 
richly  cultivated  mind,  his  manly  eloquence 
and  passionate  sense  of  honour,  being  all  good 
cards  in  the  hands  of  his  political  partizans, 
had  been  by  no  means  unknown  to  them — 
moreover  he  had  a  borough  of  his  own,  and 
much  influence  in  the  county,  indeed  it  was 
well  known  that  if  the  whig  house  of  Wood- 
-lee  and  the  ancient  Jacobite  house  of  Cuikglen 
would  combine,  they  might  hold  the  county 
in  their  hands;  and  so  even  Renault's  con- 
tinued visits  to  the  mansion  of  the  Lennoxes 
had  not  been  unknown  in  the  political  circles 
— he  had  been  generally  considered  as  one  of 
the  most  rising  young  men  of  his  day,  ten 
score  times  more  highly  regarded  in  society, 
than  ten  score  more  highly  titled  men- 
Renault's  change  of  fortune  from  all  this  to 


SS6 
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obscurity  had  been  the  subject  of  s 
paragraphs  iu  the    newspaper^j  and 
was  forgotten  I    But  the  great  Wooc 
soit  was  a  thing  of  euapensej  and  all 
rung  with  it, 

f^actor  Drurie  pushed  it  on,  well 
that  Bcnault  was  not  near  him^  to 
proceedicgd  by  hia  sensltire  ideas  r 
matters  which  in  the  Factors  mind  we 
a  more  unscnipuloue  light,  counael 
highest  reputation  were  retained  on  be 
and  amid  the  cloud  of  reports  regan 
case^  the  real  merits  of  the  matter  we 
rally  unknown. 

Meantime  Senault,  finding  it  impQ 
controul  Factor  Drurie  in  regard  to  I 
duct  of  the  cafle>  devoted  bimiself  to  I; 
failure  now  would  reduce  him  to  I 
That  thought  his  warmest  hopea  oc 
quite  conceal^  and  he  devoted  him« 
and  more  to  the  studies  on  wbioh 
«utered 
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In  his  quiet  chambers  in  the  Temple  he 
spent  the  long  mornings  that  precede  late 
dinner  hours,  and  his  powerful  and  intelligent 
mind  soon  mastered  the  beautiful  philosophy 
of  the  spirt  of  law ;  his  classical  acquirements 
made  the  written  code  of  Rome  easily  grasped 
by  him,  and  his  fine  talents  rejoiced  in  the  new 
exercise  of  a  study  of  principles,  whidi  are 
the  perfection  of  one  of  the  noblest  branches 
of  human  reasoning.  They  are,  as  it  were» 
the  crystallization  of  the  incense  of  the  purest 
thoughts  of  man  towards  mankind,  supported 
and  shone  upon  by  the  law  of  Heaven,  as  the 
earth  is  by  the  sun« — The  details  are  quite 
another  thing,  but  these,  Renault  had  not  yet 
entered  much  upon« 

And  Richard  too  spent  his  time  not  without 
many  gratifications.  He  had  found  out  a  snug 
public  house  near  the  Temple^  the  members 
uf  the  parlour  of  which  were  all  staunch 
Reformers,  and  Richard  was  well  received 
among  them,  and  spent  his  evenings  then^. 
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He  was  an  oracle  on  the  rise  and  progress  of 
Reform  in  Scotland^  and  confessed  that  he 
quite  differed  from  his  master  on  the  great 
question  of  Non  Intrusion. 

The  lawsuit  went  on  apace,  or  rather  t- 
crawl,  and  the  winter  months  were  passing 
by.  Renault,  although  Aline  Liennox  wis 
seldom  out  of  his  thoughts,  made  no  attempt 
to  renew  an  intercourse  which  he  felt  would 
be  clandestine  ;  and  though  he  was  ccmipelled 
to  go  to  Edinburgh  regarding  an  importaot 
matter  in  the  law  suit  requiring  his  per* 
sonal  presence,  he  returned  to  London  with- 
out visiting  the  neighbourhood  of  the  estate. 

Aline  was  the  beacon  of  his  brightest  hope^ 
and  although  this  restraint  was  moat  punfiilfy 
irksome  to  him,  he  felt  that  it  was  his  aacred 
duty  to  observe  it,  and  he  did  ao  fidthfiilly. 
He  was  biding  his  time,  impatiently  indeed^ 
but  no  less  firmly  for  all  that. 

And  down  about  Drum]eigh  all  was  ex- 
pectation and  conjecture  regaidiog  the  issM 
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of  the  lawsuit.  The  particulars  of  the  case,  as 
far  as  they  have  been  presented  to  the  reader, 
at  length  became  generally  known,  as  well  as 
that  some  documents  of  an  important  kind, 
found  in  Sandy  Davidson's  lodgings,  had  been 
sent  to  Factor  Drurie,  and  that  these  had 
much  assisted  Renault  Falconer's  case. 

As  the  early  spring  came,  the  mist  of  legal 
doubts  began  to  clear  away.  It  was  now 
generally  believed  that  Renault  would  soon 
be  restored  to  his  former  title  and  estate.  A 
decision  of  the  Outer  House  of  the  Court  of 
Session  confirmed  this,  but  Comyn  appealed 
to  the  Inner  House,  and  doubt  again  cast 
mists  upon  the  result. 

Meanwhile  Comyn  pursued  a  course  of  con- 
duct which  seemed  unworthy  even  of  him. 
Excited  and  rendered  desperate  by  this,  his 
second  failure  as  it  were  in  life,  he  took  to 
hard  drinking,  and  the  most  lavish  indulgence 
in  revelling  enjoyment  from  the  means  still 
within  *his  power.    Dinner  parties  reduced  the 
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He  ceaeed  to  pay  anybody  but  his  attorney. 
All  others  who  hsd  claims  upon  him  he  haogh* 
tily  repelled ;  as  a  Member  of  Parliament  he 
could  not  be  arrested,  and  the  uncertwity  of 
the  actual  ownership  of  the  property  around 
him,  protected  it 

Comyn  did  not  go  to  Ixmdon  at  the  meeting 
of  Parliament.  He  well  knew  how  impossi- 
ble it  would  have  been  for  him,  as  matters 
stood,  to  make  any  figure  in  the  House  of 
Commons ;  he  was  a  person  threatened  almost 
with  beggary,  and  in  the  language  of  party 
men,  even  the  borough  which  he  sat  for,  was 
about  to  become  the  property  of  another. 

And  so  Comyn  remained  in  the  noble  man- 
sion of  Woodlec,  indulging  in  sensual  pleasures 
too  fierce  to  be  Epicurean.  For  he  followed 
them  not  so  much  for  the  sweets  of  enjoyment 
— for  a  certain  degree  of  repose  is  required 
for  that— as  for  the  rejection  of  intruding 
thoughts  which  he  felt  had  more  to  do  with 
sensation  than  with  philosophy. 
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perty  as  this  out  of  his  possession ;  but  then 
you  had  a  pretty  good  fortune  with  your  wife, 
and  will  still  manage  to  get  on,  even  if 
Woodlee  goes  back  to  Falconer  again." 

"  Every  body  knows,  Harry,  how  wise  you 
are,"  said  Comyn  cynically. 

**  Ob,  do  they!  Well,  I  think  I  am  acting 
more  like  a  fool  than  a  wise  man  in  stopping 
longer  in  this  neighbourhood,  where  I  wander 
about  like  Campbcirs  last  man.  The  shooting 
season  is  over  long  ago,  and  Aline  Lennox 
must  love  somebody  else,  for  I  find  I  have  no 
hope  in  that  quarter.  I  must  be  ofi^  and  try 
my  luck  again  in  London.  The  town  is  getting 
quite  full.'' 

*'  The  best  thing  you  can  do.*' 
"  ]>c8t  or  worst,  Comyn,  it  is  the  only  thing 
1  can  do.     Egad  it  is  all  in  the  way  of  my 
professional  career,  for  you  know  my  kind  re- 
lations, as  I  happened  to  the  best  looking  of 
the  family,  have  brought  me  up  to  nothing  but 
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Gomyn,  gravely,  **  that  you  knew  my  unfortu- 
nate circumstances  at  present  better  than  to 
have  given  me  the  pain  of  again  telling  you 
that  I  am  unprovided  with  funds.** 

"  Men  like  you,  Comyn,  call  ready  money 
*  funds/  and  speak  of  the  power  of  their 
means  by  those,  but  fellows  like  me  whose 
vested  interests  are  nil  and  an  annuity,  call 
every  thing  they  can  bring  up  in  the  shape  of 
money  their  funds — and  that  is  seldom  much ; 
so  my  dear  fellow,  if  your  pocket  money  is 
short,  take  a  little  out  of  the  bag,  for  I  really 
cannot  afford  to  lose  a  London  season  at  my 
time  of  life,  and  with  my  hair  falling  off  so 
fast  as  it  does." 

"  1  think,  Borfield,  if  you  are  (!etermined 
to  press  me  at  this  critical  time,  it  might  have 
saved  you  what  must  be  a  repulsive  task  to  any 
gentleman,  had  you  delegated  that  duty  to  your 
attorney. 

There  is  nothing  which  causes  so    many 
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•2'^jcrels  in  &Ia  nknks  of  docietr  u  mitten 
:i:  z^-i-riyi  wi:h  moneT ;  love  mod  honour  tre 
IT.:  c&cises  c:  p'c.ice  and  qaietnesB  compared  to 
h  :  bu:  Ln^ieei  we  Seldom  find  love  or  honour 
i=.  rx:r>e2ic  ao.ion  unless  they  have  monetaiy 

UxTTj  Bcr£cld  reddened  to  the  forehead;  the 
:-irre  •::  having  acted  in  any  way  unbecom- 
izg  1  g^nilem:!:!.  exdted  his  liveliest  indigDa- 
;::•::•  ftimuiaiei  •  it  is  a  very  sad  thing  to  add) 
by  the  remembrance  of  the  extreme  ineonve- 
nience  to  which  the  want  of  the  money  wluch 
be  had  reckoned  on,  would  expose  him — and 
he  replieJ  in  suitable  terms. 

Com  vn  was  in  a  state  of  mind  whidi  made 
it  ruffied  easily :  and  he  fell  into  that  enor  «o 
cocimoo  to  men  of  cynical  temperament  when 
they  are  angrily  aroused  by  peraona»  who 
althonzh  they  have  been  their  oompanioiMsaad 
what  is  CiJIed  '*  fnends,'  have  always  bsso 
felt  by  them  to  be  their  inferioss  in  inlellsel^ 
that  is,  to  indulge  in  a  haughty  i 
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Be88  of  bitterness  out  of  all  fittmg  cause  and 
measure  of  the  occasion;  forgetting  that 
among  persons  of  spirit,  such  outrages  make 
all  men  alike.  Comyn  spoke  harsh  words  with 
such  devilish  placidity  of  manner,  that  Borfield 
—-who  although  a  light-hearted  and  thought- 
less fellow,  was  a  gallant  and  highnspirited 
man— replied  in  words  that  soon  brought 
matters  to  the  extremity. 

It  is  not  at  all  profitable  to  instruction  to  re- 
cord the  particulars  of  such  a  scene,  the  end 
of  it  was,  that  both  of  the  parties  had  to  ap- 
^ly  to  a  respective  friend,  and  a  duel  was 
unanimously  found  necessary  to  be  the  result. 
It  was  arranged  to  take  place  on  the  following 
morning  early,  on  the  bands  of  Delhaven. 

And  the  following  morning  came,  and  the 
Edinburgh  mail  with  it,  and  rare  news  for 
Dmmleigh  did  that  mail  bring.  The  Court 
had  unanimously  sustained  the  decision  of  the 
judge  of  the  Outer  House  in  the  great  Wood- 
lee  cause,  and  Renault  Falconer  was  once 
N  3 
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CHAPTER    XV. 


THE  ACACIA  TREE. 


At^obt  the  first  thing  which  Renault  did  on 
being  made  acquainted  with  his  restoration  to 
rank  and  fortune,  was  to  write  to  Mr.  Lennox 
of  Cuikglen,  giving  a  frank  and  manly  state- 
ment regarding  his  attachment  to  Aline,  and 
asking    his    permission  to  address  her  in  the 

relation  which  it  was  the  dearest  wish  of  his 
heart  to  retain. 

The  reply  of  Lennox  was  charaeteristie  of 
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But  it  was  enou^^h.  Immediately  on  its 
receipt,  Renault  wrote  to  Aline  a  letter  full 
of  tenderness  and  passionate  love,  he  also 
mentioned  to  her  the  extent  of  the  permission 
to  their  communion  which  her  father  had 
given.  Aline  replied  with  earnest  fervour, 
and  happiness  undisguised. 

And  they  corresponded  post  after  podK 
And  how  those  letters  were  prized  by  their 
mutuid  recipients  I  Aline  was  never  tired  of 
reading  portions  of  them  to  Gertrude,  nor 
Renault  of  reading  Aline's  over  and  over 
again, 

Af.er  all,  there  is  no  better  way  of  love-* 
making  than  by  letters.  In  them  each  can 
say  all  they  wish,  no  more  no  less,  and  in  the 
language  which  they  please — there  is  also  a 
charm  in  written  passioui  for  it  displays  more 
enduring  earnestness  than  when  it  is  uttered. 

Those  letters  made  the  lovers  happy  and 
encreased  their  devotion  to  each  other. 
And  the  mansion  of  Woodlee  was  being 
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tad  partly  from  that  sensitive  feeling  which 
makes  the  heart  exult  in  the  passionate  dal- 
liance of  communion  with  the  heart  it  loTes, 
and  find  such  rapture  in  it,  that  it  delights  to 
continue  it  a  while,  even  ere  it  enters  upon 
greater  joys. 

And  had  not  Aline  her  own  share  in  the 
happiness  of  this  gentle  time  I  The  prompt 
derotion  towardb  herself,  the  moment  Re- 
nault's fetters  of  condition  were  cast  away, 
shewed  her  what  it  must  have  been  when  he 
wore  them*  And  the  consciousness  that  such 
feelings  as  her  own  had  been  shared  by  him 
during  the  dark  days  of  that  estrangement 
which  circumstances  had  occasioned,  was  a 
never  ending  source  of  joy  to  her  now. 

She  poured  forth  her  heart  to  him  in  her 
letters.  Her  love,  unrestrained  as  it  was,  had 
that  fervour  which  belongs  only  to  purity,  and 
which  no  attachment  which  has  not  its  seat  in 
the  soul  can  attain  the  influence  of.  Anxiously 
wa#  the  postman  looked  for  on  her  post  dayi^ 
N  fi 
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and  her  white  hands  more  thin ;  a  low  cough 
had  come,  and  red  blood  sometimes  streaked 
her  pallid  lips>  and  other  signs,  which  would 
hardly  permit  even  a  sister's  love  to  be  de* 
ceived  by  hope. 

Aline  nursed  her  with  passionate  tender* 
ness ;  she  Iiardly  ever  left  her  side ;  and  when 
at  times  Gertrude  would  repay  Aline's  fond, 
anxious  glance  with  the  slightest  appe^irance 
of  being  better,  Aline's  quick  heart  would 
beat  with  a  tumult  of  joy,  and  tears  and  smiles 
would  come  together,  as  she  bent  over  her 
sister,  and  pressed  kisses  on  her  forehead. 

And  May  came,  that  gentle  month ;  and  it 
was  a  beautiful  May.  Gertrude  even  rallied 
a  little,  and  this,  with  the  prospect  of  Renault's 
immediate  return,  made  Aline  so  happy  that 
she  seemed  to  live  in  a  delightful  dream. 

The  day  had  been  the  brightest  since  the 
month  began,  and  the  afternoon  as  serene  as 
the  day  had  been  bright.  Gertrude,  although 
her  soft  eyes  "were  strangely  clear  and  rigidj. 
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'  *'  Do  not  saj  that  I  dear^  dear  Gerty  I  sit 
^own  here,  now  let  me  draw  your  shawl  closer 
inound  70a.     Is  it  not  a  beautiful  evening  I'* 

And  so  it  was,  and  there  is  no  place  in  which 
the  serenity  of  evening  has  such  a  charm  as  in 
a  glen*     The  sun  was  pouring  its  mellow  light 
upon  the  peacefulness  of  the  scene,  the  old 
trees  stood  in  motionless  solemnity  like  guar- 
dians of  sacred  ground,  the  surrounding  .hills 
with  their  bare  summits,  in  the  pure,  bright 
light  of  the  moveless  sky,  had  a  grandeur  in 
their    changeless     silence    like    that    of   the 
peaked  toweringsof  an  ancient  place  of  prayer, 
\nd    the  lake,  pure  as  a  mirror,  lay  beauti'^ 
ully  beneath  its  dark  fringe  of  wood,  like  a 
iweet   eye  made  more  sweet  by  its  drooping 
ash;  the   distant  swan   sat  upon  the  water, 
irith   the   sun   streaming   so  brightly  on  the 
[reaming*  bird    that    it    looked  like  a  small 
wrhite  cloud  in   a  limpid  sky — there  was  no 
Bound    in   all    the    majestic   valley,  no  bark 
came   from    its    farm    braes,  the  very    wild 
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Tain  attemptixig  to  support  her  head^  whicfa  fell 
at  lasi  on  Aline's  shoulder. 

*'  You  are  faint,  my  Grerty,  lean  more  upon 
me  —  let  me  open  Ithe  shawL  Oh  I  Gerty, 
Gerty  I  I  see  you  are  very  ill  1" 

''  Kiss  me.  Aline ;  I  am  dying  I** 

*'0h,  no,  no,  no,  no  T  exclaimed  Aline, 
wildly  kissing  her  sister ;  ^'  do  not  say  that  I 
You  will  be  better,  G^rty^  now  that  the  shawl 
is  opened.     Oh  yes,  GJerty,  G^rty  1" 

"Go  for  papa,  Allyl  Go  for  papal"  said 
Gertrude,  in  a  feeble  voice. 

*'I  cannot  leave  youl"  cried  Aline,  with 
emotion ;  '*  but  you  will  be  better,  Gerty  !  you 
will  be  better !  I  cannot  leave  you  I  Try  just 
to  look  at  me  I" 

"  Go  for  papa  1  go  for  dear  papa  T  said  Ger- 
trude, in  a  feebler  tone. 

**  I  cannot  leave  you  1  I  will  not  leave  you  I" 
exclaimed  Aline,  with  frantic  agony. 

"  It  is  too  late !"  said  Gertrude,  after  a  fee- 
ble attempt  to  rabe  herself,  sinking  again  on 
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A  shriek  arose  in  the  wo 
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CHAPTER   XVn. 


THE     LAST. 


BW  years  padsed,  and  Aline  Lennox  was 
iapp7  and  cherished  wife  of  Renault  Fai- 
ry and  the  mother  of  two  bright  boys  and 
ntle  girL  The  eldest  son  resembled  his 
)r,  and  bore  his  baptismal  name>  the  second 
his  mother's  dark  eyes,  and  was  his 
dfather's  heir  and  the  bearer  of  the  but-- 
9  of  Lennox^   and  the   girl  was   called 


ti 

t' 

wi 

the  M 
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often  solitary  meal  -and  Aline  too  was  also 
away — Aliue  who  had  somewhat  supplied  her 
sister's  place. 

And  the  proud  man  drooped  and  died,  leav- 
ing his  large  estates^  after  Aline's  death,  to 
her  second  son,  who  was  to  bear  the 
name  and  arms  of  the  ancient  Earls  of  Cuik- 

Lord  Glenmore  had  lost  the  county,  that  is 
to  say,  the  Liberal  interest  at  an  early  election 
pat  in  their  candidate  triumphantly  over  the 
nominee  of  the  castle,  and  the  county  had  no 
longer  interest  in  the  eyes  of  the  gloomy  earl. 
He  seldom  came  down  but  for  six  weeks  or  so, 
at  the  end  of  autumn— he  was  becoming  more 
and  more  attached  to  London,  and  his  lady 
more  and  more  attached  to  Paris. 

The  career  of  Lady  Glenmore  was  not  an 
uncommon  one.  IVIarried  to  a  man  whom  she 
could  not  love,  and  finding,  like  the  wise  man, 
that  splendour  was  vanity,  her  heart  returned 
to  the  lover  of  her  youth,  and  she  trifled  with  the 
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three  beantifxd  women,  hangs  on  the  balance 
of  acddents. 

Provost  Ramsay  was  beggared  hj  Comjn'a 
rain.        The  funds  which  his  accomplished 
son-in-law  had  in  his  possession  were  fonnd 
altogether  inadequate  to  liquidate  his  debts  ; 
lawsuits  arose  among  the  scrambling  creditors, 
and  tlie  whole  sum  was  swamped  in  the  gulph 
of  courts.     The  Scottish  bank  to  which  the 
ProYOSt  had  been  the  agent  for  so  many  years, 
as  is  the  custom  with  those  princely  establish- 
ments, gave  him  a  retiring  pension  for  his  long 
and  upright  services,  but  the  old  man  was  but 
a  short  time  a  burden  on  their  bounty;  he  was 
soon  laid  in  the  Lhurch-yard  of  Drumleigh^ 
and  a  simple  monument  to  his  memory,  erected 
above  his  grave  by  order  of  the  magistrates, 
is  the  only  record  of  Provost  Ramsay  which 
the  stranger  finds  in  Drumleigh  town. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Langdale  has  been  gathered 
to  his  fathers,  but  not  before  Helen  Rutherford 
had  passed  to  that  place  to  which  man's  boun* 


THE  YOUNG  BARONET.  287 

tidy  ankles,  dose  as  they  smoke  in  their  ancient 
corner.  The  other  guests  are  the  same ; 
Richard  Dalrymple,  now  a  sort  of  under  ste- 
ward to  Sir  Renaidt,  occasionally  spending  a 
quiet  evening  at  this  ancient  tavern  with  his 
friends. 

Doctor  Dupre  was  well  rewarded  byRenault^ 
and  he  now  lives  with  Doctor  Chalmers,  who, 
having  resided  so  long  abroad,  delights  in  his 
society. 

And  now  to  return  to  the  mansion  of  Wood- 
lee.  Never  was  there  a  happier  home.  Renault 
doted  on  his  beautiful  Aline,  who  soon  be- 
came even  more  lovely  in  the  goddess-like 
charms  of  ripened  woman-hood ;  and  she  wor- 
shipped and  adored  the  husband  of  her  heart. 
They  were  lovers  still,  and  fair  children  clus- 
tered round  their  knees,  and  peace  and  joy 
were  in  their  dwelling. 

But  Renault  had  other  relations  with  the 
world.     He  was  now  the  leading  man  of  his 


talents  put  in  a  position 
notice  of  the  world. 

Renault  still   refused  U 
Some  thought  the  reason 
loved  the  country  and  hL 
well   to    enter   much    int 
others,   that   he    wished 
improvements  on  his  estat 

It  may  be  such  moti^ 
ticularly  the  first,  were 
real  one,  which  was  this,  1 
parliament  an  entangleme 
ling  on  the  principles  for 
had  aroused  its  strength 
cause  in  the   hands  of  w 
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that  they  were  only  disposed  to  carry  mea- 
8ure8  which  had  been  agitated  by  influential 
classes,  whether  these  classes  were  civil  or 
religious,  paltry  minded  or  profound,  so 
that  their  demands  were  general — that  is  to 
say,  of  much  numerical  oombinatioo  of  in* 
fluence — ^theywere  adopted  by  these  shufflers 
of  dirty  cards—  the  country  had  been  deceived, 
the  eventful  period  had  produced  no  great 
man;  the  stupendous  rising  of  a  nation's 
heart  had  been  prostrated  to  the  purposes  of 
a  political  p-urty,  and  the  sturdy  patriotism  of 
the  honest  masses,  had  been  gambled  with 
by  the  men  in  wliom  they  trusted,  and 
taken  by  tliem  as  a  good  hand  in  the  old 
political  game. 

There  was  no  jfui^Hng  spirit  of  the  time — 
no  mind  to  unite  the  worthy  impulses  of  an 
injured  people,  the  men  in  whose  hands  the 
government  of  tbe  country  had  been  phoed, 
were  the  jaded  partisans   of  a  sect,  and  not 

vot.  ni.  o 


ne  izoiscjes  cc  &  reiigioii — and  h  wia  for  a 
^.liTi^a  lai  ziL<  f.Y  a  secCy  that  the  coantrj 

I^Tiuii':  w^i5  A  ixukQ  who  lored  this  religioo 
:r  i':«.*rrT.  ud  wiio  defeated  the  sectarian 
\  trTiTi  -vaieti  br:as2:!it  paoiotiaai  hoodwinked 
ji:  ■  Li>t»  ^1^  ziirket  of  pr\>fit  and  plaee— he 
SI  r  ::: j^  :>:  «2.:er  rdirtiaBieiit  then,  wonhi  be 
'i'li  ::  i^.c  lo  A  p«rt]zudiqi  wUch,  though 
'i^iirjz:^  X  pt:culir  name,  was  in  the  guidanee 
:c  lu-fz.  vi'.-c:  Le  cooM  nee  acknowledge  or 
>i3Ci.r:  ^  ini::^  to  £iect  the  epirit  of  the 

F<\::  Ti  i&  :c  Kioh  sien  as  Sr  itenaoh  Fakoner, 
z-2iiz  :^e  3£uLa  ItX)ks  in  her  koor  of  donbt. 
Hz  >  :^<  r^^nss^niaciTe  of  a  daae  who  reallj 
£</  ir.-«rrxi  :Lc  counnr — tboogh  thej  do  not 
c3xv  ;ije  -^ual  frnis  cf  goTcnment— a  cla« 
:^:  il-.viv  buc  secorelj  iniaenoe  the  nnadi 
:r  liie  p<o(vIe.  and  are  bnhrarfcs  not  caly 
t<:«-Ma  :hem  and  their  p^^^^m 
bcc  be. ween  iheai  and  their  poKiical 
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Better  times  are  coming,  when  Sir  Renault 
Falconer,  still  in  the  prime  of  early  manhood 
will  enter  the  senate  of  his  country,  and  take 
a  high  place  in   the  political  annals   of  his 


And  now  last  of  all  let  the  reader  come 
again  to  the  sweet  **  Glen  of  the  Cuckoo.** , 

It  is  a  deserted  place.  The  grey  pile  still 
stands  in  the  midst  of  the  beauties  of  the 
valley,  and  the  bright  lake  still  shines  amid 
the  peacefulness  of  the  scene,  but  the  man- 
sion is  deserted,  and  the  grounds  are  soli- 
tudes. 

Tourists  and  other  visiters  often  come  to  the 
mansion,  to  look  on  the  domestic  splendour  of 
the  earls  of  the  olden^  time,  and  the  house- 
keeper shews  the  tapestry,  and  the  pictures, 
as  she  leads  the  sight-seers  through  the  silent 
rooms. 

And  there  is  one  picture  at  which  strangers 
always  pause  a  while.     It  is  the  portrait  of  a 

o  3 


•     -  •-.^•7 


^ —  -^r-*  i:ui  jiin^  liistt  die  pictazc^  if 
piteei  :^'ir  ^  ±z£.  ^  iliTXT^  iQEzxiBed  t«  agm 
^ra^a  Tiaiei  ^-  r i&  rxei  bEdk^pfi.  and  tha 
ik^ncs;^?  :r  S.'crijiii  c^gsw  as.*i  when  besotia 
a  •::ixi  ^  ^-^i  JA-t  reexL  sued  npiM^  ud  the 
r-jLi-  j:  slkiz.  .-unused  bifiiit  ia  the  eoU 
sixiziiiiiur  s.  XTrLddi  r:«:iittife  b^ve  been  idaotd, 
ati  -rsiiir  ri^^zne  Aois  u  the  svceft  pktBR 

-mi  iLixdi&ii^tif^r  2iLi  h^  rettiy  vonb— ^  thai 
&  -^ji    ^rz-iiz  u   she   Lady  Gcnradsi  ihi 

ituiisc   iaac:==r  :t    ihi?  ItfC  Bflroo  of  Cuih* 


Jjui  TuiVr  ;zift  acui  tsec  thttci»a  alaboi 
-voL-^  i^jsriitt^  wi'Ji  the  niii*  of  ^Gcrtrada^ 
.-arr^  ^•'ji  :!£  a&:c«,  aad  TiBseia  had  oAai 
su  xz<idr  la^i  c»e  ta  look  «poD  the  haanty  o 
I2i£  sosiie.  Be:  :iie  oil  fiahcrmaii  thmt  attn 
idc  i^  isii  kke«  a&v  thu^  and  he  vent  to  d^ 
iill  Aai  cc:  dovn  Tooitt;  tna  afeeoM  end  ai 
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them  as  an  excluding  fence  around  the  place ; 
and  he  too  now  is  dead,  and  the  neglected 
grass  grows  long  about  the  tablet^  and  waves 
in  the  valley  winds,  but  the  pine  wood  barrier 
still  stands  around  the  old  acacia  tree. 


THB   END. 


T.  r.  Newby,  Printer.  72,  Mortimer  Street,  Cavenduh    Sq. 
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